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  Sibirskaia: An Unusual Family Part 1

  An Unusual Family
Unexpectedly Familiar


(October 11th)
C. L. Sibirskaia: war hero, statesman, politician, and pioneer.
He was the most prominent husky of his time. In a 'new world' where huskies were a rare sight to begin with, he lead men into battle and brought them home alive, explored and settled uncharted land, brought murderers and thieves to justice, and was rewarded in his old age by winning elections time and again to political office.
And like most great figures, two centuries later...his name was only remembered for the town that bore it. Those lives saved, feats achieved, and offices held were all relegated to the pages of Wikipedia, and to only the most particular or obscure of history books...and his legacy had long been traded out for a single stone sign and the phrase...
"Welcome to Sibirskaia!”
But, in a bit of cosmic justice, 'his' town was at least true to its name. The city named after the eighteenth century's most important western husky, today, had more huskies of its own than any other town in its hemisphere. It served as home to the Laika, Chuksha, Sibe, Kharski, and Masters families -- each and every one a pure blood husky -- and even to Sibirskaia's own distant cousins: the Sivirskii family.
And today, on a cool afternoon in late October, the last three males of one of those families --William, Kristoff, and Elliot Masters -- stood in a parking lot, surveying the contents of a moving van...
"We're never gonna' to be able to fit all of this in your apartment,” Kristoff huffed in defeat...
...and William turned an eye on his brother, "Well isn't that why we're getting a storage facility? So we don't have to?”
"Yeah, but I'm not even sure if we can get all the essentials to fit!”
Behind them, Kristoff's son, Elliot, spoke up: a sound that had recently become all-too-rare, "We, uhm...I'm sure we can do without some of this stuff for a while, dad.” It had been days since the boy had managed so many words, especially not accompanied by tears, "I mean: it's only temporary, anyway...right? U-until we can get a new house?”
Kris smiled as comfortingly as he could, "That all depends on the money, kiddo.” But he didn't insult his pup with a lie, "Lawyers and court costs aren't cheap.”
"Hey!” Will barked. "Both of you need to quit it. I know there's not a lot of room here, but I've promised you that everything'll work out.” He offered his own smile, "You two are welcome to stay here for as long as you need...and together, we can make sure no one goes wanting.”
With a nod, Ell slid in for a hug, "Thanks, Uncle Will.”
The older husky planted a single kiss on his nephew's forehead, before looking back up at the boy's father, "See, Toffy? Some pups know how to show their gratitude!”
His brother, though, just scoffed playfully, "Yeah? Well, neither of us are gonna' be showing the kind of gratitude YOU asked for!”
Immediately Elliot felt his face begin to burn. That wasn't entirely true...but his father didn't need to know that. And as the boy buried his head against his uncle to hide his growing blush, a new voice pierced into the conversation...
"Really, William?” A lithe, dusty rabbit chided his canine lover, as he approached from the apartment behind them, "Did you really ask them to put out before you'd give them a place to live?”
"It was a joke, Aaron!” Will jumped to his defense, "You know I wouldn't be that mean to my nephew!” He shrugged with a smirk, "...maybe to Toffy.”
"I don't care about them!” Aaron poked the dog in the chest, "I just wanna' know why I wasn't invited!”
At that, William unhanded his nephew and pulled the rabbit closer by his prodding paw, "Aww...is somebody feeling left out?”
Aaron's eyes shot open in surprise, as a firm paw suddenly took hold of his groin. It wasn't unappreciated -- and in fact, was quickly reciprocated -- but it was definitely a level of boldness that he hadn't expected in the broad, open daylight...let alone in front of Will's brother and nephew...
...or, for that matter, the tiger and the second rabbit soon approaching them, either.
As Hunter, the tiger, met Elliot with a hug and an apologetic smile -- the only expression he'd managed to offer the dog in the past week -- the second dusty rabbit stopped along Kristoff's side.
"All of Aaron's things are moved in,” the rabbit, Doctor Stanley Jones, spoke to Kris directly, but neither he nor the husky took their eyes off of their brazen younger brothers.
"And all of it's in the bedroom?”
"Yep,” Stan nodded. "The living room and the office are free and clear.”
"Thanks, Stan,” Kris tilted his head at Will and Aaron's display, the two almost fighting as they jockeyed for position, each competing to grope the other.
And Stan reflexively rubbed his temple, "Has Will always been like this? Or did my brother do this to him?”
"A little of both?”
"Well, either way, they aren't exactly shy, are they?” The elder rabbit laughed, "I hope you're prepared to live with them.”
"I'll have to be!” Kris finally looked away from the two adults, to glance at his son and Hunter. "Especially since I get the feeling it won't just be THEM I'm havin' to deal with.”
"I can't say I envy you.”
To that, Kristoff emphatically threw up his arms, "And what's not to envy?? I'm getting divorced! I'm moving into a one bedroom apartment with three horny gay guys! Sorry...four when Hunter visits. I mean: I'm livin' the dream!” As his short tirade came to an end, he watched William's paw finally snake its way inside of Aaron's pants, only a few feet away. And with a huff, he turned to Stan to amend himself: "you said you brought booze, right?”
"Indeed I did.”
"I think I love you.”
"Okay you two!” Stanley whistled and clapped his paws, striding forward to break up their brothers' display. "We have work to do!”
~
Six days ago, as Kristoff greeted the approaching police before the finest restaurant of a neighboring town, William and Aaron sped through the streets of Sibirskaia.
Robyn Masters, meanwhile, arrived to an empty house. She had won the race. She wasn't aware that she was competing, but she had won: William was still blocks away. But her home was empty nonetheless. Although the damp towels on the floor, the strewn clothes across Elliot's bed, and a house full of still burning lights made it clear that it hadn't been empty for long.
William hadn't stood a chance of winning their little race, and he knew it. But he also knew that the boys had cell phones...a fact which Kristoff had apparently forgotten. And so, while Robyn frantically dialed the police with stories of a tiger kidnapping her son...two roads away, that very son was meeting his uncle on a street corner.
A town away, eye witnesses and security cameras cleared Kristoff's name: proving -- though there was a small scuffle to keep her away from the car, and despite the invisible injuries she would soon invent -- that he had not assaulted his wife. However, it wouldn't be the only time that night that he found himself speaking to the police...
Because by the time they'd found Robyn's 'kidnapped son,' Elliot was at his father's side in a rundown fast food restaurant, sitting down to eat with Hunter, William, and Aaron. Fortunately, talk of Hunter being guilty of kidnapping was quickly put to rest thanks to the presence of the husky's father. And after confirming his legal rights to custody, and warning him to keep his wife better informed of his location, the police let Kristoff go yet again.
And that night, Kris and his son would share a hotel room in silence...all save for its final moments, which the boy spent in tears, curled up in his father's arms.
That Saturday night, though -- for all its upheaval -- would only be the beginning of a whirlwind week for the two huskies and those closest to them.
Soon enough, the word 'divorce' was in the air. Luckily for Kris, though, his wife was born Robyn Kharski. And the Kharskis were old money, and were suspicious of any outsiders marrying in. Not only did this mean that they married only into other husky families...but also, that every marriage came with a prenup.
Robyn would get the house. Her parents had bought it for them before Kristoff was successful enough to do so on his own, which left Kris in search of a new home. So, he turned to the one person he knew he could count on: his brother, William. And everything else was accounted for in the prenup as well, to protect both Robyn AND Kris from damages, and from the stresses of a messy court battle...
Or at least, ALMOST everything was accounted for. The prenup had no clause regarding children...
...and the fight for Elliot began before the first suitcase was packed.
Robyn fired first, forbidding Kris to take his son, when he left. But Kris reminded her that it was Elliot's decision...not hers OR his. And it was no mystery as to whom Elliot would choose. She argued that Elliot was a minor; he argued that he was still the boy's father; and she threatened, yet again, that that would soon change.
In the end, though, she resigned herself to the fact that, without a legal ruling on custody, there was nothing she could do to stop them. And so she stepped aside and let them go...
The battle looming on the horizon had certainly only just begun, but nonetheless, six days after their night in a hotel, Kristoff and Elliot found themselves unloading a moving van into William's apartment. They, though, weren't the only ones to whom Will had opened his doors, and, with his brother's help, Aaron was moving in as well...
Thanks to the combined efforts of six pairs of paws, the transfer from the van to the apartment was swift -- of those essentials they could fit, at least -- and long before the sun had set that evening, their work was through. All that was left was the unpacking and, come tomorrow, the search for a storage facility for all that, which they couldn't fit.
But, their job at least done for the night, Kristoff now leaned lazily against his brother's kitchen counter, staring out at the living room and its sea of boxes, and doing his best to make small talk with a rabbit he barely knew: Doctor Stanley Jones.
Luckily for them both, though, Hunter was on his way to intrude upon their somewhat awkward exchange...
"Kris?” Hunter began uneasily as he stopped in front of the husky, "Uhm, Mr. Masters?”
Kristoff offered his son's boyfriend only a short chuckle, "Like I've told you before: you can call me Kris.”
"Right, sorry,” the tiger nodded and moved along with a breath. "I know there's still a lot of unpacking to do, but...Elliot is...uhm...” he trailed off with a hum, simply turning his head to look back at his lover, half hidden behind a wall of cardboard.
And Kris followed the cat's eye. There, amidst the living room's sea of boxes, Elliot sat in silence, the same as he'd been for the past six days, save for when his tears had shown through. He was on the floor, his back against a box and his tail curled up through his legs, as he stared blankly at something in his paws, just out of his father's sight. But Kristoff didn't need to see his son's paws to know exactly what was in them. Just like he knew what Hunter meant by 'Elliot is,' he also knew just what the pup was staring at, "...Yeah.”
Hunter turned back to the elder dog, "So, uhm...would it be okay if me and him went out? Grabbed something to eat? Saw a movie? Anything to get his mind off of all this?”
The husky immediately shook his head, "I don't know if that...”
But the rabbit to his side, interrupted him, "That sounds like a great idea, Hunter!” Stanley smiled, immediately producing his wallet and a few folded bills, "We're not unpacking any of this stuff tonight, anyway. We've worked enough.”
With a shy, shallow nod, Hunter took the money, but his eyes went right back to Kris, staring in wide, hopeful, and silence.
"Go on,” Kristoff sighed. "Have fun.”
And the tiger beamed an elated smile, "Thank you, Kris!” before rushing off to the living room and his canine lover.
Kris watched with a muted, anxious hum, as the tiger and his son first left the living room, and then the apartment altogether. And only once they were gone did he open his muzzle to speak...
...only to have Stan interrupt him, yet again, "I know you feel like you need to keep your eye on him, right now. But he'll be fine with Hunter. I promise.”
"But...” the husky reflexively clenched his jaw, struggling to find the words to explain his apprehension. "It's just that...I mean, after what happened last time...”
"Letting them go out on a date is a far cry from what you let them do last time,” Stanley shook his head and gave his new friend a firm pat on the shoulder. "Nothing bad will happen.”
Kristoff wasn't so sure about that, but perhaps he was worrying too much. After all, a Friday night on the town was definitely a different situation than the one they'd been in the Saturday before. A week ago, they were left alone and unsupervised, for the sole purpose of finding the privacy to...well, to fuck!
And he'd not only ALLOWED it: he'd helped it happen! He'd gotten Robyn out of the picture so they could be alone. He'd assisted his fourteen year old son with having sex for the first time, and he'd lied to his wife to make it happen. At the time, it seemed right. He'd believed he wasn't just being a good father...but the best father in the world! But, looking back, now...if he hadn't done it, none of this would be happening...
Was all of this really his fault? "Was I wrong, Stan?”
The rabbit was stirred from his own daydreaming, "Wrong about what?”
"Helping them like I did. Did I do the right thing?”
"You were being the best father you knew how,” Stan avoided directly answering the question, as best he could. "This isn't your fault.”
The husky, though, noticed the evasion, "And that's not an answer.”
Stanley paused and drew in a short breath, "...Hunter has a big mouth. You know that, right?”
"Wait. What?”
"What I mean is: I knew exactly what he was going over to your house to do.” The rabbit looked at his new friend with a smirk, "And I could have stopped him, too.”
"But you didn't.”
"No. I didn't.”
"But you didn't know my wife,” Kristoff looked down and away with a sigh...
...and solemnly, Stan just nodded and sighed in turn, "And that's also true.”
The two fell quiet, there alone in the kitchen, but again, their awkward moment would be mercifully interrupted...though, this time by William and Aaron.
"So!” Will clapped loudly, rousing the two as he entered the room with Aaron on his heels. "Now that you see the place in action, so-to-speak...do you think this'll work?”
"It'll have to, won't it?” Kris shrugged.
But Aaron disagreed, "Not necessarily.”
"Hmm?” Kristoff's eyes, along with the remaining two sets, turned on the younger rabbit.
"Like I keep telling you:” he explained, "Stanley here has a big enough house for all four of us, plus himself, Hunter, and more, still!”
"Oh no!” his elder brother waved his paws in protest. "Stanley's house is for Stanley, and only Stanley!”
"Oh, come on!” Aaron argued, still. "You live there all by yourself!”
"Indeed I do...but that doesn't mean I never bring a date home. And I have no interest in bringing them home to the four of you.”
"A date? Them?” the younger rabbit tilted his head with a devious smirk. "Did anyone else notice how non-descript he was with the gender, there?”
"I did,” William smiled...
...and Kristoff raised a paw, "Me too.”
Stanley, though, just laughed it off, "Sorry boys. I keep forgetting I have to be more careful with my pronouns around you.” He did, though, motion at the three of them with a proud smile, "But, to your credit, I have NEVER met a gay guy who wasn't hopelessly optimistic!”
"I'm not gay!” Kris recoiled...
...and Stan amended: "Or a bisexual who didn't protest too much!”
With that, William and Aaron burst into laughter at poor Kris's expense, and the slightly older husky could only narrow and roll his eyes in defense. There was no denying the truth...especially not now that Robyn knew, and least of all around these three.
After a moment, William composed himself enough to speak, "Well since Stan's afraid we'd rape him in his sleep, this place'll have to do.” He dropped a reassuring paw on his brother's shoulder, "But, worst case scenario, I can always try to get us moved into a bigger unit here in the complex, if things are a bit too tight.”
Aaron added happily: "...and between my and Kris's incomes, I'm sure we could handle it.”
But Kristoff was less optimistic, "I don't know...moving into a bigger place? That sounds kind of permanent.” He rubbed the back of his neck, "And I promised Elliot that this would only be temporary.”
"No,” his brother argued, "you promised you'd take care of him. I don't think he'll mind where you're at.”
"And I doubt that he'll mind getting to live with his uncle Will, either!” Aaron added with an innocent looking smile...
...and Will twitched for an instant, having to pause and remind himself that Kris could have know way of knowing just how true Aaron's words were.
"Yeah...” Kris relented, "I guess you're right.”
Aaron nearly bounced with excitement, a wide, lustful grin splitting his muzzle, "Well no matter the size of the place, I am just DYING to see what it's gonna' be like to live with three huskies!”
His boyfriend turned to him with a stern, but playful smile, "You just keep in mind that you've only been given permission to TOUCH one of them.”
Unbeknownst to Will, though...behind him, his brother was secretly flashing the rabbit two upturned fingers and a less than subtle wink...
...to which the rabbit happily giggled and nodded, though he pretended he was responding to William, "Whatever you say, Sir!”
"Okay!” Kristoff clapped his paws, just as his brother had minutes earlier, "It's not like this matters one way or another, anyway! We're here. It's done. So, what'say we drop this for now, and get on with our night! After all,” he turned his eyes on Stan, "someone promised me booze!”
"Indeed I did!” The older rabbit held up a single dramatic finger, "And there is only one type of liquor befitting a house full of huskies!” And with that, he turned on his heel, made his way to the fridge, and retrieved a tall, clear bottle which he'd earlier stowed in its freezer, "Vodka!”
~
William had always preferred rum. And Kristoff? Bourbon.
But neither were rude enough to insult Stanley's generous gesture by telling him the truth. They had to be polite. And the only way to ensure that...was to drink!
And so, as quickly as space could be made to sit on Will's couch and chairs, the four brothers were in the living room, passing the bottle around until their voices slurred, and talking the evening away, until the sun had set outside.
Inevitably, with Will, Aaron, and Kris in the same room, the conversation turned to tales of their high school exploits. At times, they were told in bleary eyed nostalgia; at others, they were fueled and exaggerated by alcohol drenched libidos; and at others still, they were posed simply to watch Stanley squirm...assaulted by lewd and often incestuous details he'd rather not hear.
But no matter the story or the intent, one underlying sentiment was clear...
...and Kristoff was the first to voice it aloud: "God I miss high school...”
"Do you?” William perked up, flashing his brother a lustful and shameless leer.
Realizing what he'd said, and its implications amidst the conversation at hand, Kris sunk into his chair in humiliation. But luckily, a very boisterous Aaron quickly took the attention away from the husky...
"See, Stan?” the drunken bunny's voice dragged out his S's in a slur. "I told ya' there was nothin' wrong with a little...” he paused to find the phrase, "brotherly exploration! They've done it!”
"I don't care what they've done,” Stanley was courageously battling his own slur, but losing. "You've been on about this since ya' hit puberty. The answer was no then, and it still is.”
"You're just bein' mean. I bet ya'd say yes if somebody else asked...”
"Ya' think Hunter hasn't??”
"Oh come on!” the younger bunny twisted his shoulders about, in a drunken little tantrum. "I just wanna' see it!
"Ya've seen it before.”
And so Aaron clarified in a whisper, groping at the air: "I mean with my paws...”
"Well,” Kristoff mused as he listened in, "this makes a lot more sense.”
"Hmmm?” William swung his head to look at his brother.
"I was wonderin' why it only took 'im a day to turn you...”
"Ah!” Will nodded. "And now y'get to see how persistent he is!”
And as proof of just that, Aaron continued right along, "Look, all I'm saying is-” only to be immediately cut short by the shrill and abrupt clatter of his ringtone. "Damnit!” he plucked the phone from his pocket with a huff. "And this'll be about my new job. I'll be back in a minute...”
As the bunny hopped to his feet and nearly bounded from the apartment, Kris stretched out his arms with a long, low groan, "Well...while he's doin' that, I think I'ma' grab a quick shower.” He stood uneasily, "I am just...covered in grime from the move.”
"Sure thing, Toffy!” Will shot his brother a limp little salute. "We'll be here.”
Kris sloppily returned the salute and spun around to leave...
...but a quick shout from Stanley halted him in his tracks, "Wait! 'Ey!”
Kris looked back at the couch and the doctor, but nearly stumbled in his attempt.
"The light's out,” the rabbit continued.
"The light?” William asked, "My light? In the bathroom?”
"Yeah.” He explained: "It burnt out when I went in there earlier. I forgot to...uhm...alert you...”
"Eh!” Kris, though, just dismissively waved off the warning, "That doesn't bother me any, anyway. I can shower in the dark. It'll be like an adventure!” And with that, he spun back again, to weave his way awkwardly from of the living room and to the bath.
His brother, though, watched in silence as he left, before turning to look at his last remaining guest, "Stan? Help me out here...is that safe?”
"Safe?” the rabbit asked. "The light?”
"Yeah. Is it safe for 'im to be showerin' without a light? You know...since he's been drinkin'?”
"Oh!” Stanley's eyes widened and he held up his own drink, shooting it a long, serious gaze, before venturing a response, "...probably not.”
Will sighed, "Yeah. I sh'go see if I got a bulb...”
Though no steadier to his feet than his brother, the husky pushed himself up, putting his weight on boxes and on furniture as he padded from the room and into his office. And, left alone on the couch, Stan turned his attention back to nursing his drink...but he'd barely swallowed his first sip before the front door swung open, and Aaron clumsily strode back in...
"Where'd everybody go?” the younger rabbit stopped and leaned heavily on the couch behind his brother. "I wasn't gone fr'that long...”
Stanley, though, only met the question with an exaggerated shrug, as if he didn't know.
"No seriously, where'd Rill wun...” Aaron smacked his lips and tried again, "Where'd Will run off to? I need to tell him about the job...”
And suddenly, the elder rabbit had a flash of drunken inspiration! Aaron wasn't the only one who'd seen Kristoff's secretly flashed fingers, earlier in the night. Stanley had too. "Will...William...husky, right? Black & white, dog-shaped guy? I think I saw one of those headed off to the shower!” He pointed in the direction of the bathroom, where that a somewhat different husky was now alone and defenseless, in the dark...
And, as would be expected, his little brother's long, dusty ears perked up immediately, "A shower, huh?”
With an innocent, melodic hum, Aaron sauntered from the room, following the sound of running water directly to the pitch black shower at its source. But he had only barely turned the corner before William stumbled back in, light bulb in paw...
"Weird...” the husky scanned the room in bewilderment, "I thought I heard Aaron come back in.”
"You did,” Stan confirmed.
"Well then, where'd he go?”
The rabbit pointed with his drink, "...followed Kris to the shower.”
"Why would he do that??” Will nearly yelped.
"I think...I think that he was under the impression YOU were in there.”
"And you didn't tell 'im he was wrong?”
"Why would I do that??” Stanley smiled proudly, "I'm the one who told him it was you to begin with!”
The husky opened his muzzle to scold his guest, but broke in a long pause before flashing a smile of his own, instead, "Well, now, that's just mean...”
"Funny, though!”
~
One short half-hallway and door away, Kristoff stepped nude into the warm waters of his brother's shower. With the light out and the door closed, the husky could barely even see himself -- only the white of his fur dimly illuminated by what little light could seep through the window -- let alone the water, the showerhead, or any of the rest of the bathroom. But he could feel the bathtub under foot, and the warm water parting his fur. And even drunk, that was all he needed...
Before he could do little more than bask under the falling water, though, the bathroom lit up: a single column of light piercing in as the door was opened and quickly closed again. Through the darkness and the plastic curtain, he would have had little hope of making out whomever it was to begin with...but nearly blinded by the flash of light, it was hopeless now.
Whoever it was, though, they didn't say a word...no 'excuse me,' no 'hello,' nothing...
...and so the husky followed suit.
Turning his ears on the intruder, Kris heard the shuffling of cloth, a zipper coming undone, and more than one dull flop: the sound of clothing hitting the floor. Whoever was here, was undressing! Were they about to join him? And more importantly, who was it?
William had joked, even before the split with Robyn, that the two should revisit their childhood exploits. Was he drunk enough to physically pursue it? Or perhaps Stanley was harboring a little secret. Had he seen an opportunity to experiment with a recently single friend? Or was it far simpler than that? Was Aaron simply up to his old high school tricks?
But as the curtain slid back and two paw pads tapped down into the wet bathtub behind him...it dawned on the husky, that, at that moment, he didn't particularly care.
Too soft arms encircled his waist immediately, and paws boldly gripped and stroked his sheath. Somehow, the fingers were familiar, and moreover: they were experienced. It wasn't Stan. Kristoff shuddered out a breath, relaxing into either William or Aaron's paws, as they tugged and massaged his sheath, quickly enticing his tip into the warm water and the steamy shower air.
He leaned back against his visitor and moaned aloud...
...and immediately, it was Aaron's voice that met his ears, "Will! Keep quiet! Ya' don't want our brothers to hear us, do ya'?”
Wait. Will? It was Aaron? And he thought he was in the shower with Billy? Kris knew he shouldn't let this go on, but, instead of stopping it, he just clenched his jaw and did as he was told. He should really have explained that the rabbit was making a mistake, but after all...he WAS told to keep quiet...
~
While Kristoff was keeping his muzzle shut, though, back in the living room, his brother, now sitting alongside Stan on the couch, most assuredly was not...
"So I got this theory 'bout you...” William paused for dramatic effect, "Stanley.”
"Do you, now...” the rabbit mimicked his pause, "William?”
"Yeah...” Will leaned in closer to his guest, "I think I know why ya' pulled this little...prank on your brother...”
"I think it's more of a prank on YOUR brother...” Stanley argued, noticing -- but not retreating from -- the muzzle crowding his own. "But like I already told ya': I just thought it was funny!”
"Nah, nah, nah. You don't do somethin' like that...you don't send your brother off to molest an unsuspectin' stranger-”
"Kris isn't a stranger!”
"Shh!” the husky held a finger to his lips and continued. "You don't send your brother off to molest an unsuspectin' stranger just for giggles.” With a wide, toothy smirk, he lit a gentle paw on the rabbit's knee, "See, I'm thinkin' maybe you enjoyed the idea for 'other' reasons.”
Stan, though, just laughed, "Like I said earlier: you guys're hopelessly optimistic!”
"Then why aren't you movin' my paw?”
"Cause I'm secure in my sexuality,” he boasted with cartoonish arrogance, boldly moving his own muzzle closer to William's. "And it's only on my knee, anyway. No reason to throw a fit over that, yeah?”
"Yeah...” Will licked and bit his lip, glancing at the rabbit's, now so close to his own. "Either that or you're just puttin' up a nice little token resistance...but you're really hopin' I won't listen. Maybe even hopin' my paw inches just a little bit higher?” On cue, it daringly did just that, half way up his thigh...
...but Stanley still didn't move it. "I'm tellin' you, pup...you're barkin' up the wrong tree.”
"Nah...” Will shook his head confidently. "I know you. I been with you too many times to count.”
His mind swimming in vodka, the rabbit misunderstood at first, almost missing that his host was speaking figuratively, "Oh. Have you, now?”
"Yeah, see? You've been curious. In fact: you're curious right now,” William glanced at their nearly touching muzzles as proof. "And that's okay. Curiosity's normal. Everyone's curious now and again. But the thing is: you've never given in. You've been asked by Aaron ALONE more times than you could count. And you've wanted to -- you've wanted to more than once, I'm sure -- but you've never given in.” He lowered his voice, "You will tonight, though,” and inched his paw, still, just a little farther north, "...to me.”
"Somebody's a little sure of himself,” despite his protests, almost imperceivably, Stan's leg moved, spreading. "What makes ya' so certain?”
"Oh. Well, 'cause see? I know why you never have,” the husky smiled at the slight movement of the rabbit's leg. He was wearing him down already. "You're not scared of it. You don't think a little experimentation'll turn ya' gay. You're not even grossed out by it, really. You're just stubborn.”
"Well I am that,” Stanley shrugged. "But I don't see how...”
"Aaron.”
"Aaron?”
"You don't wanna' let Aaron win,” with a free paw Will poked his boyfriend's brother in the chest, before running his finger down, a gentle caress across his stomach. "How'd ya put it? He's been 'on about this since puberty?' And you can't stand the thought of lettin' him break you! Ya've been so strong for so many years, but he just keeps on pushin'. And you're not afraid of the cock! What you're afraid of...is letting Aaron get his way!” And again that roaming paw slid up his thigh, until it was so near to touching Stan's concealed package, that he could feel the heat of it through his paw's fur, "...but I'm not Aaron.”
"He's not the only one who asks, y'know,” the rabbit poked his canine host back, but, instead of mimicking his caressing finger, he pushed him just slightly away. "You're forgettin' Hunter.”
"Hunter...is illegal, and you have a career and an image to consider.” Undaunted, William just leaned right back in, his nose now nearly touching the rabbit's and their breath falling on one another's lips, "Hunter doesn't count.”
Finally, his eyes nearly crossing as he looked down at the dog's nose, Stanley had no response...and so Will just went right along...
"The right guy asks, at the right time, and you'll give in. And I'm thinkin' tonight is the right time...and who's the better guy than me?”
"Cause you're so great?”
The husky met that with a growl, "Cause I'm how you win!”
And the rabbit's eyebrows arched.
With the paw not busy just south of the rabbit's groin, William gripped his shirt and pulled him close. But instead of the kiss Stan had expected, the husky's muzzle slid along the side of his own, until his nose and his breath tickled that long dusty ear...
"Think about it, Stan,” he whispered. "Aaron's been askin' for years, and he's never gotten that yes. What better way to beat him...what better way to win...than to FINALLY give in, to finally say yes like you've wanted to so many times,” and at last, his paw took hold of the rabbit's swelling groin, "but to ME?”
~
A room away, in the darkness of the shower, something was swelling in his lover's paw as well: swelling, throbbing, twitching, and dripping.
The rabbit had his mute husky entirely at his mercy, shuddering and whimpering through closed lips as he writhed desperately in his paws. Aaron was pleased. It wasn't that Will didn't usually enjoy the attention, but he hadn't managed to work the dog into this kind of frenzy since high school! It was almost like he hadn't been touched by a stray paw in weeks!
Of course, he was pretty drunk. So it was no surprise that he was acting strange. But then again...that wasn't all...
He felt different in his paws, too. He felt heavier, fatter, and even longer, but somehow not quite as tempered-steel hard as the rabbit was used to. And his balls: he didn't remember them ever hugging so close and tight to his body, before. At least not until he was a lot closer to cumming then this...
But who was Aaron to judge? He was drunk, too! His paws certainly couldn't be trusted...
And so he brushed the thought aside and got right back to work. He dropped to his knees as carefully as he could manage -- but never let that husky meat go -- and then rooted his short muzzle under his lover's curled, fluffy tail.
He had a nickname in high school...but he didn't earn it from some single, isolated event. No. There were very few places he so enjoyed to be! The feel of a tail resting on his nose, the heat and feel of a furless pucker against his tongue, and the sounds of his playmate squirming helplessly as he gently assaulted their most intimate, hidden spot...
...there was just nothing else like it!
The husky in his grasp stumbled forward immediately, and his paws tapped against the wall, leaving his ass presented, free and clear. Aaron was in heaven! Husky meat in his paw, a hole to pamper to his heart's content, and a pair of balls now exposed to him as well...
He lowered his head, lapping along the furry sack as his paws kept up their magic. Again, he noticed how high and tight they hung...and he slowed his paws for fear of finishing off his husky too hastily. He didn't stay there long, though, and soon was right back on his lover's hole, rooting, pressing, and licking until his tongue just barely pressed inside...
...and again, his husky moaned, but this time, he spoke, "God! I'd almost forgotten how much you deserved that nickname, Rimmer.”
And at the sound, Aaron froze, his tongue still lodged in the husky's hole. That wasn't William's voice! And with a start, he jerked back, releasing the dog from his grasp and looking up in a panic, "Kris!?”
Slowly, but shamelessly, the husky turned around, his cock hanging only inches before the rabbit's face, "Hi there!”
"Why didn't you say anything??” Despite his dissenting words, though, the rabbit's eyes were glued to the cock at his nose...or at least to the shimmer of the window's light bouncing off of its wet, sticky flesh...
...and it was no secret to Kris that it had caught the rabbit's attention. And so, pressed on by drunken courage, he stepped forward, sliding his dripping rod along the side of the bunny's muzzle, "Cause I thought you said to keep quiet...”
Aaron shuddered and closed his eyes, savoring the scent and the feel of the canine juices being rubbed into his fur, and struggling to muster the strength to move away...
~
...but, back out in the living room, his brother's struggle had long since ended.
There on the couch, Stanley's pants and boxers had been tugged down to his ankles, and his dripping shaft was unsheathed and in William's paw, while his own paw was timidly reciprocating...softly exploring his host's already engorged knot...
"Tonight...” Will murmured into his ear, "You're gonna' get your dick sucked by a guy.” And he flexed his own dick against the rabbit's paw, "...and you're gonna' return the favor.”
Stanley winced at the thought, but his paw never left the husky's rod, instead sliding up to the tip and back down, almost as if inspecting it...
With a smile, the dog's freer paw slipped down his guest's back, and to his soft, permanently upturned tail. "And that might not be all, you do, either,” he warned, punctuating himself with a bold poke at his friend's virgin hole.
At the feel of a finger beneath his tail, Stan promptly squeezed William's shaft, and then reflexively gulped as he leaned his head back and closed his eyes. But again...he offered no resistance...
"And tomorrow, if you wake up and realize you didn't like it, you'll never have to do it again. But for tonight...”
Will stopped mid-sentence, as he caught movement from the corner of his eye: the sudden appearance of dusty white fur. And he turned his eyes to find Aaron past the maze of boxes: standing nude and erect, his muzzle open and ready to scream at his brother for his prank....but frozen stiff at the sight before him.
With an impish grin, the husky simply put a finger to his lips, and shot his boyfriend a wink...and slowly, Aaron's expression of shock turned to one of pure and unadulterated joy! Stan's eyes were still closed...he had no idea Aaron had caught them...and now William was beckoning the younger rabbit to join!
And as Kristoff, too, stepped back into the room and upon the surprising scene, and as Aaron crept through the cardboard maze, William turned back to Stan to finish his sentence, "...tonight, all you have to do is relax.”
After one final lick along the edge of the doctor's ear, the husky moved away, and lowered himself down the length Stanley's body. He brushed his nose along his cheek and buried it in the nape of his neck, before kissing him through his shirt, drawing a path across his chest and his stomach...
...but once he was finally in sight of his goal, he stopped, and leaned away, and a very different pair of lips wrapped eagerly around the rabbit's leaking shaft.
At first, Stan didn't notice at all. William's muzzle had been so close, that he naturally assumed that the warmth engulfing him, and the tongue tracing his every ridge and vein belonged to the husky. But a moment later, when he felt breath falling again on his ear, and a tongue ticking its edge, his eyes shot open.
And there he was. The brother he'd been turning away for the better part of two decades, was naked and on his knees, swallowing his cock to the hilt. It was too late to stop it, too late to complain...and assaulted from all sides by the finger sneaking into his hole, the tongue tracing his ear, and the throat now squeezing his tip...he was in no state to try.
With an inaudible pop, William's finger finally forced its way inside, and Stanley shuddered as the husky leaned away. Abandoning the ear, Will turned his eyes on his brother, Kristoff, who had since stopped alongside the scene, clad only in only a tented towel...
"Hey there Toffy...” Will smiled at his brother darkly, before motioning in the direction of the bathroom, "Ya' certainly let that go on, in there, for a while...” he narrowed his eyes threateningly, "...with my boyfriend.”
Kris gulped and flashed a hopeful smile, "If it helps...he didn't know it was me.”
"But YOU knew...”
The slightly older husky held up his paws in defense, "Look, Billy I'm sorry. I just...”
"Hey, hey! No worries, Toffy!” William cut him off with a more genuine smile and a wink, his finger still wriggling in the shivering rabbit to his side.
"Really?”
"Yeah! I'm sure I can find it in my heart to forgive ya'.” With a less than subtle wink, the younger canine gripped his knot in his paw and pushed, pointing the tip of his shaft directly up at his brother, "Somehow.”
And tonight, that was all the encouragement Kristoff needed. Without another word, he jerked his towel away, tossed it aside, and dropped to his knees in front of his little brother's rigid staff...
"...good boy.”




~




There we go! Sibirskaia has begun!
*
This particular chapter was written entirely by yours truly: Oloroso Rhone!
But it was based on characters and story lines I created jointly with my friend Phil Anthro Pist
If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account on here at
http://phil-anthro-pist.sofurry.com/
*
Yeah, smutt!
I felt it was best to start Sibirskaia off on a fluffy, happy, horny note! Because obviously, some storms are a'brewin after the end of The Masters! I hope you enjoyed the results of leaving Will, Aaron, Kris, and Stan alone with liquor! I know I did!
But what about Elliot and Hunter? They seemed kind of irrelevant here, didn't they?
I wonder...might chapter 2 be about what happens to them on their little date?
And where's the AWB cast!? Wasn't this supposed to be a crossover!?
Well...stay tuned to find out!
SIDE NOTE: These events (or similar ones), were actually originally the subject of The Masters 14 & 15, and all that drama from The Masters 15 wasn't supposed to happen until the beginning of Sibirskaia. In fact, Phil and I RP'd a huge foursome between these four characters YEARS ago to use as the content for TM 14 & 15. I changed my mind, though, because I didn't want Kris cheating on his wife. I wanted him to be the good guy when they fought...so I let this happen AFTER they broke up.
Anyway, thanks for reading!
I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at theottercoon[at]gmail.com
See you around for the next 29 chapters of Sibirskaia!

 
  Sibirskaia: An Unusual Family Part 2

  An Unusual Family
Uncannily Connected


(October 11th)
C. L. Sibirskaia: soldier, leader, explorer...and junior-high-school busy work.
To say that most of the world had never heard of the husky would be an understatement to say the least.  MOST of the world hadn't even heard of the city that bore his name.  Comparatively, statistically, almost NO ONE knew of the old dog himself.
And those who did, by in large, weren't academics, or scholars, or history majors and their professors...though more than a few of those knew of him as well.  No, the vast majority were those special, select, chosen few...
...who attended public school in Sibirskaia.
It was in junior high school, in Sibirskaia, when the phrase "social studies” was first replaced with words like "geography” and "history.”  And among the first bits of history taught was that of their state: of its founding, its founders, its eventual secession, its defeat, its reconstruction, and then of the less exciting century-and-a-half since.  But there was always one short week amidst it all, which was set aside for a much more focused topic: the history of their town itself.
And with the history of Sibirskaia came the history of its namesake: of his military career, his discoveries, his public service, and of every other highlight of his life...that is, save for the controversial and buried topic of exactly why he was the LAST of the Sibirskaia line.
But despite the week of seventh grade dedicated to his life, he was no more to any Sibirskaia's students, in the end, than simply the old soldier for whom their town was named.  After all, of what concern was some long dead, colonial husky to a twenty-first century teenager?  Especially when they had so much more important matters to occupy their minds: boys, girls, friends, exams, peer pressure, parental pressure, raging hormones, various pop culture happenings...
...or divorce?
And today, in the twilight of a cool October evening, one such teenager, Elliot Masters, sat amidst a sea of boxes, concerned about exactly that, and that alone.  Divorce.  For the last six days, in fact, it had been the only concern to cross the young husky's mind.  Boys, school, and his usual media interests were now the least of his worries...let alone some two-year-old, forgotten history lesson.
But at the moment, at least, he wasn't crying.  That was a feat in of itself, today.  But truthfully, it wasn't thanks to any brightened mood, or even an indifferent acceptance of the paw he'd been dealt.  Truthfully, he'd simply spent the last week crying himself into exhaustion.  There were no tears left to give...and little left to feel, apart from numb.
But at least he wasn't crying.  His father would be proud.
He sat there on his uncle's living room floor in frozen silence, his back against a box and his tail curled up through his legs, as life buzzed around him: two other huskies, two rabbits, and a tiger shuffling about and talking...making room to walk and to live amid the cardboard maze.  He, though, simply stared.  He stared down at his paws, one gripping a chain -- its dog tag dangling beneath -- and the other holding an old, framed photograph.
Behind the glass was a captured moment: a memory from the better part of a decade before.  Behind the glass, tourists and costumed characters struck awkward and unintentional poses, captured mid-stride...theme park rides were caught and frozen in motion...and a very young husky smiled and laughed, muzzle forever agape in innocent joy, as he was held up in his mother's arms.
Today, though, the better part of a decade later, he simply sat in a sea of boxes...and stared.
While his eyes were on the photo, though, another pair was on him: those of a tiger, Hunter Thurman, who was hoping today, just as he had for the past six, for any way to console his young boyfriend.  Hugs, kisses, and comforting words had only gone so far...
...so perhaps what the dog really needed was a distraction.  And so Hunter turned from the scene and stepped the few feet away into the kitchen.
There, the rabbit who may as well have been his adopted father, Stanley Jones, stood speaking with Elliot's father, Kristoff.  The tiger hesitated to interrupt...but what he didn't realize was that the adults -- trapped here, in their uncomfortable efforts at making small talk -- more than welcomed the disruption.
"Kris?” the tiger began uneasily, "Uhm, Mr. Masters?”
Kris offered his son's boyfriend only a short chuckle, "Like I've told you before: you can call me Kris.”
"Right, sorry,” the cat nodded and moved along with a breath.  "I know there's still a lot of unpacking to do, but...Elliot is...uhm...” he trailed off with a hum, simply turning his head to look back at his lover, now half hidden behind a wall of cardboard.
And Kristoff followed the tiger's eye.  But just like he didn't need to see his son's cardboard obstructed paws to know what was in them, he also didn't need to hear anything more to know exactly what Hunter meant by 'Elliot is,' "...Yeah.”
Hunter turned back to the elder dog, "So, uhm...would it be okay if me and him went out?  Grabbed something to eat?  Saw a movie?  Anything to get his mind off of all this?”
The husky immediately shook his head, "I don't know if that...”
But the rabbit to his side interrupted him, "That sounds like a great idea, Hunter!”  Stanley smiled, immediately producing his wallet and a few folded bills, "We're not unpacking any of this stuff tonight, anyway.  We've worked enough.”
With a shy, shallow nod, Hunter took the money, but his eyes went right back to Kris, staring in wide, hopeful silence.
 "Go on,” Kristoff sighed.  "Have fun.”
And the tiger beamed an elated smile, "Thank you, Kris!”
He turned and rushed back to the living room, but not without great consideration of just how to tackle the next few moments.  Should he approach the husky gently?  Speak to him in hushed tones and comforting coos?  Ask him if he was in any sort of mood to actually enjoy a night on the town?
No.  This was meant to be a distraction: meant to take the dog's mind OFF of the last week of his life.  Treating him with velvet gloves would only remind him of the situation: only remind him that there was a REASON to treat him in such a way...
No: it was best to approach this with a smile and with excitement!  It was best to act like this was any other day...or at least any other day BEFORE the events of the previous weekend...
"My, oh my!” Hunter mewled lasciviously, teeth bared, as he stopped alongside his seated husky.  "I didn't know you were such a cutie!” he added, looking down at the picture of a much younger Elliot.
And his boyfriend turned his eyes up, with an obviously strained smile...but a smile nonetheless, "and I didn't know you were such a pedophile.”
With a conspicuous and deliberate glance toward the room into which William had last disappeared, Hunter argued, "Well, it's not like it would bother you if I was.”
And with that, Elliot blushed and grinned...his first genuine grin today.
And there it was!  A smile!  It was working.  "Come on!  Get up!” the tiger wasted no time -- not about to miss his opportunity -- and tugged his canine lover up by that paw still gripping his necklace.
"Huh?  What?” although he was confused, Ell put up no resistance and let himself get dragged to his feet.
"We're going out!”
"But...” the dog looked around the cluttered apartment, "...but we're not-”
"Done?  Sure we are.”  Carefully, gently, and respectfully -- but without actually bothering to ask -- Hunter pulled the framed photograph from his lover's paw and set it aside on a box.  "Nothing's getting unpacked tonight, and our assorted dads and uncles wanted some guy time, alone, away from...” he pointed limply at Elliot and himself, "...the kids.”  And although that wasn't quite the truth of the matter, neither he nor his boyfriend knew just how true it WOULD be, in only a few hours.  "So Stan pawed over a bit of cash...I'm gonna' grab his keys...and he and your dad are letting us have a night out on the town!”
"Like...like a date?”
"Well if you've gotta' be all gay about it...” the tiger gripped his lover's now empty paw and tugged again, "Come on!”
~
Six days ago, for the briefest of moments, Elliot's life was everything he'd ever dreamt it should be: alone in the safety of his room, awash in his afterglow, and wrapped his tiger's strong, loving, orange arms...
But, of course, it wasn't to last.  And soon enough, he and his tiger were racing madly about, stuffing themselves into recently shed clothes, and gathering everything they needed for their escape...and for their rescue.  In their frenzy, neither boy bothered, even, to tidy the mess they were leaving behind, or to switch off even a single burning light...and in fact, it was some small miracle that the back door was even closed behind them.
The day he'd dreaded -- the day his father and uncle had warned him of -- had finally come.  His mother had found out...and she was on her way home.  But luckily, his uncle William was on HIS way, as well, and in lieu of risking Robyn getting to them first, he'd called the boys and set them on their evacuation.  And so by the time she'd arrived to her empty home, Robyn's son was climbing into his uncle's car at a dark residential corner, blocks away.
The night ahead was nothing short of a mad dash.  Elliot, Hunter, William, and Aaron arrived at a restaurant a town away, mere moments shy of the police's departure.  And, there, they picked Kristoff up, and were off again...but none of them had yet discussed what should come next.
Ell and Kris couldn't exactly go home: not tonight and not with her waiting there.  And wherever they went, Hunter couldn't go with them.  Certainly, Robyn would soon paint him as the vicious predator who'd raped her son, and they had to get him as far away as they could -- and as quickly as possible -- for his own safety.  But luckily, not all of this would be left up to William.
They did have at least one other fur to turn to for help.
And so, as a cell phone was passed back and forth between Aaron and Hunter, the quintet crept back into Sibirskaia and to the padded booth of an old run down fast food joint, where they would soon rendezvous with Doctor Stanley Jones.
He didn't show himself before the police -- searching now for Robyn's 'kidnapped son' -- had long since come and gone, but he DID show: show and whisk Hunter away to the safety of his grandmother's home.
Elliot had barely said his goodbyes before he, his father, his uncle, and Aaron were on the road once more...had barely settled into his seat in the car before he and his father were out again, sneaking like thieves through their own darkened driveway to take back THEIR car...had barely escaped in that car before he was standing in a hotel lobby...and had barely heard his room number before they were settling in for the night.
...And it had never hurt so badly to cry.
But it wasn't because of his mother, or of his fears of what was to come.  These were the things which brought his tears to bear, but what made them hurt was the fact that his father...his father had been so proud.
As they settled into their room, Elliot sat along the edge of the bed in silence, and his father joined him.  He could tell that the older husky wanted to speak, but that he just hadn't the words to give.  When they finally came, though...they were of pride.
He was so proud, he told his son, that he'd been so very strong.  Throughout the whole night -- his mother, the police, saying goodbye to Hunter, and everything else -- he hadn't cried.  He was so proud that his son was dealing with everything with such strength and maturity.
But he was wrong.  The night had been a mad dash.  Elliot had barely had a moment to breathe and to take it all in, let alone to cry.  Strength had nothing to do with it.  And when he opened his muzzle to respond, to thank his father, to say anything at all...the tears finally came.  And they didn't hurt because of the night behind him or of the days ahead; they hurt because his father had been so proud.
And even as the older dog pulled him to his chest...he felt only that he was letting his father down.
These tears, though, it turned out, were only the first of many to come over the next six days: tears when he next spoke to his mother and she tore him down, tears when he first heard the word 'divorce' pass his parents' lips, tears as Hunter consoled him in the darkest and most private corners of the school...
...and tears as he packed his things, only to unload them, again, into his crowded, new home.
But now, six days since he'd fallen asleep like a cub in his father's arms, even those most recent tears were only a memory, forgotten in the fleeting distraction at paw, and replaced by clenched eyes, panting breaths, and stifled moans.
Today, six days past finding comfort in his father's touch, Elliot found something entirely different -- yet altogether the same -- in Hunter's...
The tiger had pulled the car to a stop, this Friday evening, beneath a tree at the darkest edge of a downtown parking lot...a lot only a short walk's distance from diners, shops, a theatre, and even William's former job, if they were so inclined...but a corner of that lot far enough from all of those things that they might hopefully avoid prying eyes.
And there, in the fragile, exposed, and altogether imaginary privacy of Stanley's car, Hunter's paw had snaked itself into Elliot's lap.  It had dug its way past his belt and zipper, and pulled his soon engorged and twitching member free of its cotton prison.  And the dog in the passenger seat had only put up a token protest before melting under his lover's touch...
...in which he found the comfort and the distraction silently promised by this evening on the town.
Soon, the cat was leaning across the center console, muzzle buried in his husky's neck as he teased and tortured him...gentle caresses, pulsating grasps, and minuscule nips.  And amidst such torment, even Elliot's most recent tears were forgotten, lost to the distraction at paw: to his boyfriend's breath, his touch, and to his own restrained, panting moans.
Elliot's eyes soon fluttered closed as Hunter leaned farther down.  And by the time the cat's lips and rough tongue grazed his most sensitive flesh, those eyes were clenched tight.  The world was replaced with an all encompassing black...and that touch, those lips, and their shared labored breaths were all that was left.
At least, that is, until his new pitch black world flashed, flooding a bright, aching red.
Light!
From outside the car, a light hit his eyes, bright enough to shine through his lids, trading his comforting darkness for an unforgiving blood red.  And no sooner had this light bled through than came the sound.
Clack!  Clack!  Two taps.  Sharp.  Metal against glass. 
Hunter was up, away, and back in his seat -- Elliot's cock slapping wetly against his own shirt -- before the husky could even open his eyes.  And when he did, he was met with the harsh yellow light of a flashlight just beyond his passenger window.
"Fuck!” Elliot yelped as he quickly fumbled about, fighting against both his clothes and his still latched seatbelt to hide his shame.
"Oh no, oh no, oh no!” and beside him -- having pulled himself free only moments before -- Hunter was struggling to do quite the same...though without the hindrance of the seatbelt.
"Roll down your window,” a voice came from beyond the car, more exasperated than angry, and almost mocking...but more importantly, it came from the driver's side, not the passenger's where the flashlight lingered still in the air.
There was more than one.
Hunter obeyed immediately, too frightened to do anything else.  But he jerked his paw away just as quickly, before the window had moved even more than an inch, as he was startled by a second, barking order, louder and sterner than before: "No-no!  Both of them.”
Elliot clumsily reached for his own switch, then, as well -- forgetting that Hunter could roll down both windows from his side -- and in moments, the cool night air rushed through the car as the flashlight was clicked off.  The husky sat, too afraid to speak, and could only assume the same of the silent tiger to his left...but before their eyes could even adjust to the returned dark, their interlopers broke the silence for them.
"You know...” came the first voice, from the driver's side, softer and more friendly than they'd expected, "You two should REALLY be more careful about where you do this sort of thing!”
The boys turned to look, to see the face of a fox taking shape in the darkness, but before they could place it, a second voice chimed in, "Yeah!  Next time, we could actually be the police!”
Elliot only squinted, still studying the fox, but Hunter's head spun back on the sound of the second voice, where he found the face of a raccoon in the passenger window of their car.  And it was a raccoon he knew!  "Mr. Callaway?”
And Elliot, only a second behind, recognized the fox as well: "Mr. Hammond?”
Their unexpected guests weren't the police, or local security...they were their teachers!
And Mr. Hammond only laughed at his bewildered students, "Well at least it looks like my little talk, a couple of weeks back, did you two some good.”
"Wh-what are you...?” Hunter stammered to speak...
...but behind him, Mr. Callaway's whispered voice cut him short, "Psst!  Hey, Elliot.  You're still showin' a little bit, there...”
Quickly, Elliot reached down, wrenching himself and forcing his still exposed tip back into his hastily fastened pants, as Mr. Hammond protested...
"Really James?”  The fox at the driver's side window playfully chided the raccoon, "You couldn't keep your muzzle shut?  What if I was enjoying the view?”
And Elliot's cheeks began to burn, "Did he just say he was enjoying the view?”
"Well we can't exactly bring him with us, if his dick's hanging out,” Mr. Callaway argued.
"What?” Hunter held up a paw to stop them, but was quite directly ignored.
"Why not?”  Mr. Hammond contended, "It wouldn't be the first time someone's had their dick out at the Bacchanalian.”
And so Hunter tried again, "Wait...” but to no avail...
"True...” the raccoon conceded the fact, "but a fourteen-year-old?  And there with his teachers?”
"Hey!” the tiger finally screamed, forcing the two adults to take notice.  And they did: both stopping and turning their eyes on him, as he continued, "What the HELL is going on?”
"And where are you talking about bringing us?” Elliot joined in.
"Apparently the...Bacchanalian?” Hunter repeated the foreign word.  "But what's the Bacchanalian?”
And the husky added: "And what makes you think we'd go with you, anyway?”
After a long moment of silence, Mr. Callaway was the first to answer, "These are all valid questions...”
"...and, if you'd like,” Mr. Hammond concluded, "We could answer them over dinner.”
"Dinner?”  Despite himself, Elliot's ears perked up at the word.  No matter the situation, this was always the one thing that could catch his attention:
"Free food!”  The elder raccoon smiled and leaned against the passenger door...
...as the fox mimicked his motion on the driver's side, "So what do you say, kitty?  Ever been on a double date?”
Hunter's eyes shot open wide.  "A double...” he paused, motioning a finger questioningly, back and forth between his two teachers, "...date?”
Mr. Callaway just nodded, ignoring the actual question the boy was obviously asking, "Well, it's a lot better plan than us leaving you two alone!  Clearly, you can't be trusted to keep yourselves out of trouble.”
"So come on, now, boys!”  Without waiting for any form of consent or agreement, Mr. Hammond slipped a paw into the window, and opened the still-locked-door from the inside.  Apparently, the decision was made.  "What'say we introduce you to Jeff?”
"Who's Jeff?”
~
'Jeff' used to be Jeffery Anderson.
To be fair, legally, he still WAS.  The young gray cat and his masters -- or his lovers, or his fathers, or whatever they were -- hadn't quite worked out how to legitimize their situation...how to go about any legal form of adoption, or open and honest enrollment in even home-school, let alone a real one.  But as far as they were concerned, those were all just formalities, hurdles to jump before the world would acknowledge what they already knew...
...he was Jeffery Hammond.
And tonight, young Mr. Hammond found himself sitting in a large, plush, semi-circle booth at a local café...or perhaps more of a local bar; it was really hard to say.  The Bacchanalian generally defied normal classifications...
To the cat's left was his savior, his master, and his soon-to-be-namesake, Scott Hammond...and beyond the fox was James Callaway: a raccoon whom, only two weeks ago, Jeffery would have never believed he'd consider a second -- or technically a third -- father figure, as well.
But they were old news...
Tonight, it was the boys bookending their seating arrangement who drew the cat's attention: his stolen glances, his flaring nostrils, and his perked ears.  To his right was Elliot, a husky roughly his own age, who'd met his glances with more than a few awkward smiles.  He was close enough to smell...and it was a scent similar enough to Scott's to be comforting, and distinct enough to be alluring.  And on the opposite end was Hunter: a slightly older tiger who was far friendlier with his returned glances, but also far too to distant to smell...
That distance, of course, was Scott's doing: forcibly keeping the husky and tiger apart in the hope of -- as he'd said -- 'making sure they behaved themselves.'
For the most part, Elliot kept quiet.  Clearly, he wasn't much of a social butterfly, and Jeffery could relate.  But Hunter on the other hand...
"So, seriously,” the tiger repeated himself in a nearly demanding tone, "How long were you to watching us, out there?”
Quite a while, actually.  And amid much whispered discussion concerning just how to approach the situation...including more than one half-serious-joke about joining in.  That was the truth of the matter, anyway, but Jeffery knew his masters would downplay it considerably.
"Not long,” as Scott offered the expected comforting lie, Jeff found himself reigning in a laugh.  "Just long enough to decide how best to go about stopping you.”
And James agreed, "It didn't take us long to suss it out, either.  At first, Scott suggested just interrupting you and sending you back home.”  No, he didn't!  What he suggested was bringing them back to THEIR home, and to their bed.  But, again, Jeff kept the facts to himself, certain that this was something a teacher shouldn't be admitting to one of his students.  "But then I said it might be better if we kept an eye on you and bought you some dinner.”
"That and maybe play the role of mentors for the night,” Scott added, "Y'know: try to offer up a few pointers on discretion?”
That part, at least, was true, and Jeffery smiled: smiled both at his masters' tendency to rush to the aid of children in danger, and at his reinforced assumption that they were motivated to do so more by their dicks than their hearts...
...but, just as they had with him, at least they were hiding it well.
"Uhm...” Elliot finally spoke up, nervously eying the smaller, smiling cat to his left, "H-how much did Jeff see?”
"Nothing,” Scott reassured the husky with a smile, "He was in the car.”
Jeff fought back to urge to blurt out 'you're calling that huge knot of his nothing!?'  And instead, he just nodded and flashed Elliot a smile...a smile which he immediately realized was far too wide to be believable.  And he expected, then, for the dog to grin back nervously when he caught the lie.  He expected a blush and an averted gaze...or at worst, an angry bark, accusing them of not telling him the truth.
But instead, Elliot just nodded weakly, shoulders slumped and head down, with a meek and muted: "Right...thanks.”
Something was wrong.
Jeff had assumed the dog's silence was just a symptom of shyness.  Hunter was obviously the more boisterous and outgoing of the two, and Elliot was just being bashful around so many new furs.  But he was wrong.  Elliot wasn't just shy.  He was quiet because he was sad...
And Jeffery wasn't the only one who took notice, either.  James had too.  "Are you okay, Elliot?”
For a moment, the husky was almost startled, "What?  No, I'm...”  Jeffery watched as the dog's face shifted, not quite forming a smile, but something much closer to one than before, "I mean: yeah.  Yeah, I'm fine.”
"Are you sure?”  And now Scott leaned in to check on the boy, as well, "If you're uncomfortable with what we saw...”
"No,” Elliot shook his head, "no, it's not that.”
And so James offered a guess of his own: "Just a little weird hanging out with your teachers, like this?”
"No.”  The husky sighed and sat straighter in his seat before finally offering an answer: "If...if anything, it's this place.  I feel like...like I'm somewhere I shouldn't be.”
Jeffery knew a lie when he heard one, especially if it was about something like this.  He'd lied, himself, too often to not spot someone else's.  That's not to say, necessarily, that the dog's fear wasn't valid -- wasn't, in some small way, true.  But it WASN'T why Elliot looked so sad.  Judging from the laughter soon coming from the fox behind him, though...his fathers, at least, were fooled.
And as Scott laughed, James comforted the boy's fears: "Yeah...your first time in a gay joint can feel a little bit like that.  Like you don't belong, or like you're...doing something bad just to be here.  But don't worry: you'll get used to it.”
"No.  No, I meant literally,” Elliot clarified.  "I LITTERALLY feel like I'm not supposed to be here.  Like I'm gonna' get caught and kicked out at any second...”
And then, even Hunter stepped in to comfort him, "Relax, Ell.  No one's caught us, yet.”  But surely HE knew that something else was bothering the dog, right?  Was the tiger just as fooled as everyone else?  Or was he just helping to sell the lie?
"Caught you?”  Folding a single ear in confusion, James looked back and forth between the two, "What are you talking about?”
"Uhm...” Hunter answered for them both, "Well, I mean...it IS a gay bar.”
"Yeah,” Scott agreed...
...and James amended, "kind of.”
"But you don't have to be twenty-one to come in,” the elder fox explained.
"I mean:” James added, "you didn't notice anybody checking IDs at the door, did you?”
"Oh,” Elliot offered an embarrassed grin, but, still, Jeff could see that it was all just part of the act.  "I uhm...I guess I just kind of assumed.  Like you said: I'm new to this.”
The others may have bought the lie, but Jeffery knew better.
Something else was upsetting the husky.  And so the cat ran through their night in his head, searching for anything that might have left Elliot so very sad.  If it wasn't simple bashfulness, or the Bacchanalian itself, or the strangeness of being out with his teachers, or even being caught, like he was, in the parking lot...then what was left?
And that was when Jeff had an irrational fear of his own.  Maybe it was him!  The cat was the only thing left, after all; he HAD to be the problem.  Of course, even as he thought it, he knew it was absurd.  Obviously, something much worse was weighing on Elliot's mind, but it didn't stop the thoughts from coming:
Jeffery hadn't said a word since they'd sat down, letting everyone else handle the conversation.  And he'd been staring at Elliot nearly non-stop.  He'd just sat there this whole time, in silence, just staring and...and sniffing!  How creepy must he have looked? And the poor dog was forced to sit by him and put up with it, this whole time!
So finally, the cat spoke, hoping, in vain, to make Elliot more comfortable.  But all he could think to say was to repeat his fathers' assurances: "Really!  It's okay.  I kind of felt the same way when they first brought me here, but no one's ever tried to kick me out, either.  And I've seen kids here younger than us, too!”
Before Elliot could respond, though, a new voice interrupted them: "A LOT younger!  We even have high chairs and booster seats!”  And the collective eyes of the five furs turned to meet a new fox stopped alongside their table.  A fox who looked every bit the part of a Bacchanalian employee: pierced ears, dyed fur, and clothes that left SOME of his body to the imagination, but none of his sexuality.  And with a paw on his hip he continued, "The big naked Bacchus painting not withstanding” he flicked a finger toward the nude, golden jackal on the wall, "this is technically a family establishment.  I've just gotta' check your IDs if you start ordering drinks.”
 "Hey Nikki,” James sighed through some mix of playfulness and annoyance...
...as the flamboyant fox growled back flirtatiously, "Hey James...”
"I swear:” Scott complained, "they give you our table on purpose.”
"Only 'cause I request it!” Nikki admitted shamelessly.  "But can you really blame me for wanting to see the old 'coon?”
"Old 'coon?”  Hunter interjected, first looking at their waiter, and then at James, "Does he mean that...you and him were...?”
But it was Scott who answered for them, "My boy's got a thing for foxes, I guess.”
The whole time, though, Elliot just stared, eyes glued to the tightly clothed fox.  Or more expressly: glued to the well outlined bulge less than a foot from his face...
Nikki clicked his tongue and snapped his fingers in front of the husky's nose, drawing his attention farther north, "Eyes up top, kiddo!  What's underneath there isn't for you.”  He smirked, though, tilting his head as he appraised the boy, "At least not for another...what?  Four years?”
Elliot shook his head absently, "...three and a half.”
"Hey!” Hunter cut in, "Try not to sound so eager!”
And Nikki, as always, just giggled at the trouble he'd managed to cause, before moving right along with his actual job: "So, what can I get for you boys?”
One by one, the group ordered.  Elliot went first: modest and cheap, clearly uncomfortable with taking advantage of his hosts' hospitality.  And then Jeff followed: his favorite, the same thing he got every time, and a good deal more expensive than the husky's.  Scott and James, though, outdid them both: two of the most expensive items on the menu, alongside two appetizers to share with the boys.  Jeff did smile, though, when only James ordered alcohol.  And finally, came Hunter: stammering, rushed, and confused, as he hadn't bothered looking at the menu before Nikki's arrival...
Once the tiger finally settled on something, though -- something so large, that Nikki, James, and Scott all doubted he could finish it -- the colorful fox turned and was on his way, leaving the party to themselves.
And immediately, the group was assaulted by the sound of Hunter's fingers drumming the table in excitement, "Okay!  I can't stand it anymore.  I have way too many questions!”
"Questions?” James asked with a friendly smile...
...as Scott leaned in on his elbow, "About what?”
"The two of you!  What else?” Hunter mocked them with an exaggerated shrug.  "I mean, I always wondered if I had any gay teachers -- hell, I wondered about the two of you SPECIFICALLY -- but I always just assumed that I was being...hopelessly optimistic.”
Scott recoiled and sat up straight, again, "And why are you so sure we're gay?”
"Seriously?” the tiger scoffed.  "You called this a double date, and then brought us HERE!”
"So?  We could be bisexual.”
"But you're not.”
"No, we're not,” Scott admitted through narrowed eyes.  "I just didn't like the presumptuousness.”
And between the two, James just laughed, "Well, what do you wanna' know, Hunter?”
"Well first, like...are you two a couple, or are you just out on a date?”  Hunter tapped the table as he mulled over some of the details, aloud, "You still have different last names, so I doubt there was some overseas marriage that we don't know about...”
"No...” James shook his head, "No overseas marriage, yet.”
Again, Scott recoiled, "Yet?”
But the raccoon ignored him, "We ARE a couple.  But we've only officially been together for like...two weeks.”
"And apparently marriage is already on the table,” his boyfriend muttered.
"Hush!”
"This is just so damned cool!”  Hunter drummed the table again, and continued, "So, what about Jeff?  Obviously he's not related to either of you.  So, where does he fit in?  Is he like your adopted son or something?”
"Yes, actually,” Scott nodded.
And at that, Elliot's curiosity finally got the better of his mood, and the otherwise silent husky joined in, "How?”
"Hmmm?” the elder fox turned to face him, eyebrows raised.
"I didn't think gay adoption was legal in this state,” Elliot explained.
"It's not.  But single parent adoption is.”
"Yeah,” James concurred.  "Jeffery was around before me.  He's all Scott's.”  And with a smile, he patted the little nearly-black cat on the shoulder, "Best case scenario, maybe I can hope to be the step-dad some day.”
And Scott threw up his paws, "There goes that marriage talk, again!”
Outwardly, Jeffery laughed at his would-be-fathers' banter, and smiled warmly at the raccoon's paw on his shoulder.  Inside, though, he was silently contradicting their every word.  He was no one's adopted son; he was, in fact, their live-in pet.  There'd been no adoption -- single-parent, gay, or otherwise -- and if James wanted so badly to be the boy's step father, he was already as much that, as Scott was his ADOPTIVE father.
Not that he minded the lies.  Not that he objected to the fantasy of this new family.  It was, at this point, in fact, everything that he wanted.  But still...it was amusing to hear the lies they had to tell, to hide the quite-illegal truth.
"But why haven't we ever seen him around school?” Hunter continued his questioning.  "Isn't he about Elliot's age?”
And this time, it was Jeff who answered, eager to join in on the lie...and on constructing his fantasy life: "I uhm...well, that's because I go to a private school, a town over.”
And on cue, Scott twitched and smiled just a hair too wide to be natural.  Somehow, he didn't approve of this part of the lie.  Whether it was a dangerous lie, a difficult one to uphold, or simply one which caught the fox off guard, Jeffery couldn't be sure...but he was disgruntled, either way.
"Private school?” Hunter repeated in surprise.  "You can afford that?  On a teacher's salary?”
Scott's slightly-exaggerated-smile remained, as he slowly replied, "No, actually, I can't.  It's, uhm...it's family money.”
Luckily for the fox, Hunter immediately changed the subject.  "Look: I'm sorry about all the questions.  I'm just...” he took a breath as he considered how to explain, "I barely even know any other gay TEENAGERS!  It's just me, Elliot, and this other friend we have, named Mic.  And I'm not even sure if Mic counts.  But now I'm finding out that two of my TECHERS are gay!  And I just-”
"Don't worry,” Scott cut the boy's rambling short, "We know the feeling.  We were both gay teenagers once, too.”
And James nodded in agreement, "So if there's anything you wanna' know...we're an open book.”
At that Hunter's eyebrows arched, as he bore his teeth through a wicked smile, "...anything?”
"Anything,” James, though, met him, smile for smile.
And Jeffery, this time, couldn't restrain at least a small chuckle, remembering the raccoon's student-centered-fantasies, and confirming for himself, yet again, that his newest master's friendliness always had ulterior motives.
"Okay.”  With a mischievous waggling of his brows, the tiger accepted his teacher's challenge: "You ever done anything at the school?  Classrooms?  Restrooms?  Teacher's lounge?”  And Jeffery had to admit that he wondered the same.
"No...” James eyed the fox to his side, "...but it's not for a lack of trying.”
"You really should, y'know,” Hunter suggested.  "I mean: we have!”
"Hunter!” Elliot reflexively yelped.
"What?  We have,” the tiger argued, "and they just caught us doing it in a car.  I doubt they're surprised.”  And with that, he turned back to the raccoon, pointing for emphasis as he added: "Locker room showers are particularly fun, by the way.”
"Oh?” James perked up at the idea.  "I'll try to keep that in mind!”
Scott, though, just laughed it off dismissively, "Don't get your hopes up, 'coon.”
"And why are you so sure I'd be doing it with you?  Hell, I bet I could rope Coach Martin in without much of a fight.”
"Coach Martin?” Hunter leaned in at the sound of the name.  "Is he...?”
And James looked genuinely surprised at the question, "What?  You haven't noticed how his eyes roam?  And besides...why else would somebody take a job where they get to watch a bunch of boys undress and shower every day?”
"Interesting...”
Jeffery considered cutting in, there: to ask if this Coach Martin was particularly attractive; to ask if Hunter had ever noticed him lingering around the showers a bit too long; and to ask if he seemed especially close to any ONE student or athlete, in particular...
But first, the young cat scanned their booth, curious as to what Scott and Elliot thought of the subject at hand, and too shy to show much interest if they weren't, as well.  Scott, of course, was interested, and even amused by both James's antics and Hunter's curiosity, but he did his best to hide it all behind a smug show of indifference toward such childish behavior.
Elliot, on the other hand, seemed nearly to have not heard the conversation at all.  Just as before, he remained detached and thoroughly disengaged with everything going on around him.  Again, his frown had crept back onto his face, and his eyes lingered thoughtfully, lost in the patters on the table-top before him...
And Jeff just couldn't take it anymore.  His questions for Hunter and James -- whatever they had been -- could wait.  There was something wrong with Elliot...and if no one else would step in to help him, then it was up to Jeffery!
Before he could say a word to the dog, though, Nikki reappeared at their table to hand out their drinks...only to rush off, again, just as quickly, to attend to his work this busy Friday night.  All around the booth, the furs sipped their first sips -- James in particular, letting out a long, contented sigh after his -- but Elliot, again, was the exception, simply stirring his drink with his straw, in silence.
And so, as behind him, James and Hunter began, again -- "No, seriously.  Is this just a hunch about Coach Martin, or do you have some...inside information?” -- Jeffery leaned in toward the husky, his voice gentle and hushed...
"Hey...Elliot?”
At once, the dog's head snapped up, "Yeah?” and he put on the smallest of smiles: an obvious attempt to appear happier than he really was.
"I uhm...I know you don't really know me or anything, but...” Jeff began hesitantly, not really accustomed to being in this position, "but if you wanna' talk about whatever's bothering you, I'd be happy to listen.  You...you kinda' look like you might need a friend.”
"What?  No,” Elliot shook his head, as if the very idea were ridiculous.  "Like I told Mr. Callaway: I'm fine.”
"Then why aren't you smiling?”
"I am!” he chirped, plastering, for proof, an even larger smile on his muzzle.
"Yeah...” the cat timidly corrected him: "but only when you know we're looking...”
"Look, Jeff...it's really nothing.”  Elliot looked away, again absently stirring his drink, but this time, actually taking a sip.  "Like I said before: this is all just a little weird to me.  I'm not so good around new people, I've never been to a place like this before, and...add to that what happened outside in the parking lot...”
"Right...and that's a good reason to be nervous and uncomfortable.  I would be too,” Jeffery agreed.  "But that's not what this is.  I know that look on your face.  A, uhm...a lot of bad stuff happened to me recently, and I...well, I had that same look.  Often,” he glanced around and leaned in closer, to whisper as if sharing a secret, "...and especially when I thought no one was looking.  You're not nervous, Elliot.  You're sad, and...and you're alone.”
The husky forced a dismissive laugh, "I'm not alone.  There are five of us here!”
"That's not what I mean.  I mean-”
"I know...I know what you mean,” he conceded with a more serious sigh: his first show of honesty.  "But you're still wrong, either way.  I have Hunter, and I have my dad...and, for that matter, me and my dad JUST moved in with my uncle and this rabbit like, earlier today...”
"Then no: you don't know what I mean,” Jeff shook his head in confidence.  "It doesn't matter how many people are around you: the three of us...your boyfriend...your family...” he listed them off on his fingers.  "If you're not talking to anyone, then you're still alone.”
"Well, you're a little sure of yourself!” Elliot snapped, apparently offended by the cat's assumptions.  "You just met me, Jeff.  You don't know whether I'm talking to them about it or not.”
The cat, though, only paid mind to a single word: "It?”
And at that, Elliot's brow pinched and his eyes narrowed: his previous look of offense given way to one of actual anger.  As he opened his mouth to speak, though -- certainly to tell the other boy to back off and leave him alone -- Jeffery stopped him:
"I'm sorry!  Sorry.  I didn't mean to...to offend you or...or to upset...” the cat stammered and withdrew, never having intended to upset the dog.  In the hopes of minimizing the damage, though, he did his best to offer an explanation: "I just...you were sitting here being quiet, you know?  And I felt bad.  I know...I know that when I was dealing with my stuff, that I wasn't talking to Scott about it, either, and...and, well, I should have been.  It would have made everything a lot better, a lot quicker but I just...” he stopped, realizing he was getting off track.  "And I dunno, I was just worried you might be doing the same thing, and-”
All at once, though, his rambling was interrupted -- mercifully -- by a chorus of laughter from the other end of the table.  To this point, Jeffery and Elliot had been too preocupied with their own conversation to pay any mind to James and Hunter's...but the roar of laughter proved to be a bit more inescapable.
Jeff at least used the distraction, though, to get himself back on track: "Look.  I'm sorry.  I didn't mean to be so pushy.  I just thought you might need a friend.  And I don't really have any friends of my own, either, so...so, I just thought that...” he shook his head, "Look: I'm sorry.  Forget it.”
"No,” the husky slumped, letting out a long, shameful sigh.  "No: I'M sorry.  You didn't do anything bad, Jeff.  There's nothing wrong with reaching out.  I'm just...I'm a little touchy, right now,” he admitted.  He changed the subject, immediately, though, instead of giving the other boy a chance to dwell on his honesty: "But, uhm...what do you mean you don't have any friends?”
Jeffery wouldn't be distracted so easily, however...and he met the dog's friendly turn with a hopeful smile.  "Answer for an answer?”
"Hmm?”
"You, uhm...” he smirked as he chose a most appropriate metaphor: "You show me yours, and I'll show you mine?”
And to that, Elliot managed a genuine -- albeit small -- smile.  "That's almost how Hunter and I got started.”
"I'll be in good company, then,” the cat smiled back.
In the silence that followed -- or what would have been silence both in a quieter locale, and without James and Hunter's conversation a foot away -- Elliot's smile, once again, faded.  Instead of stirring his drink, he only tilted the straw back and forth, now, watching it tap the sides of his glass as he mustered the courage to speak.  "My, uhm...” he began hesitantly at first, but after a moment, drew in a breath and just said his peace, as matter-of-factly as possible: "My parents are getting a divorce.  And it's my fault.”
Without thinking, Jeffery met the husky's honesty in the worst possible way: a raised eyebrow and a scoff.  "Seriously?”
"Wow,” the dog's brow furrowed and he sunk away.  "Way to make me regret opening up.”
But Jeff was quick to explain himself, "No!  No.  Sorry.  I just meant that...” he held up his paws in submission as he went on, "I'm sorry you're going through that, but...your fault?  That sounds a little after school special'y, doesn't it?  I mean, doesn't everyone think it's their fault when their parents get a divorce?”
Apparently the explanation was adequate, and Elliot relaxed, nodding to the question, "If you believe the kids on TV, yeah.”  He followed it up, though, with a shrug, "But they're usually not right.”
"And you are?” the cat asked.
"The thing is...” Elliot was clearly struggling to tell his story -- to be honest with the strange new cat -- and it was only becoming more and more difficult with every new detail.  With some stammering, though, he soldiered on: "I don't know whether it's religious or...or just how she was raised?  Maybe it's both.  But my mom, she really hates gay people.  Like...like all the worst stuff you hear said about us on TV?  She believes all of it.  And last week...” he took a deep breath as he came upon his 'punch line,' as it were, "last week she found out about me and Hunter...”
Jeff's muzzle opened to speak, but he said nothing.  He wanted to say something -- he wanted to have something to say -- but he didn't know what.  He had an inkling or two as to where the dog's story might go from there, but the subject was one he had no experience with.  He'd only been gay -- or as gay as he was -- for a few weeks, and in that short time, he'd only had any actual contact with three furs.  Not that he hadn't had his share of troubles, of course...but homophobia was definitely not one of them.
"She, uhm...” as the husky continued, his lip began to quiver, and the first hints of tears gathered in the corners of his eyes, "She called me things.  She said things to me that...that...Jeffery, they would have hurt coming out of a stranger's mouth!  But...but she's my mom!  She compared it to...to drug addiction, and murder...”  He had to stop to take another deep, shaking breath, his tears now wetting the fur under his eyes.  But still, he went on, "She talked about gays like we were...were psychopaths and rapists!  I heard...when she didn't know I was listening, I even heard her recommending chemical castration!”
"For you!?” Jeffery interjected in alarm.
"No,” Elliot waved his paws, sniffling as he clarified: "Not...not me in particular, just like all of us in general.”  He paused again to compose himself and get back to the point at paw: "But I just...I never knew she could be so...” he clenched his jaw to steady himself.  "They warned me...but I always thought when she found out...she'd...” and finally, with clasped paws and a final trickle of tears, he stopped...unable to go on.
Instinctively, the cat shifted closer and extended a bold, comforting paw, lightly gripping the husky's shoulder.  Although the circumstances were admittedly very different, he couldn't help but be reminded of his own mother's drunken rants...and of the thoughts that accompanied them.  How could she say something like this to her own son?  Isn't she supposed to love me?  If SHE can't -- my own mother -- then how could anyone?
And Elliot didn't need to say a word.  Jeff knew that every single thought had crossed his mind as well...
However, there was still one thing he didn't know.  And, though his comforting paw never moved, his curiosity outweighed his impulse to nurture, "But...but divorce?  What happened?  Did your father stand up to her?”
"More than that,” Elliot answered with an odd laugh: dark but proud.  "He already knew!”  The dog looked, for a moment, to Hunter -- still engrossed in his own conversation -- and then back at Jeffery.  "My dad was helping me hide it from her, and he even helped me and Hunter have some...alone time.  And when she found out about THAT...”
"So, wait...” Jeff held up a paw to stop the other boy, so he could repeat and verify what he'd just heard.  "You're telling me that your dad found out you were gay...and he wasn't just okay with it, but he protected you from your mom?  And then when she found out about it and blew up...he LEFT her for it?”
Elliot smiled wryly, "Round about?”
The cat laughed aloud, "You realize that you have like, the most amazing father ever, right?”
And behind him, on cue, Scott coughed audibly...
...causing Jeffery to rephrase himself slightly, "The SECOND most amazing father ever.”
"Yeah...” Elliot agreed, only to look right back down at the table, "And then I thanked him for it, by ruining his marriage.”
"Oh, Elliot, come on!  You know that's not true,” Jeff argued, "Your mom ruined their marriage, not you.  And -- just from what little you've told me about them -- I doubt they were very happy together, anyway.”
"But at least they were making it work, until I...”
"Until you gave your dad a reason to get the hell out of there!” the cat interrupted him fervently.  He might not have understood homophobia, but he very much understood the need to escape.  "Trust me.  If anything, you did him a favor.”
"I'm sorry, Jeff...” Elliot rolled his eyes, "I just can't look at my parent's divorce as a good thing.”
And this was yet one more emotion Jeffery just couldn't relate to.  He had lost sleep DREAMING of his own parents getting divorced...and of his father going away.  But Elliot's situation, of course, was different.  "Okay, sure.  Maybe not.  But you that doesn't mean you should blame yourself, either!”
The husky nodded sadly, quietly agreeing with at least that much, "I just...I just miss how things used to be, y'know?  I miss my old life.”  And with another breath, he distilled it all down to its simplest point: "I miss my mom.”
And that, more than anything, was something Jeff could relate to, "Yeah.  Me too.”
"Hmm?” Elliot looked back up, finally.
"Well, I, uhm...” the cat DID promise to share, after all.  So what better time than now?  "I didn't just end up on the street by accident, you know.”
"On the street?”
Immediately, Jeffery could almost feel Scott's eyes turning upon him.  He already knew the fox was listening in, and he certainly wouldn't approve of his kitten undermining their lie.  So, as best he could manage, he tried to fix his mistake.  "Or you know: the system.  I should have said 'in the system.'”
"Right,” The husky nodded, much to the cat's relief.
And, so, he continued, now, with his own tale.  "See: my dad...my real dad that is...” he paused as well, only just now realizing how few people he'd actually told, "...he was a drunk.  He was violent, and abusive...” he stammered to correct himself: "N-not like, sexually, or anything: just physically.”  And immediately, he took issue with his own choice of words.  Just?
"Just?”
"You know what I meant,” he waved off the dog's near-clairvoyant question, and then continued along.  "The point is: it was...it was a really scary place to live.  I never knew what would set him off, I never saw it coming...and it even got to the point that school was like my...my shelter.  I looked forward to class just because it was the only place I felt safe.”
It had only been a few months since he'd left -- and only a fraction of that time was spent with Scott -- but he already felt so far from his old life, and so secure in the new...that he was actually surprised how much the telling still stung.
He looked down as he continued, "But the worst part was that...my mother didn't protect me from him.  She just...kinda' let it happen.”  He drew in his own soothing breath, though he remained far calmer than Elliot had been.  "She would let him beat her -- and beat me -- and then she'd just drink herself to sleep.  And then later, she would forgive him.  She'd forget it, keep him around, and let it happen all over again!” he felt his paw clench involuntarily, not realizing until it did, just how angry he still really was.  "But even with all of that, I still remember how much different she was when I was little...back when she still cared about me, still took care of me, and I was still...her baby.”  On the sound of the word, he looked back to Elliot, and when their eyes met, he saw a look of nostalgia in the dog's eyes: a look that told the cat he felt exactly the same.  "But, that's all over, now...”
"Yeah,” Elliot nodded, "I know what you mean.”
"And then, even now that I'm gone, when we talk on the phone...she yells at me, and blames me for him being angrier and more violent.  Like me leaving made him worse!”  Jeff shook his head, as much in disgust with her as with himself, because, "Still, though...no matter what...I still wish I could go back.”
"You wish she'd be like she was when you were little, again,” the husky added for them both...
...and the cat concluded, "I wish she still loved me.”
"But...but hey!”  Elliot tried, again, to put on a brave, happy face, "You've got Mr. Hammond, now!  I'm not sure what you think about having a gay dad, but...but at least you have a parent who cares about you, right?”
Jeffery caught the subtext.
He heard the secret question hidden behind what the dog had said.  He knew, albeit subtly, that Elliot was asking: 'Are you gay?'  And he also understood that the husky was trying to make him feel better.  But the cat was too preoccupied with making his point to either answer the question...or to accept the comfort.  "Well, so do you.  You have your dad...your REAL dad!”
And, following suit, instead of accepting Jeff's attempt at comfort, Elliot got defensive: "Yeah, but I've just got the one.  Whether they're your real dads or not, you have two!  Or, at least...I get the feeling that James counts...”
"He does.  He does,” the cat confirmed before turning defensive as well, "but, I still lost BOTH of my real parents!  You still at least have ONE of yours...”
"And you have two parents who CHOSE you!  Isn't that better?”
Suddenly, though this time with a deep groan, Scott interrupted them again.  "Are you two really competing to see who has it worse?”
Jeffery shrunk and looked to Elliot with a humiliated grin, "...are we?”
And the husky nodded with an embarrassed smile of his own, "A little.”
"Well, why don't you just call it a draw?” Scott proposed...
...but Elliot only quipped back: "But, where's the fun in that?”
For a moment, Jeff almost beamed.  A joke!  Elliot was joking!  Had he really already managed to cheer him up?  Even just a little?
But, unfortunately, he wasn't afforded long to dwell on his success.  First, he had to deal with Scott.  Only just now did he realize that the poor fox had been sitting there, hearing his son, his pet, and his former boyfriend talk about their life together as if it were some giant disappointment...and as if he would have much preferred Elliot's.
"Actually...” he turned from Elliot to look up at Scott, "I think I may have been hurting his feelings.”  And without an ounce of outward shame -- despite the internal concern over just how it might look to Elliot -- he leaned up and placed a single kiss on the elder fox's cheek, "Sorry, Dad.”
Dad.  It was new.  It wasn't the first time he'd called him that, but it was one of the very few, and it was definitely the first time in range of so many ears.  And Scott smiled as widely as the kitten could ever remember.  He liked it.  Jeffery could see it painted across his face.  He was as just as surprised by it as his 'son' was, but he really did like it.
He liked the idea of being a father...Jeffery's father.
They both had plenty of time to deal with that, later, though.  Right now, Jeff had a husky to tend to, and he turned back to him with a continued grin, "Anyway, look: I wasn't trying to say my life was worse than yours.  I was actually, uhm...I was kind of saying the opposite.”
Elliot raised an eyebrow at that, "That yours is better?”
"Well, no.  I guess I wasn't saying that either,” the cat scratched idly at his ear.  "I was just trying to point out that...that even though so many things have been so bad, I DO still have things to be happy about.  I'm happier with Scott than I ever would have been with my real parents.  I have him and James, now, I'm taken care of, and I never EVER have to be afraid to go home, anymore.”  He glanced at Scott again, the fox still smiling, and then back to Elliot, "What I'm saying is...it's better to look at what we got, than what we lost.”
"Like two adopted parents who choose to have you in their lives because they love you?  Who gave you a chance at a happy life...” Elliot cracked a playful smirk, "...and who care enough to put you through private school!”
And Jeffery turned that right back on the husky: "Or a father who loves you so much he put you before his own marriage?  Who turned his whole life upside down to protect you and take care of you?”
He wasn't sure whether or not he should go on.  He could explain that that was exactly the opposite of his mother, who had stayed with his father no matter the consequences to her son.  But before he even began, he realized that such talk would only come across like more of their earlier competitiveness than anything else.  And besides, it wasn't needed.  Already, Elliot had a genuinely cheerful smile across his muzzle.
Jeffery had done his job.
And in the silence left in the space where their conversation had been, James and Hunter's bled through...
"Your grandmother, huh?”  James asked the tiger, and Jeffery turned to watch them and listen in, "See: for me it was an aunt...but I know how that shit can be, either way.”
"So, your parents bailed, too?” Hunter asked.
"No,” the raccoon shook his head, "They, uhm...they had an accident.”
"Oh.  I-I'm sorry,” Hunter shrunk away, clearly afraid that he'd said something wrong...
...but James was quick to wave a paw, "No-no, don't be.  You didn't know, and it's ancient history, now, anyway.  The point is just that: I know what it's like to not have much family around.  I've got a brother and some nephews, but that's about it.  So I get that it can be kinda' hard.”
"Oh.  No.  It's cool.  I do okay,” the tiger smiled and shrugged.  "My grandmother takes really good care of me.”
"Yeah...” James shot him a knowing glance, "It's still not the same, though.”
"...no.  Not quite.”
Jeffery turned away from them and looked back at Elliot, just in time to see the husky doing the same.  Apparently, they were BOTH listening in.
"See?” Jeff motioned in James & Hunter's direction.  "Everybody needs someone to talk to, sometimes.  Even adults and big scary tigers!”
And Elliot just chuckled, "So I see.”
"Just don't try to deal with everything, by yourself, Elliot.  You don't have to be alone.”  The cat started listing off those the dog had to turn to, "You've got your dad and Hunter...”
"...and my uncle, and Aaron, and Stan....” Elliot continued the list.  "And judging by tonight, Mr. Hammond & Mr. Callaway, too.”
And, timidly, Jeffery added one more name: "...and me?”
"And you,” the husky nodded with a smile.
"So we're...we're friends, then?” immediately, Jeff realized how childish the question sounded, but it was too late to take it back.
Elliot, though, didn't seem to notice at all, and simply reached out, mimicking his new friend's earlier affectionate paw, "We are.”  And then he leaned back with a curious hum, "But you know...you never did tell me why you don't already HAVE any friends.”
"Well, I just don't ever really see anyone, you know?” the cat answered without thinking.  "It's hard to have friends if I don't ever have the chance to meet any.”
"Wait...what?  What about when you're at school?”
And Jeffery froze up.  He'd forgotten his lie.  He'd been so caught up in everything else, that he'd answered truthfully!  He needed to fix it.  But what would he say?  What SHOULD he say?  How could he lie himself back out of this?
"I think he meant before that,” Scott cut in once more, rushing to the rescue as always.  "Back when he was in the system, he never had an opportunity to really get to know anyone.  You know: because everybody came and went so fast?”  He pointed over his shoulder, at nothing in particular, "And then the last family he had, before me, was really...weird.  Super religious, homeschooler types. And, sure:” he put a paw on his 'son's' shoulder, "he's finally got the chance to make friends now, but I haven't had him enrolled in this school long enough for him to really do so!”
"Yeah,” Jeff nodded like mad.  "That's what I meant.  Sorry.”
And Elliot sat up straighter in pride, "Well we may not go to the same school, but at least you have me and Hunter, now!”  Apparently he bought the lie...or just didn't care enough to parse it.  "And trust me...Hunter is a great friend to have!”
Jeffery opened his mouth, his response already planned.  He would start with a very sexually charged 'I'll bet he is!'  And then segway from that into heavy innuendo and hints, to confirm Elliot's suspicions that yes, he was indeed bisexual...or at least bait him enough that he would finally just flat out ask.
But before the first syllable left his muzzle, a tray clicked loudly against the floor beside them, and the cheery, high pitched voice of their colorful, vulpine waiter assaulted their ears once more...
"Okay boys!  Remind me who had what...”
~
Some while later, their bellies full and their night drawing to a close, Hunter, James, and Scott stood alongside the fox's car, as the raccoon patted the younger tiger, their student, on the back...
"And if you ever need somebody to talk to, please look me up.  I know how lonely it can feel sometimes, to be the only kid without parents.”  James shrugged and wavered a paw, "...even with your grandmother and Stan there for you.”
"Thanks a lot Mr. Callaway.  I doubt I'll need it...but thank you.”  Hunter smiled, and turned toward Scott as James stepped away, "And you, too, Mr. Hammond!  Tonight ended up being a lot more fun than I thought it was gonna' be.”  He pointed in the direction of the distant café, "The Bacchanalian is awesome!”
"You're very welcome Hunter,” Scott nodded with a smile of his own.
"But you know,” James added, "After tonight, I'm pretty sure you can start calling us Scott and James.”
The fox to his side, though, let out a huff, "Not at school, he can't!”
"Yeah,” Hunter smirked, "I hear there are lots of things you don't do at school, Scott.”  He paused as James stifled a laugh, and then he offered his teachers a final friendly nod and a wave, "Anyway, Elliot and I probably need to get back home.  Thanks again, though.”
"Any time, Hunter!” James waved back as Hunter turned and strolled away...
...and near-immediately, after the tiger was only barely out of earshot, Scott spoke up again, obviously mocking James, but in a high pitched, cooing voice not at all like the raccoon's: "Any time!  Look me up whenever you want.  You can call me James.  I'm sorry your father left, but if you ask nicely, I could be your daddy...”
"Hey!  I only said most of that,” James snapped back, but just as quickly flashed a taunting smirk, "Is somebody a little jealous?”
"Of course not!  Why would I be jealous of you -- of all people -- fawning after a student?”  The fox's sarcasm was thick.  "Especially not after all the fantasies you've told me about...”
"Please.  You're not jealous because I was paying too much attention to him.”  James turned and poked his boyfriend in the chest, "You're jealous because HE wasn't paying ENOUGH attention to YOU!”
"Like you know so much.”
"Mm-hmm...” the raccoon rolled his eyes.  "The point is: you already have a kitten.  It's my turn, now.”
And Scott was aghast!  Or rather, his face twisted into a cartoonish caricature of such, "But I share mine!”
"And you think I wouldn't?”
"...you'd better.”
Meanwhile, as Hunter drew upon them, Elliot and Jeffery stood alone, speaking alongside the tiger's car...
"We REALLY need to hang out, again, sometime!” Jeff chirped, tightly holding on to BOTH of Elliot's paws and nearly bouncing with excitement.  "It's been way too long since I've had a friend.”
"Sure thing, Jeff!” the husky laughed, finding the other boy's excitement entertaining...and admittedly cute.  "I only have a few friends, myself, and you're welcome to be one of them,” he paused to amend himself: "Just watch out for Mic, though.  I can never tell what he's up to.”
"I'll keep that in mind!” Jeffery nodded.  "Get a hold of me whenever you want to, okay?  I'm sure that James already gave Hunter ALL of our numbers!”  And with that, he dived forward, arms quickly encircling the dog in a tight, swaying hug...a hug which went on just a little longer than it should have, accompanied all the while by conspicuously heavy breaths.
Finally, though, the cat let go of his new friend and ran off, just in time to pass by and wave at Hunter...
...who had just barely stopped by Elliot, himself, before he asked: "Was it my imagination, or was Jeffery hitting on you, just now?”
"I...” Elliot just blinked, "I think he sniffed me.”
And moments later, back by Scott's car, the kitten was bouncing again...
"Please, please, please??” he begged.  "I know we've gotta' be careful and everything, because of all the stuff we have to hide...but it couldn't hurt to let them visit us just a little bit, right?”   And he stopped to assure his 'father': "I promise I'll wear clothes!”
James, of course, looked very pleased with the idea of two gay students hanging around, but Scott simply narrowed his eyes accusingly at their kitten, "You know, I think you just have a thing for knots.”
"Well...well, yeah!” the boy admitted and explained: "Thanks to YOU!  Plus...didn't you SEE it?” he added with a wide, sweeping gesture of his paws: an exaggerated pantomime of Elliot's...size.
And Scott just sighed, "You're no better than James.”




~




There we go! Sibirskaia continues!

*
This particular chapter (and the rest of Sibirskaia) was written entirely by yours truly: Oloroso Rhone!
But it was based on characters and story lines I created jointly with my friend Phil Anthro Pist

If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account on here at
http://phil-anthro-pist.sofurry.com/
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Welcome back Scott, Jeffery, and James!
The cast of A Warm Bed has now made their Sibirskaia debut!  And it looks like they're making friends already.  James & Hunter...Elliot & Jeff...and good on Jeff for helping to put a smile back on Elliot's face.  He needed it.
And now the landscape is set for Sibirskaia!  Elliot and Kris are moved in with Will & Aaron.  Stan's sexuality is being challeneged.  The divorce looms on the horizon.  And Scott, James, and Jeff have become a part of the lives of the Masters' clan!
But what comes next?  What hurdles will they face in the divorce?  How long can the Hammond/Callaway clan hide the truth about Jeffery from their new friends?  What will become of William and Aaron's respective writing careers? 
...and most importantly...will Hunter and Elliot get home in time to interrupt their dads' & uncles' foursome?
SIDE NOTE: Yeah, I know this chapter was CRAZY long in comparison to most of my stuff.  But don't worry, I'll probably overcompensate for that by making Chapter 3 really short XD
Anyway, thanks for reading!
I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at theottercoon[at]gmail.com
See you around for the next 28 chapters of Sibirskaia!

 
  Sibirskaia: An Unusual Family Part 3

  An Unusual Family
Unbearably Close


(October 13th)
It was nine in the morning when the door bell rang.
Later, much later, William and Aaron would describe that ringing bell with their finest hyperbolic flair: the words of consummate writers.  It rang out like a gunshot -- the first shot to be fired in the coming war -- a jarring, piercing toll that shook them to their core and set their fur on end.  
But such would be the words of those with the benefit of hindsight.  Such would be the words of the veterans of that "war.”  Whereas on this day, just like any other, it was only the digital chiming of a bell.  And not a soul in that small, cramped apartment had even the slightest clue of what it would come to herald...
And four pairs of ears, this lazy Sunday, perked at the sound.  Aaron was still nestled in bed, and tugged his lover's recently free pillow over his head.  His long, sensitive ears thanked him.  Elliot was yawning, leaning into the open door of the fridge, and gave no sign of movement.  Answering the bell was certainly someone else's job.  And William was busy slipping himself into pajamas, having only just turned around in the hallway, after second guessing his choice to parade about in his underwear in front of his nephew.  Not that Elliot would mind, of course...but his father might.
Kristoff, meanwhile, was halted mid-way though digging into a box.  He cast his eyes up.  He was alone in his new living room...his new bedroom...his new home.  And there wasn't a single movement, a single sound, to indicate that this was soon to change.  And the door was left to him.
So he turned and left the box, crossing the short distance to the front door.  But, nearly the instant his eye lent upon the peephole, he drew back again.  He was silent: rolling his feet to avoid any formerly unnoticed creaking in the floorboards; keeping his palms upon the door, for fear of letting it settle even a hair's width; and even holding his breath, lest the ears on the other side should side hear.
Robyn.
Robyn had come ringing this Sunday morning: the last face he'd hoped to see through that magnified hole, and the last visitor any of this apartment's occupants wished to welcome.  He could be quiet.  He wouldn't move, he wouldn't let the door move, and she would give up and she would leave.  He wouldn't have to speak to her, Elliot wouldn't have to see her, and their Sunday could go on as he'd pictured it...in a word: uneventful.
But the bell rang again, and with it, the apartment stirred.
Somewhere, far away, came a groan from beneath a pillow.  In the kitchen, the fridge closed, and a small voice muttered something about no one getting the door.  And paw pads carried, heavily, a now-more-fully-clothed husky into the living room.
Every thump of those heavy paws on the hollow floor sent a shiver through Kris's spine, and when the voice followed it, the sound mad made him wince and whine...
"Kris?”  William called from only feet away, "Why aren't you answering the door?”
The other husky, though, only turned an eye on him, cold and distant, but didn't say a word.
"No.”  Will shrunk back, "She's...?”
"It's mom?” Elliot's voice inquired, as he stood now, aside and behind his uncle.  And he repeated without waiting for an answer: "It's mom.”
Kristoff opened his muzzle, still afraid to speak, but hoping to at least whisper or mouth something.  Something to confirm their assumptions, something to warn them that they should keep quiet...
"Kris!” but a muffled voice, through the door, stopped him.  "I can hear you moving around in there.  And I can hear that brother of yours talking, too.  So, answer the door before I call the police!”
"The police?” Kris parroted back with a short, mocking laugh, his efforts to trick her away already hopeless.  "I don't think they'll care that I'm ignoring you.  Not a crime, honey.”  Honey.  He hadn't said it with a hint of sarcasm.  It just...came out.  Damn.  Old habits.  "But they just MIGHT care about you showing up, uninvited, to cause a scene.”
"They might also care that you're keeping my son from me!” she replied, all too cheerfully.  "It's one thing to leave with him...honey,” in HER voice, though, the sarcasm was thick, "but it's another thing entirely to deny me access.”
And, of course, she was right.  Kristoff turned back to his brother and his son with a sigh.  Elliot seemed scared and sick: shoulders hunched, balance uneasy, and skin pale in those few furless and exposed places.  William, though, looked nothing short of irate...
Kristoff answered without looking back to the door, "Fine,” before turning, pressing himself to the frame, and cracking that door just enough to stick his muzzle through.  "What do you want?”
And, without a word, she pushed herself forward immediately, struggling force the door open farther and step inside...
...but Kristoff was larger, and he held firm, "What the hell do you think you're doing?”
"I'm trying to see my son!” she barked, as preachy and self righteous as a bark could be.
"You're not getting into this apartment, Robyn.  This is Billy's home.  And you're not welcome.”
"I don't care whose home it is!  You're holding my son inside!  And I want to see him, now!”
"We're not holding-” Kris's voice rose as he felt himself being pulled into yet another argument with his wife.  She was goading him.  She was always goading him.  He stopped himself, though.  Play along, he told himself again and again: just play along.  Let her do whatever it is she came to do, and the quicker she's done, the quicker she'll be gone.  "Elliot?” he called back into the apartment, but his eyes never left his wife, "Come over to the door, kiddo.”
"No.”
There was no hesitation, no wavering of the voice.  It was solid and sure.  But there was also no anger or fear.  It simply was what it was: a no.  And at the sound of it, both Robyn's grimace and Kris's smile grew...
"You heard him,” Kristoff could barely restrain his triumphant smirk, "He said no.  I might not be able to keep him from you...but he can keep HIMSELF from you all he wants.”
His wife could only sneer.
"He doesn't want to see you, Robyn,” he explained happily, so to leave no room for misinterpretation.  "So was there anything else you wanted?”
There was no hiding her emotions.  Robyn was angry, she was embarrassed, and even in some way hurt that Elliot refused to even come near her.  But she tried to hide it, nonetheless, and continued on with a renewed smile, "I came to give you a warning.”
Kris's eyes rolled.  A warning?  No.  She came to threaten him.  "Did you?”
She nodded, "My lawyers are...doing whatever it is they do: filling out paper work, filing...injunctions?”  Clearly, she didn't understand the specifics, and even that word -- injunctions -- was only borrowed from her time spent watching television.  But, to be fair, her husband was no more verse in the matter than she.  "In short: we're beginning the process of taking Elliot away from you.”
Kristoff's jaw clenched.  It wasn't that he hadn't expected it.  She'd already threatened it, and he knew very well it was coming.  But just two days after he'd left?  He was far from ready to face it.  "We've been over this, Robyn.  He's fourteen.  He has a say in where he wants to go,” he argued, putting on a brave face, despite his fears.  "Ten years ago, we could have gone to court and fought for weeks about who was the fittest parent...and then left it to a judge.  But Elliot's not a pup anymore.  This is his decision, now.”
"But what if his decision is against his best interest?” Robyn tilted her head as if musing, though it was clear that she was only repeating a phrase her lawyers had said to her.  "What if he was a drug addict?  And he was choosing to live with you because you allowed it?  Or even supplied him?”
Kris growled, and held himself from lurching forward, "You wouldn't-”
"No,” she cut him off.  "No, it was a metaphor, Kris,” she explained herself as condescendingly as she could manage.  "But, you see...the picture I'm painting here for you, dearest, is that it's not about which one of us is fit, or who has the most money,” on both points, of course, she motioned to herself.  "And it's not even about what he THINKS he wants.  It's about him living in a healthy home.”
"And you think you can prove that this one isn't?”
"My lawyers think so.”  Robyn craned her neck to look into the apartment what little she could, "After all...four men stuffed into a one bedroom apartment?  It must be a little cramped, right?  And a boy his age really needs his own room...his privacy...his space...”
At that, Kristoff seemed genuinely amused, "You're gonna' argue that this is an unhealthy home...because it's too small?”
And she just repeated herself with a smile, "My lawyers will.  And they'll also remind the judge of what a big, empty house I have, all to myself...and of the empty room there, waiting for him.”
Kris took in a breath and shook his head with a smirk, "Y'know, I've gotta' admit: I expected worse from you.”
"Oh, and you should,” Robyn's voice darkened with a wicked smile.  "THIS one was my lawyers' idea.  I have much...much worse.”  And just as quickly, her cheerful coo returned, "But they wanted us to start out small and to build to the bigger finish.  Told me to save my big guns for later, in case this one didn't work.”
Kristoff let her speak, eyelids drooping in frustration as her punch line finally dawned on him.   And once she was through, he pushed her along to it, in the hope of avoid sitting through more of her dramatic build-up, "And I assume this is when you tell me that I can save myself all that pain, hassle, and money...and all I have to do is give up, now.”
"My lawyers are only a phone call away, Kristoff.  I can stop this before it ever starts,” her smiled turned triumphant already.  "You just have to give me my son.”
"Not a chance, Robyn,” Kris was firm, but calm.  "Elliot needs me.  This is where he belongs.”
But something about those words cracked his wife's composure, "This is the LAST place he belongs!  Here with you, and with William and his...rabbit.”  She averted her eyes in visible disgust, "God knows what the two of them do in this apartment.”
And Kristoff absolutely loved watching her self-control break, "If you don't know how it works, I could draw you a picture...”
"You WOULD make jokes!”
"This whole thing is a joke, Robyn!” he shot back more seriously.  "All you do is hurt him and control him, and you expect me to just send him off with you?”  He shook his head in disbelief, "Not for the world, sweetheart!”
"Control him?” Robyn seemed genuinely offended.  "I'm trying to protect him!”
"From what?”
"From you!”
Kris held up an open paw and closed his eyes, calming himself with a series of breaths before things got as out of control as the past week had repeatedly proven they could.  "Look, Robyn.  Elliot is staying here.  With me.  End of story.”
"For now, maybe...” Calmer now, herself, Robyn fell back upon her cheerfully victorious mockery, "but be honest with yourself, Kris.  You don't stand a chance in court.  Not against my lawyers, my family...”
"...and their money.”
"And their money,” she repeated all-too-happily.  "It's only a matter of time, now.  Soon enough, he'll be coming home with me.”
"Toffy...” William's voice broke in, tentative, but resolute.
Only feet away, in the living room, he had not spent these tense minutes watching the door and his brother's back.  Though he listened to every word of Kristoff and Robyn's conversation, his eyes had been on Elliot.  He had watched as the words -- Kris's included -- had hit the boy at times like blows to the stomach.  He had watched the pain on his nephew's face.  And finally, he could no longer restrain himself from speaking up for the boy...from speaking on his behalf when no one else truly was.
"Maybe we should ask Elliot what he wants, instead of talking about him like he's not even here.”
At his brother's insistence, Kris looked back, and his eyes caught his son's.  Those eyes.  They were his mother's eyes -- Robyn's eyes -- and they were Kristoff's as well.  Shining, cold, piercing blue.  Eyes that could say more in a twitch, a shiver, or a blink, than an entire face worth of expression.
And at this moment, they were saying that William was right.  Elliot was no lifeless prize to be fought over.  And it was time his voice was heard...
Kris stepped away from the door and let it go, knowing before Robyn even touched it that she would take that opportunity to push it open wide.  But, to his surprise...when she did, she made no motion to step inside.  Whether it be from respect for William and his home, or from fear of some unseen repercussion, he couldn't say.  But she didn't move.
And Kristoff spoke, now, to his son.  "Billy's right, Elliot.  This should be up to you.  It should be your decision...not your mother's OR mine.”
At that, William knelt before the boy, "You can stay right here with us, if you want to...and we WILL fight for you...”
"...but it won't be easy, kiddo,” his father amended.  "Court dates, lawyers...probably visits with the police and even psychiatrists...”
"Or you could just come home with me!” his mother chirped happily.  "And then you won't have to deal with any of that.  No messy court cases or testimonies...no police showing up and dragging anyone away.”  She leaned forward, paws on her knees with a wide, welcoming smile, "You'll have old your room back, your home...and all of this ugliness will be behind us.”  And slowly, she held out one of those paws, to beckon her son closer, "Elliot, please.  I'm your mother.  I love you.”
But Elliot didn't move, "No you don't.”
"Elliot...”
"No!” he cut her off.  "After everything you've said and done this week?  Really?” he laughed darkly, trembling from conflicted emotion.  "I'm not going anywhere with you!  I wanna' be with my dad.  HE loves me!  You don't.”
"I'm the only one who DOES love you, Elliot!” his mother fired back passionately.  "You think they love you just because they're letting you...” she stammered and stopped, not even capable of saying it aloud.  "That's not love.  They're only supporting this...sickness, because they're sick, too.  That's the way people like this are, Elliot.  They're sad and lonely, and they want you to be like them.  But you don't HAVE to be!”  She held out both paws, now, nearly begging him to come those few feet closer, "I can help you.  I can fix you and set you back on the right path.”
And if he was honest, a part of him wanted, still, to run to those arms.  But the price was just too high.  "Fix me?  You don't wanna' fix me; you wanna' CHANGE me!  You wanna' make me something that I'm not, no matter how much it hurts me...and no matter WHAT I want!”  Elliot pointed at her vehemently, "You!  You're the one who wants me to be like you!  They want me to be happy.  They wanna' let me be myself...”
"Oh Elliot...” gingerly, the female husky stood straight again, shaking her head in disappointment.  "I'm so sorry I let this happen to you.  If I'd known how they were...” and she shuddered, momentarily choked with emotion.
But it was in the space left in her silence that a single thought came to life.  And not just to one...but to them all: to Elliot, to his father, and to William just the same.  At once, in a singular moment of collective clarity, an epiphany occurred to them all.
She believed.  Until now, they had perceived her antics and rants so cartoonish, so outlandish, that they were certain there could be no way that even SHE believed in them.  But they were wrong.  She ached.  She worried.  She loved.  Somewhere, deep inside all of her delusions, her hatred, and her bigotry...she was acting out of love.  She truly believed that her son was in danger: in danger from his father, from his uncle, and even from himself.  And she believed that she was his only hope...
And as they each struggled with their own particular cocktail of pity and fear at this truth, and at just what it might mean...
She continued.  "I would have never let you be exposed to this...let you be manipulated by their...” again Robyn stammered, but soldiered on.  "And now there's...there's just no way to make you understand, is there?  Especially, not so long as they're still here.”  But slowly, a hopeful smile lit upon her muzzle, once more, "But it's okay.  It's not too late.  You just hold on, baby.  I'll get you away from this sickness soon enough, and we'll make everything better.”
Kristoff and William could only stare in bewilderment, their image of her as the intentioned and calculating devil melting away, and the new one taking its place, somehow even less comforting than that.  And Elliot shrunk away, much the same...even more unnerved by her feverish kindness than he had been by her ignorant bigotry.
She, though, barely took notice...and turned both her gaze and her colder tone back upon her now-slack-jawed husband, "You've been warned, Kristoff.  My lawyers will be moving forward.”  And then gave Elliot one last apologetic smile, "I'm sorry, baby.  I'm sorry for what they've done to you...for what I've LET them do...” before she finally turned to leave, "...and for what I'm going to have to do, now, to get you back.”
~
His father and uncle were nude.
They sat silent and smiling, together there on his uncle's couch.  And they made no movement to cover themselves: no movement of any kind, in fact, save for the slow caress of Kristoff's paw up and down William's shaft.  But somehow, in their silent stillness, in their calm and casual attitude despite their nudity and the young eyes upon them...Elliot felt as if they were beckoning him.
And he strode closer.  His underwear, his only clothing, were tented to the point of pain, and he felt himself blush.  His audience's own nudity not withstanding...being seen in his underwear in this state -- especially by his father -- was almost terrifying.  But his stride neither broke nor slowed.
In moments, he was on his knees before his father, brash yet trembling -- and as silent as the huskies on the couch.  And he reached out a paw, fighting past his own disbelief and groping for the elder dog's knot.  But, just as his paw barely grazed that beautiful red flesh...William's paw slapped it away.
He shrunk back, stung both by the slap and by the smiles still plastering their muzzles: smiles that seemed now to be taunting him, as if laughing silently at the treasure he'd been denied.  And then, inches before his face, William leaned down, and Elliot's father's shaft disappeared into his uncle's muzzle.
The boy's own shaft flexed at the sight, and the pain of his tented briefs spiked so sharply that his eyes snapped shut.  And when he opened them again, heavy, hazy, and blinking...
...they opened to the darkness of his bed.
Elliot's father and uncle were not sitting nude on the couch, and his father's cock was not slipping into his uncle's muzzle...at least not tonight.  But Elliot WAS in his uncle's living room, albeit on an air mattress.  And the pain of his begging erection, too, was all too real...pained from being pressed, being grinded, against the inflated plastic beneath him.
This weekend had not been forgiving to the young dog.  Friday alone, he was teased and denied twice: once when his teachers caught him in the parking lot, and again when he came home to see...what it was he saw.  And since then -- he on his air mattress, and Kris on the couch -- he'd been sleeping less than a foot away from his father...a position far from the ideal location for any sort of private release.  And he'd never been fond of doing that sort of thing in a bathroom...
But tonight, as he blinked into consciousness, and as the images of his dream were slowly traded out for images from Friday night -- images far more concrete, yet far less believable -- he could take no more!  And he resolved to finally put an end to his torment.
As slowly and quietly as he could manage -- cursing every pop and squeak of his plastic mattress, as he went -- he rolled to the floor and rose to his feet.  Everyone, his mother included, kept calling this a 'one bedroom apartment,' but that wasn't exactly true.  This was a two bedroom apartment.  The problem was that one of those rooms was an office: a home for William's computer, and now for Kris's as well.
Before tonight, this was a nuisance: an occupied room that could have otherwise been Elliot and Kristoff's bedroom.  But at this moment, it was a godsend.
At the moment, it was an empty, private room with internet access.
And Elliot crept slowly across the living room.  To say he was tired would have been a considerable understatement; he may as well have been sleepwalking.  His eyes were hardly open, his movements were uneasy, every bit of his limited concentration was focused solely upon keeping himself quiet, and not a shred of coherent thought remained...
...thoughts such as those which would have normally told him to look for his father's sleeping form on the couch, or that would have drawn his attention to the dim light seeping from around the barely cracked office door.
But, completely oblivious to every sign that should have told him no...he pushed open the office door...
And he was met with a flash of light: of fur and flesh filling a brightly illuminated screen.  It was only for the shortest of instants before it disappeared, but it was unmistakable nonetheless.  It was the spotted flesh of an equine cock, squeezing into and encircled by ring of rosy flesh, white fur to every side, and the orange-red beyond.
It was the image of a horse burying himself into a vixen.
But disappear that image did.  With a frantic click of a mouse, the violated vixen was gone.  The sight it was replaced with, though, especially for the young gay teenager, was far more tantalizing...as his own father -- wide eyed, nude, erect, and dripping -- spun around in his chair.
Quickly, Kristoff snatched his discarded underwear from the desk behind him and held it before his now-barely-concealed pride, sputtering and stammering, at a loss for words.  But his reflexes were far too slow.  Elliot had already seen his all, for the second time in three days...
...or for the third, if one counts the dream.
Elliot's mind spun, and the room before him all but disappeared behind his flooding memories...each and every one of his father.  In the boy's mind, the drunken elder husky wrenched himself desperately into his jeans, bending his rock hard shaft back into the denim, while behind him, Stan slept naked and spent, and William and Aaron rushed for cover.  At the same time, he saw his father's dream avatar stroking his uncle's cock, as his own was swallowed whole.  And now, to add to it, his father sat there in his mind, cock twitching, dripping, and begging for attention...interrupted by his own son, short moments shy of cumming.
Elliot felt his underwear tighten yet again, though, and he was instantly snapped back to reality, and to the realization of just how exposed HE was, as well.  But that awareness came much too late...and he came back to the waking world only just in time to see his father's wide eyes staring directly at his tented briefs.
The boy covered himself immediately, as his fears overtook his every other thought.  Did his dad know he'd come to paw off?  Or could it be even worse?  Did the elder husky think he was hard from seeing his own father's dick??  Of course, there was truth to both, but one was far worse than the other...
...and in a nervous panic, Elliot jumped to his own defense: "...great minds think alike?”
"Uhm...yeah,” Kristoff finally managed to control his stammering enough to speak.  But he was in no mood to have a conversation...least of all, like this.  "I...I think should get dressed.  Could you...uhm...?”
"Yeah!” Elliot nearly yelped, nodding like mad as he backed out of the room.  "Right!  Sorry!”
And the door had barely closed behind him, before he was sliding back into his bed.  But despite the awkwardness he'd just faced, despite the awkwardness certainly still to come, and despite his fears about just what his father must think of him...his paw was in his underwear nearly the instant the covers were upon him.
And soon enough, he was outright pawing, as he prayed that his father would take his time before he followed him out.  He replayed his dream, imagining that he'd slept just a little while longer, and where things might have gone.  He replayed his father spinning around in that chair again and again, and he longed to not simply know how he looked, but how he tasted as well.  And replayed Friday night, just the same.  But, this time, not the image of his father struggling with his clothes as his uncle and Aaron fled...but instead those moments just prior, and what he'd seen when he and Hunter had first opened the front door...
...but at that moment, the door to the office opened as well, and Kris interrupted Elliot as surely as the boy had interrupted him. 
Elliot's pistoning paw froze, as his barely awake mind flew into chaos!  Thoughts of fear that his father would be upset at him for pawing, or for walking in without knocking...thoughts of frustration that he needed so badly to paw and couldn't...and even thoughts of fantasy: of what it might mean that both he and his father were alone and begging for the same release...
Kristoff's mind, though, was far more focused.  He needed to be a father.  He had no idea that he had become the object of Elliot's most recent fantasies.  He had no idea of the effect he was having on the boy, even now, as he walked to the couch in his ever-so-slightly bulging boxers.  But he DID know that he and his son had just shared an awkward -- and uncomfortably intimate -- moment.  And he also knew what happened on Friday night...and that neither of these should be simply ignored...
"We're, uhm...” he finally spoke as he sat down on the couch: onto his makeshift bed, "we're making a habit of this, huh?  Walking in on one another?”
His son, though, managed only a small laugh, the images of tonight, of Friday night, and even of his date with Hunter some three weeks ago, clear in his mind, "Seems like it.”
"You know...” Kris continued uneasily, "we haven't really talked about what happened on Friday.”  He paused to cover his legs in his blankets, "...and about what you saw.”
"We don't...” Elliot gulped, struggling to ignore the scent of his father's recent arousal as he sat, so very close...and in such airy shorts, "...we don't have to if you don't want.”
"But we probably should.”
And the younger husky, honestly, couldn't tell whether he was pleased with this or not.  A part of him desperately wanted to talk about it, wanted any confirmation that it was all real, and even dreamed of a fantasy world where such a talk could end with him and his father...perhaps...
...but he knew that nothing like that would happen, and the more reasonable part of him was terrified.  Terrified of the conversation riling him up even more, and of what might happen when his father noticed it had.
"Well...I guess...” Kristoff, though, continued right along, considering how best to broach the subject, "Are you okay?  I mean, with Friday: it didn't...uhm...it didn't upset you, did it?”
"Why would it upset me?” Elliot answered just a little too happily.  "It's not like I was seeing you do anything that I haven't done!” and even with the same person!
"No matter how much sex I've had,” the elder canine responded, characteristically blunt, "it has never made me wanna' see my parents doing it.”  He laughed shortly, uncomfortably, but shook his head as he explained himself further: "But that's not really the point, is it?  You didn't just catch me...having sex,” for an instant, even HE struggled with his bluntness, but pushed on, nonetheless.  "You didn't even just catch me having GAY sex.  You caught me doing it with my own brother!”  He took a breath, shaking off that confession -- if you could really call it a confession when it was something which Elliot clearly already knew -- and then he concluded: "I mean, that doesn't...I don't know...it doesn't gross you out or-or make you think less of me, or anything?”
Elliot went to great effort to ensure that his answer wasn't too enthusiastic, "...no.”  It was bad enough -- thanks to the scent, to the talk, and to what he'd just seen -- that he was terrified the older husky would notice his tenting sheets at any moment...but his father realizing just how much he 'appreciated' what he'd seen on Friday night would be immeasurably worse.  And he continued, "I mean...I kind of already knew that you two did it...”
Kris recoiled, "You what??”
"Sorry!  I mean: like back in high school,” the younger dog explained.  "The way you two talked, I...I kind of already guessed.  Of course, I didn't know that it was still going on...”
And his father smiled as he finally lay back on the couch, "Neither did I.”
A silence crept between them, then.  For Elliot, he was again swimming in his thoughts, but now alternating between that and cursing himself for not being able to stop.  He needed to calm down.  And he needed to do it before his father caught on to -- or caught scent of -- just how much all of this turned him on.  Kristoff, though, had caught that scent long ago, and simply assumed that his son was in the same unfortunate predicament as he...
And after a moment, he laughed to break the silence, "Looks like neither of us are gonna' have any luck getting off tonight, huh?”
"Maybe we should work out a schedule for private computer time,” Elliot suggested, half-jokingly...
...and his father joked back, "Or we could just start remembering to lock the damned door!”
"Now let's not go doing anything crazy!”
The second it left his mouth, Elliot couldn't believe it had.  He'd basically just admitted that he'd liked what he'd seen and wanted the chance to see it again!  But, to his surprise, his father just laughed.  And, of course, the sound of that laughter brought Elliot only hope.  Could it mean...might the elder husky actually be receptive?
Kristoff though, unbeknownst to Elliot, had simply taken it sarcastically...
And with that, they put themselves to bed...or, at least, as best as either could manage...
Elliot's mind had finally slipped away from images of the past...and to thoughts of the future.  His father was being so open, so calm about all of this.  And he could still smell it: that perfect, forbidden scent.  His father was still just as much in need as he was...
So was it possible?  Was there any chance that the elder dog might be turned on enough, pent up enough, horny enough that he could actually be open to certain...propositions?  Might he have been when he was back in the office?  Could he still be now?  And even if he was, could Elliot get up the kind of nerve needed to find out?  And if he missed the opportunity now, would he ever have another?
Meanwhile his father, of course, was thinking of nothing but rest: of putting both himself and his aching, teased package to sleep, and of putting the awkwardness of this night -- and of the whole weekend -- behind him.
Elliot, though, slipped ever deeper into his fantasies and dreams.  He knew it was best to not: he was only teasing himself.  There was no way he'd be pawing tonight, or that his father would ever respond favorably to...to any of the things racing through his head.  But no matter how hard he tried, he absolutely couldn't rein it in.  And soon enough, in his mind, the older dog held him to the bed, pumping into the boy again and again...a fantasy so vivid, so real that he could even hear himself begging his 'daddy' for more! 
Daddy.
He hadn't called his father that since he was a pup.  But in this instant, it was the only word he wanted to pass his lips.  And he could hear it again and again, in the back of his mind...far in the distance.  Soon, he could even hear the squeaking of bed springs, and the tapping of a headboard against the wall.  And the sounds drummed away in his mind, driving him crazier and crazier, hornier and hornier, closer and closer to bounding from his mattress and begging his father to make it real...until it finally dawned upon him...
...that he was ACTUALLY hearing it!  And his eyes shot open at the realization.  That wasn't his voice.  That was Aaron's voice!  And that was William's bed hitting the wall!  THAT was the sound of Aaron and William fucking, a room away!
And from the couch, Kristoff growled and rubbed his brow.  Daddy?  Daddy??  Was Aaron seriously calling Billy daddy?  Did Billy get off on that: on someone calling him their father and begging to be fucked?  Did Aaron get off on the idea of pretending Billy WAS his father?  How childish could they be?  And why hadn't anyone ever called HIM daddy?  Robyn certainly never did!
Oh.  Of course.
He wasn't really angry at them.  He wasn't disgusted with their immaturity.  In fact, he was no better than they were!  He was jealous, he was frustrated, he was horny, and the sounds thumping through that wall -- the sounds of the sex he couldn't have -- were nothing but a tease.  And judging from the steady, pitiful stream of whimpers coming from Elliot...his son felt the same.
So, Kris had had quite enough of that!  He'd be damned if he and Elliot didn't even get to paw off tonight, but had to lie there, listening to this!
"Hey!” he barked loud enough to be heard through the walls, "Some of us are trying to sleep!”
Immediately, the sounds came to a halt, punctuated by only the shortest murmur of voices...
...and as Kris smiled triumphantly and closed his eyes, he heard the tiniest final whimper from Elliot's bed.
"Thank you...”
~
(October 14th)
That Monday was a holiday.
It was by no means a big or an important holiday.  It wasn't religious.  It wasn't a government holiday that saw state run facilities shut down.  And it wasn't even recognized enough for most banks to close their doors.  But it was an excuse, at least, for Sibirskaia High...
It was justification enough for a four day weekend: a teacher work day on Friday and a day off for everyone on Monday.  This had proven fortunate for the Masters, as it had left their weekend freer for the move.  And it was why, today, Elliot had no reason to be up with the sun...
...but, still, he was.
He was awake, because his father was.  Just the same as William: who was awake because Aaron was.  Elliot may have had the day off from School, and William may have been unemployed, at the moment, but both of them slept only inches away from someone who DID have somewhere to be this morning...and this apartment was far too small to sleep through their rising.
And so, at this ungodly hour, windows barely shining in a blue haze, the four furs were gathered around the kitchen in various stages of undress, each and every one struggling to find the will to meet the day ahead.
Aaron grimaced at the taste and the burn of his energy drink, Elliot scratched and yawned, eyeing the living room and his bed, and Billy and Toffy hesitantly poured their morning coffee.  Will, finished first, watched as his formerly black coffee turned beige with creamer, before sliding the bottle to his brother...who took it with a tired but mischievous smirk...
"Thank you...” Kristoff eyed both William and his bunny, "...daddy.” 
Mortified, Aaron froze: his eyes widening more at the sound of that word than from the effects of any energy drink.  And beside him, Elliot laughed...though it was a laugh quickly cut short by the reminder of the previous night, and by the...tightening...that came with it.
And with a long, defeated sigh, William set his mug aside.  "Okay, I hate to say this...but Robyn was right.”  He paused and grumbled as three pairs of eyes turned upon him, "We really need a bigger place.”




~




There we go! Sibirskaia continues!
*
This particular chapter (and the rest of Sibirskaia) was written entirely by yours truly: Oloroso Rhone!
But it was based on characters and story lines I created jointly with my friend Phil Anthro Pist
If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account on here at
http://phil-anthro-pist.sofurry.com/
*
So there's been this lingering question: "Is Elliot attracted to his father?"
I thought I answered this way back in The Masters Chapter 3 when he was turned on by the idea of him and Will fooling around in Kristoff's bed.  But still, the question remained.  Well, has it been answered, now?
Also, now you've learned that Hunter and Elliot DID get home in time to interrupt the foursome!
Don't you just love how I skip over important scenes like that, and only tell you about them after the fact?
I do.  But I'm the devil.
SIDE NOTE: Monday October 14th, 2013 was actually a holiday here in the U.S.
I just didn't explain WHICH holiday it was in the story, because I can't decide whether it's a holiday I want to canonize for Sibirskaia.
Anyway, thanks for reading!
I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at theottercoon[at]gmail.com
See you around for the next 27 chapters of Sibirskaia!

 
  Sibirskaia: An Unusual Family Part 4

  An Unusual Family
Uncontrollably Curious


(October 18th)
Only now and again is a day especially significant.
Only now and again, do events come along that truly change someone's circumstances...events which make a normal day into a milestone: into a corner piece in the puzzle of a life.
Loved ones die, and lovers stray.  Police come knocking, and secrets are exposed.  Dreams come true, and nightmares return.  And, whether in victory or defeat, conflicts come to an end.  These are the moments...these are the days which stand tallest in the measure of a life.
But they are only a fraction of the whole.  It is all those days in between which truly compose a life, and which give it its meaning...
...days such as a Friday, in mid October: when a teenage boy simply awaited the arrival of his newest friends.
And this late afternoon, that teenage boy, Jeffery nearly-Hammond, was springing on his toes at the foot of his and his master's bed.  His tail flicked about behind him, his shamelessly exposed sack bounced and swayed with his every movement, and not a bit of it went unnoticed -- least of, all that swaying sack -- by the eyes of the fox in the doorway.
Neither, of course, did that fox, Scott actually-Hammond, miss the sprawling lines of clothing strewn out across his bed.  Jeffery had organized them all into rows -- shirts, pants, and underwear -- as he appraised them all, side-by-side, to piece together the perfect outfit.
And he was a kitten again, as his master looked on.  He was so excited that he couldn't stand still, so nervous that he clearly had yet to make even the simplest of decisions, and so focused that he hadn't even detected the fox's approach.  It was like the clock had spun back weeks: to a time before Tony, before James, before their final decision...and before all of the changes in Jeff that had come with them.
And before Scott had even opened his muzzle to speak, he already felt terrible for interrupting such serene and innocent joy...
...but he had little choice.  "Shouldn't you already be dressed?  They could be here any minute, now.”
"Huh?”  Jeffery's bouncing stopped, half startled out of his concentration as he looked up at his master, "But I just got out of the shower...”
"That was about a half an hour ago.”
The boy's brow furrowed as he realized just how long he'd been standing there looking at his clothes, and then he turned back to them with a disheartened sigh, "...I just can't decide what looks best.”
"Don't worry, Jeff,” Scott laughed, enjoying the cuteness of his flustered pet.  "I'm just picking on you.  I know what it's like to get ready for a date.”
"It's not a date!” the kitten snapped.
"Really?”  Scott approached the bed, with his eyes on ONE row of clothing in particular, "Then why are you so worried about which pair underwear to wear?”
And left with no defense against that, Jeff simply flashed a shy but honest smile, "Do you think they'd like the blue ones...like you do?”
"The blue ones?” the fox eyed the underwear in question: a rich, bright blue pair of briefs, hemmed white at every edge and seam.  He imagined them on the boy, how the blue nearly glowed, how the white drew such flawlessly enticing lines, separating his dark gray fur from the azure cotton...and how -- about a size too small -- they clung to him and framed his tight, delicious, little package.
They were Scott's favorites.  He had convinced his kitten to choose them at the store, and Jeff often wore them just for his master's entertainment.  So should the fox be jealous, now, that the boy was considering wearing them for someone else?
But after the moment's pause, he looked up and answered his pet's question: "At their age?  I doubt they'll care one way or another.”  He raised an eyebrow, "But are you really expecting to find out?”
"Not expecting.”  Jeffery rubbed the back of his neck in embarrassment, "...maybe hoping?”
Smiling wryly at the honesty, Scott took a breath and moved along to the heart of the matter: "Well, before they show up...and especially if you think there's a chance of anything like that happening...”  He leaned against the bed, careful not to upset his pet's carefully arranged rows, "I think we need to go over the rules.”
"I know.  I have to wear clothes,” the cat parroted back his earlier instructions...
...and Scott playfully amended: "...at least until there's a reason to take them off, anyway?”
Jeff just smiled as his master went on.
"But that's not all,” the fox's voice turned a bit more serious.  "No matter what, you have to remember that they can NOT find out you're my pet.  Just because they're gay, doesn't mean they'll be okay with that.  And I can't-”
"I know dad, I know,” Jeffery cut him off.  "It could get you in trouble.  I know better than to say anything.”
Scott shook his head, "It's not just what you say.  It's what you do.  They could pick up on a million different little hints without you ever having to say a word about it.”
"Like if I ran around naked?”
"Or even if you just act too...too wild and free in general.”  He could tell immediately that the boy didn't understand, so he continued: "You're gonna' have to pretend like I'm really your dad.  You need to act like we're normal...or at least as normal as a single gay parent and his adopted bisexual son can possibly be.”
"So...” the kitten tried to clarify: "you mean I shouldn't be too affectionate with you?”
"That's the least of our worries!”  Scott paused in thought for a moment and then motioned at the blue underwear to his side, "For instance: what if you're right?  What if they get a little frisky with you?  You'll have to at least PRETEND like you're trying to hide that sort of thing from me.  You can't do anything right in the middle of the living room, or anywhere else out in the open.  It has to look like you want to do it somewhere private...like you wouldn't want me to see it.”  He took a breath and summarized himself: "Basically, you need them to think that you're doing something wrong, and that you'd get in trouble if you were caught.”
And at that, Jeff looked worried, "...would I?”
"If I really DID catch you?  I'd have to play the role of the normal, protective, and disapproving dad, yeah.”  The fox shook his head, though, and rolled his eyes at the very thought, "But...I really don't want that to happen.  I mean, when we made this whole new arrangement with James and me dating, and with you being the pet again...the whole point was that you'd have the chance to really live your own life, and to make your own friends and playmates.  So you could go date, or fuck, or do whatever...and do it however you saw fit.”
But even as he spoke, a surprising feeling churned in Scott's stomach.  Discomfort.  Uneasiness at the thought of his pet engaged in any activity of the sort, with these other boys.  A part of him hated the idea.  It wasn't the largest part, or the loudest, but it was there...and it surprised him.  His surprise, though, wasn't at the feeling itself.  It was at the cause.
These weren't the feelings of the jealous lover: feelings that he should expect and could understand.  He didn't feel forgotten, spurned, or betrayed.  And he didn't even selfishly want to keep the boy to himself.  He just wanted to protect him.  These feelings -- the queasiness rumbling its way up his chest -- they were the feelings of a father...a father faced with leaving his son alone and unprotected, in the company of a tiger and husky who seemed, suddenly, the very image of the dangerous, lustful predator.
These were the feelings of...how had he just worded it, himself?  'The normal, protective, and disapproving dad.'
But again, it was neither the largest part of him, nor the loudest.  And he knew it was best to push it aside.  "This,” he pointed for emphasis, "is the sort of chance you've been hoping for, and I've no interest in being a cockblock.  So, I'm gonna' do my best to give you boys all the privacy you'll need.”
"Thank you,” Jeffery laughed, mostly at hearing Scott utter the phrase 'cockblock.'  "And, uhm...I'll try not to...” he considered how best to say it with a cute euphemism, "...I'll try not to 'ruin my appetite' with them, just in case you wanna' to play later, too.”
"Oh, don't you worry about that.  James is coming over tonight, too, and I'll be fine,” Scott winked, but then continued.  "But you understand my point, right?  You have to make them really believe that you're my son and nothing more.”
"Yeah.  I understand.”
"To be honest, I'm even a little worried about them finding out that you're bisexual -- when they already know that I'm gay -- and what questions THAT might raise.”  The elder fur rubbed his forehead in frustration, "But I can't expect you to hide that from them...especially not if you're hoping for any sort of playtime.”
Feet away, his kitten's brow pinched tight in thought, as he ran through the whole scenario in his head.  And after a moment, something occurred to him, "Uhm, Dad?  I have a question.”
"Yeah?”
"If I'm your son,” he paused to look slowly around his and his master's shared bedroom, "shouldn't I have my own room?”
And Scott's eyes shot open wide, "Oh shit.”
"They'll...they'll probably expect us to be hanging out in my bedroom, won't they?” Jeff explained nervously, despite the fact that Scott clearly already understood.  "I mean, that's what I'D expect.”
"Yeah, that IS a problem.  If you're gonna' be having friends over, we really need to fix that.  The problem is: we're a little short on free rooms.”  The fox turned his eyes upon the ceiling in thought, speaking more to himself than to his kitten, now: "Maybe I could move my punching bag and stuff out of the basement, and James & I could do a little construction down there...”
"Maybe?  But how does that help us, today?”
~
"I'm telling you, Elliot: he's not gay,” Hunter tapped his fingers on the steering wheel, while stopped at a particularly slow traffic light.
"And I'm telling YOU,” Elliot argued, "that you weren't the one talking to him all night, last Friday.  He is definitely gay.”  He shrugged as he added: "Or at least bisexual.”
"That's impossible,” stubbornly, the tiger shook his head.  "I absolutely refuse to believe it!”
"Why?”
"Because everyone we KNOW is either gay or bisexual!”  He counted off on his fingers: "Me, you, Mic, your uncle, your dad, Stan's brother...and even two of our TEACHERS, who we just magically ran into last week!  And now you're saying that their adopted son is gay, too?  No.  Just no.  That's too many coincidences.  I refuse to believe that we're some sort of gay magnets, attracting every non-heterosexual in this town.”  Finally, the light turned green, and they rolled on through the intersection, "Not everyone we meet can be gay...and I'm drawing the line on Jeffery.”
Elliot, though, just rolled his eyes, "Well, I'm sorry sweetheart, but you need to find a better place to draw your line, because there is no way Jeff is straight.”
"And how can you be so sure?”
"Because he was clearly flirting with me, last week!” he reminded his orange lover.  "You even said something about it.”
"Seriously?”  Hunter laughed shortly, "I was joking, Elliot.”
"Were you really?” the husky replied skeptically.  "You were there.  I know you saw how he kept holding my paws, and how he just about smothered me in that hug right before we left...and let's not forget about how he was almost BEGGING for us to come over to his house.”
Hunter nodded at that, but contended: "That's just because he's a lonely kid, hun.”
"A kid?  He's my age.  And, besides,” Elliot leaned back, smugly certain of his final point of evidence: "Loneliness doesn't explain why he was SNIFFING me!”
"To quote Stan...” the cat grinned, as he matched his boyfriend's smugness, "I think you're just being hopelessly optimistic.”
"Really?  Stan?” Elliot's eyelids dropped as he tilted his head in disbelief.  "Out of everyone, you chose to quote Stan?  After what we saw last week, hasn't that quote been a little...undermined?” he smirked mockingly.
"Not at all!”  Hunter argued, jumping to the absent rabbit's defense: "A little experimentation doesn't change anything.  Stan is still straight.”
"And I take it that that's what he's been telling you?”
"Well it's true!”
 "You know, just because a guy doesn't accept your advances...it doesn't necessarily mean they're straight.”  The dog reigned in a smile as he deliberately provoked the cat: "Maybe he's just not into you.”
Hunter, though, surprised him, and instead of taking the bait and defending himself...he just smiled, "You know what?  Fine.  Maybe you're right.  Maybe Stan IS a little bi.  But if so, that just makes my point even stronger!”  He pointed at his monochrome lover, "Not only are you & I, and Mic, Aaron, Scott, James, and your uncle & father all gay or bi...but even MY GRANDMOTHER'S DOCTOR might be!  Or at the very least he's curious.  Do you REALLY think -- after all of that -- that our lives have room for another big gay coincidence?”
Elliot, though, simply met his cat's triumphant smile with another shrug, "I don't care how unlikely you think it is.  Jeffery's gay.”
Clearly, the argument was getting them nowhere.  Both were too convinced -- and too stubborn -- to back down.  And so Hunter turned to a slightly different approach...
"Okay then,” the tiger nodded.  "How about we bet on it?”
"Bet?” Elliot arched an eyebrow.  "With what?  We don't exactly have any money.”
"Then we'll bet with something else!”  Hunter hummed softly as he considered exactly what that might be, though it only took him a moment to suggest: "Something sexual, maybe?”
"How?” the husky turned up his paws in another shrug.  "There's nothing either of us wants that the other wouldn't already do, willingly.”
Suddenly and completely distracted by that, Hunter's muzzle split in a colossal smile, "Really?”
And Elliot met it with a sigh, "I already told you, Hunter: so long as no one else sees it, and you shell out the cash to buy it, I'll wear it for you.”  He pointed at his boyfriend, "You just remember your end of the bargain.”
"Right.  My end...” the big cat's smile faded.  "I still don't know if I'm a good enough actor for that, though.”
"Oh, I believe in you.”
"Well, whatever, fine!  So, we can't bet with sex.  What CAN we use, then?”
And now, it was Elliot who stopped and hummed, a thumb absently rubbing the top of his nose as he searched for an answer.  But while that humming outlasted Hunter's, it still didn't go on for very long.  "Oh!  I know!  I know!”
"That was quick!”
He sat straighter and began: "When I'm right-”
"IF you're right...” Hunter cut him off...
...but the dog just repeated himself and continued along, "When I'm right, and Jeff has admitted that he's either gay or bi...” he paused for dramatic effect, "...you have to fondle Stanley!”
"What?”  Hunter shook his head, quickly, "No!”
"And why not?  You're always threatening him with it!”  And with a smirk and a wink, Elliot leaned closer to his boyfriend, "And besides, I KNOW you want a fist full of bunny balls...”
"Well, maybe, yeah, but...”
"And,” he interrupted his cat's stammering to continue, "depending on his reaction, it might even shed some light on HIS sexuality, too!”
The tiger, though, just shook his head again, "But how could I even look at him, after doing something like that?”
And Elliot's smile grew wide and arrogant, "...so you're scared you're gonna' lose?”
"Fine!” Hunter glared, pointing an angry finger at his passenger, "But it's tit for tat, puppy!”
"Really?”  The husky's eyes widened, and his smile shifted again, now to nearly that of an innocent and ecstatic child on Christmas morning, "You mean, if I lose, I get to grope Stanley, too??”
"Oh, no,” Hunter shook his head in a long, slow, and exaggerated motion.  "If YOU lose, you have to walk up to Mic, without saying a word to warn him, and kiss him right on the lips.”
"Fine,” Elliot's answer was immediate...
...and so his cat amended: "Oh, and I mean at school.  Where everyone can see!”
"Fine!” Elliot simply repeated himself, but in a louder and almost mocking chirp.
"You'd really be okay with that?” Hunter eyed him in disbelief.
"I don't have to be.  'Cause, it's not gonna' happen.”
"Whatever.”  Eyes back on the road, Hunter simply shrugged and continued on with their drive as nonchalantly as possible, "I just hope you make the most of your kiss.  Because you will NEVER live it down!”
"And I hope YOU enjoy Stan's balls!” his husky replied in kind.  "They looked quite hefty, though.  So don't be ashamed to use both paws.”
A silence filled the car, then, save for the sound of the road beneath their tires.  Both boys minds had shifted focus somewhere along the line...shifted away from thoughts of who was right about Jeffery, and even who would win their bet...and over, instead, to the possible repercussions.
In their imaginations, an orange paw rolled heavy tan balls in its fingers.  In the mind of one, the owner of those balls was nude and passed out again on a couch, while in the other's, that orange paw had delved unexpectedly into his pants.  And alongside this image, much the same, the imagined paws of a husky roamed about the body of a hyena...as the two were locked in a deep and passionate kiss, with countless eyes bearing down on the scene.
"Elliot?” Hunter finally broke their silence.  "Are you as turned on as I am, right now?”
And his lover could only whimper in return: "If I don't unzip my pants, soon, I think my dick's gonna' break.”
~
Jeffery was finally dressed.  Elliot was still zipped.
A pair of blue underwear lay hidden behind denim, despite protests to the contrary.  Teased canid privates lay dormant and sheathed, yet unsatisfied.  And nearby, a fox and a tiger chuckled inwardly at their loved ones' plights.
Elliot and Jeffery, though, remained all smiles and politeness -- the cordial host and the humble guest -- as the young gray cat ushered his arriving friends through his home and out into the back yard.  There, was set a barely used grill and an assortment of various lawn furniture, all crisp, clean, and clearly brand new...but little else.
The cat took a seat in one of the chairs around a thick glass table, and his canine guest followed close.  Hunter, though, lingered, eyeing the yard and the closed door behind them...
"Uhm, Jeff, buddy?”
"Yeah?” Jeffery looked up from the table at the larger, orange cat.
"Why are we hangin' around back here?  Isn't it a little...” Hunter's head sunk into his shoulders as he wound his paws into his pockets, "...nippy for this?”
"Yeah...maybe a little bit?” the gray cat nodded.  It WAS a little cooler than he'd realized, "But I don't really have my own room, yet.”
And Elliot's ears perked, "You don't have a bedroom?”
"It's...” Jeff struggled to explain, "Well, it's gonna' be in the basement, when it's done, and it should be pretty nice.  But it's just...it's still under construction.  Dad and James are still working on it.”  He smiled uncertainly, "So, until then, I get to sleep on the fold out couch in the living room.”
The couch in the living room?  That was his best lie?  What was he thinking?  The stupid thing wasn't even a fold-out bed!  What if they noticed that when they went back inside?  And plus: there was NO WAY Scott would have been allowed to adopt a child without even having a proper bedroom for him, right?  Weren't there living condition requirements before an adoption agency could just paw a cub over to somebody?  Especially a bachelor!  And what if Elliot and Hunter knew that too??
Of course, though, he was putting far more thought into his lie than they ever would, and between the two, they had only one question:
"Okay, so you don't have a room,” and it was posed by Hunter: "...but there's nowhere else we could hang out?  Y'know: inside, where it's warm?”
"Only the living room, but...I didn't really want Dad walking in and out the whole time, and looking over our shoulders while he was cooking.  I thought it might be nice to have a little privacy,” and the kitten had to restrain a smile.  He was quite proud of himself for finding the chance to work that particular lie into the conversation so soon.  "After dinner, he'll probably go back to his room, though...and then we'll be able to have the run of the place!  Video games, movies, whatever we wanna' do...”
"He's cooking right now?” the tiger asked, slowly padding closer to his boyfriend, their new friend, and the patio furniture.
"Yeah,” Jeff nodded.
"Well, I guess it shouldn't be TOO long then.”
Hunter wrapped himself in his arms as he, too, took a seat around the table...with an audible and frustrated huff passing his lips, as he did.  And at the sound, Jeffery's eyes drooped: already nervous about having his friends over, and now suddenly feeling like he was being a bad host.  Elliot, though, jumped in to comfort him...
"Oh, don't pay him any mind, Jeffery!” the husky chirped happily.  "He just doesn't like the cold.”
"You hush!” Hunter argued.  "You're a husky.  You're built for this.”
"This is just autumn, sweetheart, not winter.”  Elliot motioned at his boyfriend, "With all that fur you've got, YOU'RE built for it too.  You're just being a wimp.”  And he turned his gaze on their host, "I mean: look at Jeff!  He has the least fur of any of us, and he's not complaining.”
Of course, if he was being entirely honest, Jeffery was actually more than a little bit uncomfortable, himself.  He understood Hunter's complaints entirely, and was even wishing, now, that he had at least worn a thin jacket.  But...he just smiled and nodded.
"Fine,” the tiger huffed again.
"So...uhm...” the gray cat hesitantly changed the subject, eager to move things along, "h-how have things been going since last week?”  He looked to Elliot in particular, "Any new trouble with your mom?”
"Well,” the husky leaned in on the glass table, "I told you about her plan to have me taken away because our apartment was 'too small,' right?”
And Jeff just nodded.
"Well, I've been told that she already put the paper work through,” Elliot explained.  "They're lining up hearings and inspections and all sorts of stupid shit...and my dad is just beside himself over it!”
"I can imagine.  It must be...frustrating.”
"Oh, no!  He's not mad,” the dog clarified with a wide, gleaming smile.  "He finds it hilarious!”
And Jeffery's brow furrowed, "Why?”
"Because we're already getting ready to move into a new place!  Everything's all set up and ready to go.  And it's just a three bedroom apartment in the same complex, so it'll be a quick and easy move!”  Elliot shook his head through a short laugh, "By the time anything could possibly come of her paper work -- any hearings or whatever -- we'll already be moved, and all of her effort and money will have been for nothing...”
Jeffery laughed along with his friend, and, in fact, more loudly, "I bet she'll be happy about that!”
"About losing?  Oh, I'm sure!”  The husky shrugged, though, as he amended: "But she's got enough money that she won't mind the waste.”
"What about you?” abruptly, Jeff turned his head to the side...
...and Hunter was quickly roused from his quiet frustration wirth the cold, "Me?”
"Yeah!  I, uhm...I heard you talking to James last week about living with your grandmother.  Is everything going okay, over there?”
"Oh, yeah!  Things are fine,” Hunter nodded.  "I mean...she's kind of in the hospital right now, but-”
"In the hospital??” Jeffery interrupted him frantically.  "What are you doing over here, then?  Shouldn't you be with her?  You could have canceled for something like that!”
The tiger, though, just laughed, "Calm down, kitten!  It's nothing serious.  She just had a little fall, is all.  That happens sometimes.  And it's not like I haven't visited her, anyway,” he explained.  "I took off some classes earlier today to be with her, and I'll be going back tomorrow.  But she doesn't want me hanging around there, twenty-four seven any more than I do!”
"...if you're sure.”
"I am,” he assured their new friend.  "Besides, Stan keeps telling us that she's his strongest and healthiest patient.  Better off than most of his younger ones, even!”
Around the small glass table, neither the husky nor the kitten ventured a response...clearly not entirely convinced, but not certain how to argue...
...Hunter, though, simply changed the subject, "But hey!  Speaking of James...I didn't see him around.”  He pointed back at the house, "Doesn't he live here with you two?”
"What?  No,” Jeff shook his head.  "He visits enough that he might as well!  But...no, he doesn't live here, yet.”  And he motioned toward the house, as well, "If you're hoping to see him, though, he WILL be over later tonight.  He just hasn't shown up, yet.”
"Oh.  Sorry.  I just got the impression, last week, that you all lived together.”
"Nope!  Just me and Dad.”
 "Yeah, y'know...so, about that...”  At that, Elliot found himself reminded of an earlier curiosity, and inserted himself back into the fray, "What's it like, exactly, having a teacher for a dad?”
"And a step-dad, too, for that matter,” Hunter added.  "Don't forget about James!”
And Jeffery smiled apprehensively, "I, uhm...I don't know.  Pretty normal?”  He stammered to come up with any sort of answer, "N-not that much different from anyone else, I guess.”
Elliot, though, countered: "My dad is bisexual and we live with my gay uncle...”
"...and my dad ran off when I was a kitten,” Hunter added.
"So normal WOULD BE quite a bit different than what we're used to, right now,” the husky concluded with a smirk.
And so Jeff laughed, before moving along...having used those few moments to formulate his next little lie: "Well, I mean, he's a bit more strict about grades than your parents are, I'm sure.  He knows a lot more about what really goes on in a class room, so he expects more from me.  Expects me to do at least as well as any of his students, or better, you know?”
The truth, though -- were that he could tell it -- was that James and Scott were, at the moment, both his parents AND his teachers.  They had taken, as of late, to assigning him the same homework they were giving their classes at school.  This was only two subjects' worth of work, of course -- a far cry from a real school, or even homeschool -- but it was better than nothing.
"That sounds like Mr. Hammond,” Elliot agreed with the lie.
"Not like James, though,” the tiger pointed out.  "I assume he's easier on you?”
"Oh, by a long shot!” Jeffery confirmed, that part, at least, true.  "But...is that what they're like at school, too?  I mean: what are they like as teachers?  I take it James is a lot nicer?”
"Kind of?  Yeah?” Elliot answered uncertainly.
"But that's not fair to Scott,” Hunter argued.  "Calling James 'nicer' makes it sound like we're calling Scott mean.”
"Yeah.  And he's...” the dog thought for a moment, "Mr. Hammond can be unforgiving, but he's fair.”
His big orange cat shook his head and corrected him yet again, "Or I think it's better to say that he's unforgiving BECAUSE he's fair.”
"Yeah!  Exactly!”  Elliot snapped his fingers at that and went on to explain: "He's a great teacher, gives us all the time and instruction we need, and gives us every chance to do well...”
"...so when someone doesn't do well, he doesn't have much sympathy for them,” his boyfriend finished his thought.  "But it's usually their own fault, anyway.”
"And James?” Jeffery asked.
"Huge pushover!” Hunter threw his paws up in a laugh.  "It's like...he only really puts any actual effort into pushing and disciplining the kids who are actually worth his time.  Cause, there are the students who'll actually put out the effort, and those who won't.”  He shrugged, "And he doesn't waste his time on the ones who won't.  He just lets them goof off.”
"Sounds about right!” the little gray cat nodded, believing that completely.  But his curiosity was far from sated, "So...uhm...not just with the two of them, but what's high school like in general?”  Remembering that he was supposed to be in a high school of his own, he quickly added: "Yours, that is.  I mean: Sibirskaia High.  I've never been to a normal public high school before.”  And this, at least, was the truth.  He'd run away from home the summer before his freshman year was to start.  The only dishonesty here, was simply in letting them believe the lies he'd already told: that he'd been in the system, been homeschooled by his last family, and then put into a private school by Scott. "So, all I've got to go on is what I've seen on TV.”
"Oh...the TV is completely wrong!” Hunter shook his head...
...and Elliot added: "Just like it is about most other things, too.”
"How so?”
Hunter shrugged and offered the first answer that came to mind: "Well, to begin with, there are the cliques.”
"Cliques?” Jeffery tilted an ear.
"Right.  Uhm...” the larger cat coughed and offered the best definition he could muster: "Super exclusive groups of like-minded teenagers: the cheerleaders, the jocks, the stoners, the geeks, and all that.  You've see that on TV, right?”
"Oh!  Right,” the other boy nodded.
"Well that's nowhere near as big of a deal in real life as it is in movies and TV shows.  Not at our school, anyway.”  Hunter waved a paw in the air as he explained, "On TV, they make it look like...like warring factions.  Everyone belongs to one and they all hate each other!  But that's just not what it's really like.”
"Except for the band kids,” Elliot interjected.
"Except for the band kids and stoners, yeah.”  His boyfriend went on, "I mean, everyone has their own little groups of friends, and they can be kind of exclusive at times, but it's not so damn clique-specific.  Everyone's just friends with whoever their friends with.”
"With whoever?” Jeffery asked, trying to clarify.  "So like...in a lot of movies and TV shows, there'll be this group of kids that have nothing in common, right?  They all belong to different 'clicks,' I guess.  But then they come together for some reason, anyway, and it's supposed to be some big unbelievable deal when they actually become friends.”  He paused and moved on to his point: "...and what you're saying that sort of thing is actually the norm?”
"Pretty much,” Hunter nodded...
...but this time it was Elliot who argued, "Except that those movies are a bit too...what's the word?  Formulaic?”
"Yeah, that's true,” the tiger conceded.  "In those, it's always like...there's one kid from each major clique, you know?”  His voice took on a tone of supreme sarcasm: "And they come together and learn to love and accept one another, and to find out that they're not so different after all!”  He batted his eyes for effect, before moving along, "...but real life is a bit more random, and a lot less life-lesson'y.”
"And, cliques aside,” Elliot took the reins, to steer the conversation on to something else: "A real high school -- or at least ours, anyway -- is a lot more strict than what you see on television, too.”
"More strict?” Jeffery raised an eyebrow.  "I've seen some pretty harsh teachers and principals on TV.  It's really worse than that?”
And the husky shook his head, "I'm not talking about mean teachers or scary principals.  I'm just talking about the rules and regulations in general, and the...structure of everything.  The television doesn't usually show that sort of stuff very much, because it might get in the way of the story they're trying to tell.”
"Or the cool image they want to give you!” Hunter concurred.  "Which is why they never try to show a realistic dress code.  I mean, I'm sure your school is worse -- what with uniforms and all that -- but even public schools have dress requirements.  Belts, tucked in shirts, no shorts, no earrings on guys, rules on what can and can't be written on T-shirts...et cetera, et cetera...” he rolled his eyes at it all.  "It's nowhere near as liberal as it looks on TV.
"And then there's the passing periods, that they never seem to get right on television, either!” Elliot jumped back in, emphatically.  "In every television show I've ever seen, the students spend WAY too much time just standing around in the halls.  It's like they never need to go to class, or something.  When really, we only have a couple minutes free during our passing periods to just rush from one room to the next.”
"Yeah.  The only free space to hang around like that is at lunch...”
"But there are even rules in the cafeteria!” the dog threw up his paws.  "There are special tables for the seniors, places where you can and can't bring your food...”  He pointed at Jeffery, "And a lot of those shows like to have the kids eating their lunches outside, too.  And I'm not sure about other schools, but WE'RE not allowed outside at ALL after the bell rings for first period.”
"Oh!” Hunter held up a finger, as another very vital difference came to mind.  "And also, in real life, people don't burst out into song quite so often...”
Elliot only shook his head with a half hearted chuckle at his tiger's little joke...but Jeffery, caught entirely off guard, met it with a shameless, albeit short, belt of laughter.
And, that subject side, the husky shifted gears, again, this time laying the focus back onto their host, "But hey!  What about yours?  Neither of us knows anything about private schools...and it's gotta' be a lot different than ours, right?”
"Well, uhm...I...” at first, Jeff nearly froze, stammering in helpless confusion.  "W-well, like you said: we have to wear uniforms there.”  And even once he did manage to form a single coherent sentence, he immediately hated himself for it.  A uniform?  He had to mention a uniform?  What if they were curious and wanted to SEE it??  What would he say?
Laundry!  That was it!  It was in the laundry!
"That's all?  It's just like our school, but with uniforms?” Elliot arched an eyebrow skeptically.  "'Cause...it's private, right?  So, doesn't that mean that it's an all boys' school?”  He leaned in with a hungry, lascivious grin, "I mean, I gotta' say...I'm more than a little bit curious about what it would be like to be in an all male environment like that...”
And to the side, though no one saw, Hunter's eyes narrowed.  Was the dog really trying to settle their bet, already?
But all Jeffery could manage to say was: "It's...different?”
Because, of course, the kitten's singular concern was to hide his REAL secret...or more precisely: Scott's.  And every question his new friends asked about the life he'd invented, was one more chance for them to catch him in a lie...one more risk that they might begin to suspect the truth...
Elliot and Hunter, though -- their eyes scanning one another in the moment of silence -- judged his nervousness in another way entirely.  Clearly, he had something to hide.  He was embarrassed, even.  But they had no reason to assume that the kitten had a collar stashed away in Scott's bedroom...no reason to assume that he called Mr. Hammond 'Master' more than he than he called him 'Dad.'  They simply assumed that his evasiveness had something to do with his fancy private school.  For instance...perhaps he really DID enjoy attending class in an all boys environment, much like Elliot or Hunter would.
And the tiger sighed aloud at the thought of his impending defeat...
...while, again, his husky leaned across the table, "Look...I'm pretty sure I know why you're so nervous, Jeff.  And it's okay.”  He smiled, petting the other boy's paw comfortingly, "I mean...you know you can be honest with us, right?”
And the kitten's eyes shot open wide as his jaw dropped to speak, but nothing coherent passed his lips...only a sharp little whimper laid upon a guttural and terrified whine.  Could they have really figured out the truth??
But Elliot just squeezed his paw, "Jeffery...really: I get it.  Nothing but boys everywhere?  You're enjoying it, right?”  He smiled wide, watching as every tensed muscle in the cat immediately relaxed, before he continued: "Cause, I mean: it only makes sense.  With no girls around, that means that the guys are a lot more likely to get...curious.  After all: teenage boys need an outlet!  And if there aren't any girls there, who ELSE do they have to turn to?”  Waggling his eyebrows almost cartoonishly, he finally came upon his point: "For a gay guy...” he paused to look his new friend directly in the eye, "that's gotta' be kinda' like heaven, right?”
More than anything, Jeffery was simply relieved that THAT was all they were thinking, and that they hadn't even considered the truth.  "I uhm...I'm not gay, though.”  But even as he answered, he wasn't entirely sure where he should go from there.  Should he explain that he wasn't gay, but he WAS bisexual?  Or should he be a good boy, and protect his father's -- his master's -- secret?  Should he do his best to avoid any unwanted questions about just what it might mean that both he and Scott were...something other than heterosexual?
At what little had said, of course, Hunter sparked a hopeful smile...
...but Elliot wasn't about to give up!  "Oh, come on, Jeffery,” the husky rolled his eyes playfully.  "You can be honest with us.  We're gay too!  Why in the world would you need to hide that sort of thing from US?”
And the gray cat just smiled.  Who was he kidding?  He had no intention of being a good boy.  "I...I didn't say you were wrong about the rest.  Y'know: about the school being like...heaven?”  He shrugged, "I just said I wasn't gay.”
The dog looked confused, "But...”
"...but I didn't say I wasn't bisexual!” Jeffery finally explained...
...and Hunter's eyes immediately sharpened with a frustrated growl.  He'd lost.
Elliot laughed and threw up his paws in playful frustration, "Well, why didn't you say something sooner, instead of making us wonder?”
"Because, I...I dunno,” Jeff shrugged, playing off the moment it took him to invent an answer, as nothing more than his continued shyness.  "I just didn't want you to think I was hitting on you by inviting you over.”
"If you didn't want me to think you were hitting on me,” the husky arched an eyebrow, again, "then maybe you shouldn't have been sniffing me last week.”
His host sunk into his seat and blushed behind his fur...for the first time this evening, embarrassed for the actual reasons his guests assumed.
And beside them, Hunter drew in a breath.  He had sat, these last few moments, with his forehead in his paw, imagining and dreading the final outcome of his and Elliot's bet.  But finally, begrudgingly, he lifted his eyes and joined back in on the conversation.
"Okay...so, at this magical all boys' school of yours...” he offered his own friendly smirk, "...have you ever actually done anything?”
But Elliot interrupted, before the cat could answer: "Hey, now!  Don't limit him.  He could have done something a long time before he got to this school!”  Beaming an eager smile, he turned back to Jeff, "Like maybe back when you were still in the system...with some of the other foster boys?”  And he snapped his fingers as an even better thought came to mind, "Oh!  Or maybe with that last family of yours: the religious ones?  Maybe they had some poor, sexually repressed, biological son you wanna' tell us about?”
And Jeffery laughed, "No.  I've never done anything...”  It seemed the easier lie.  He obviously couldn't tell them the truth about Scott, James, or Tony, so why put the effort into making up an encounter he'd never had?  Besides... "I'm definitely interested, though.” ...playing the starved virgin served his OTHER interests as well.
Hunter, though, had different ideas, "Hmm.  A virgin?”  The tiger's teeth showed through a dark smile, "I know this hyena who REALLY likes virgins.  He likes to, uhm...teach.”
"H-Hyena?” Jeff blinked.
"Whoa, whoa, whoa!  Mic?” Elliot stopped them both.  "I'm not so sure that's the sort of thing Jeffery needs.”
"Well, that really depends on whether he wants a boyfriend or just to have a little fun!” Hunter argued.  "Cause, Mic's definitely not the boyfriend type, but-”
"Hey,” the husky held up a paw.  "Maybe we should ask Jeff before we start trying to set him up.”
And at that, they both turned expectantly to their host...who, with an uncontrollably delighted little grin, asked: "Do hyenas have knots?”
"No...” Hunter stretched out that single syllable, matching the smaller cat's smile completely, before slowly leaning across the table, himself.  "But Elliot does...”
At once, Elliot's eyes shot open wide.  Jeffery, meanwhile sharpened his little smile...his gray tail flicking about madly behind his chair...
...as the tiger went on: "You wanna' see?”
"Hunter!” his husky barked.
"Oh come on!  Don't try to pretend like you don't wanna'!”
"I, I...I mean...” the dog stuttered nervously, eyes darting between the two felines, one nearly begging in silence and the other overtaken by his wicked little smirk.  "W-would it really be okay?” he asked his orange lover, "I mean...aren't we...?”
"Boyfriends?  Yeah.”  Hunter raised a mocking brow, "So what?  Are you saying that this would be like cheating?”  He shrugged and looked aside innocently, "Y'know: I just asked if he wanted a peek...if your mind took that all the way to touching, then that's all on you!”
"I...I...well, I was...”
And the big cat just laughed at his boyfriend's panic, "Hey!  I'm right here, right?  It can't really be cheating if I'm sitting right beside you, can it?  And besides...I know you're a little jealous of all the stuff I've done with Mic and everybody else.  So, isn't this your chance to explore a bit, too?”
'Your chance.'
This wasn't the first time Jeffery had heard those words today.  It's what Scott had called this entire night for him: his chance to make his own friends and playmates.  His chance to explore.  And now, as it was so very close at paw, it was everything he could do to KEEP his begging silent, to not plead with both the husky AND the tiger to give him that peek and so...oh, so very much more.
Elliot meanwhile, continued looking back and forth between the two, and soaking in the scene: Hunter's shameless, elated urging...Jeffery's barely contained desperation...and, of course, his own quickly retightening pants.  He knew what his answer would be.  He'd known the second Hunter had offered the boy a peek.  But he had to at least pretend to put up an argument...to have some small bit of self control or chastity.
For a moment, he'd even considered eying the house and arguing that Mr. Hammond might see them, but he knew it was fruitless.  It would only delay the inevitable.  And so...
"You wanna' see, then?”
"Please.”
Metal scraped concrete as three chairs moved.  Elliot's skidded back from the table, revealing his lap and already bulging pants; Jeffery's stopped and started again and again as it was scooted uneasily around that same table, closer and closer to the impending show; and Hunter's simply shifted back, as the tiger stood, walking around to the kitten's and husky's side.
Elliot may as well have been on stage.  Or at least, that was how he suddenly felt, crowded there by his boyfriend and their host.  But, surprisingly...it wasn't a bad feeling.  In some odd way he liked it.  He liked the attention: the tinge of shame and embarrassment.  He liked that his new friend could see his shamelessly unhidden tent...and that he would soon be seeing much more.
Only then did he realize just how much he liked this.  The exposure.  The risk.  He remembered the photo booth, the locker room, the bathroom, the field, and the car...and smiled as he slowly unbuttoned his pants.
And Jeffery just watched.  Two months ago, he wouldn't have imagined he'd like something like this.  He had been straight.  He had only been interested in girls.  Or had he?  Had he ever really been interested in ANYONE before Scott?
Nevertheless, here he was, watching as a husky he'd only barely met unzipped his pants...the blue of his straining, tenting boxers showing through.  Blue.  The same color as his.  And the smell hit his nose immediately.  He loved it all: the already hard, but still sheathed meat pushing against the fabric, the smell teasing his nose...
...and when the dog pulled aside the waistband to expose himself completely, that scent grew a hundred fold.  And it wasn't the scent of sweat and musk: the scent of a pair of balls locked away all day in those boxers.  It was the scent of the marbled shaft, itself -- slipping, already, half way free.  It was coppery and sharp.  It smelled like Scott's.  But it was different; it was pure.  Scott's scent was always so shrouded by his musk and his age, but Elliot was still too young for that.
And as his new friend pushed back his sheath, exposing his knot with a barely audible pop, Jeffery thought: would he TASTE like Scott too?  Scott was almost sweet.  Elliot was so much younger; so would he be sweeter?  Or were dogs, in general, saltier than foxes?  More savory?
Only then did he realize that his paw had risen, slowly inching toward its prize.  And he remembered how Scott felt: how his shaft, even at its hardest, remained fleshy, alive, and pulsing, held straight by the bone within...but how his knot was like steel.  Wet, shining, red steel...
Would Elliot feel the same?
Only millimeters from that flesh, though, his fingers withdrew, clenching into a frustrated, gray, little fist.  "Damnit, we can't,” he looked away as his arm drew back, and then he turned his gaze up, with a hopeful, apologetic smile.  "M-maybe later, though!  Maybe when Dad's asleep.”
"Are you sure?” Elliot asked through a shaking breath.  "I was gonna' let you touch...”
"Probably a lot more than that...” Hunter added.
The kitten was slow to respond, hesitant to answer, and quite clearly doing his best to not look down again, for fear of his faltering will, "Y-yeah, I'm sure.  Put it away...”  There was no real reason to stop it, of course.  He knew that if Scott saw them at all, it would only be through the window.  And he wouldn't to stop them.  He would let it go on.  But Jeffery had been given rules to follow.  He'd promised Scott that he would at least PRETEND he was worried about being caught.  "I'm sorry.  Dad could be out any minute.” 
"So?” Elliot argued, but struggled, nonetheless, to put himself away, as asked.  "Why would he care?  He's gay, too.”
"Yeah...but he's still my dad!  What dad DOESN'T try to keep his kids from having sex too soon?”  Jeff paused when he realized what he'd said, "Well...except yours, I guess...”
"Wait...” Hunter, still standing aside the scene, held up his paws with a sudden realization.  "If you've never done anything with anyone...then how did you know you liked knots?  How did you know ANYthing about knots?”
Jeffery's face tensed at the very subject, and his guests looked away immediately...their eyes locking onto one another, as they each stumbled upon the same simple little thought: foxes have knots, too.
And they pieced it together aloud from there.  Each one voicing just a single part of the whole, as -- like a game of verbal tennis -- they batted their thoughts back and forth, each one building upon the last until the picture was complete.
Hunter began: "Scott.”
"Scott is a fox.” 
"Scott is a GAY fox!”
"And Jeffery's gay!”
"Well...bisexual,” the tiger wavered a paw at the last bit...
...and his husky's head spun back to face Jeff.  "You and your dad!” he nearly yelped, "You two have done something together, haven't you?”
"What!?  No!” the gray cat waved his paws in near hysteria.  "I've never done anything with Scott or James!”
"James?” Hunter asked...
...and Elliot added: "We didn't say anything about James.”
And it began again -- their verbal tennis -- the couple volleying their words back and forth, without leaving even a moment's grace for Jeffery to interject.  Though, this time, some of what they had to say was at least superficially directed at him...
Looking at Elliot, Hunter began: "I knew he was hiding something.”
"Yeah, but I didn't expect this!”
"So you've you been having sex with BOTH of them?” the tiger turned back to Jeffery...
...and his husky did the same, "Like...both at the same time?  Or separately?”
"Of course it's at the same time!”
"Maybe...” Elliot tapped his chin.  "Or maybe it's JUST with James.”
"Holy shit!”  Hunter leaned closer to the boy, "Does Scott know?”
"Are you and Mr. Callaway fooling around behind your dad's back?”
"Who knows?” the big orange cat stood straight again.  "Maybe they're BOTH cheating with him, and NEITHER ONE knows the truth!”
"No,” the monochrome dog shook his head.  "There's no way they could all keep something like that a secret.”
"Not for long, anyway.”
"You know?”  Elliot snapped his fingers, "I bet you he's not even really adopted and they're just keeping him as a pet.”
"You mean like a sex slave?  That DOES sound like something Scott would be into.”
"Hmm...I wonder if they have any openings for a second pet...” the husky turned a dreamy eye on the clouds...
...while his boyfriend turned a hungrier one on their host, "...or if they're willing to share their current one?”
Jeffery -- with no hope of interrupting his new friends -- had spent their entire tirade in silence, simply twisting his head back and forth between the two, as they went.  He watched and listened while, in just a few short seconds, they worked it all out: his and Scott's every secret.  And now the only thing keeping him from shaking in terror was the power of his will, and his desperation to not do or say anything that might confirm their accusations.
But, in truth, the cat was lucky.  He was luckier than he knew.
He was lucky...because they were only joking.  They did know, of course, that he was hiding something.  He was nervous, and shifty, and holding back.  But they didn't REALLY believe that it was any of the things they'd said.  That's not to say that they would have been surprised if it WAS -- especially with Elliot's own history -- but they both understood that their wild, fantastic guesses were just...hopelessly optimistic.
They had no idea how right they really were.
"I'm not...I...” given the moment to speak, Jeffery tried, "...I swear, I'm just...” but managed nothing worthwhile to say.
"Look,” Hunter stopped him, "you're clearly hiding something.”
"And if you don't wanna' tell us what it really is...” Elliot added, "...then we're just gonna' go with this.”
"Yeah!  Sex slave sounds like as good an explanation as any!” his tiger nodded.
"Fine!”  Jeff blurted out the first answer that came to mind, "I've thought about it, okay?  About...m-me and my dad, that is.  I mean, I've seen knots in porn, right?  And I've always been curious about them, and...and, well, Dad IS a fox.”
Sunken into himself there in his chair, he smiled a hopeful little grin.  But looking them over, it was obvious that they weren't exactly convinced.  And why would they be?  He'd 'thought about it'?  That was his best excuse?  That wasn't something worth hiding!  He needed a better lie, and quick!  Something racier.  Something WORTH being embarrassed about...
So slowly, he continued, "And so I...I've been curious, you know?  I've...” he paused with a big fake sigh, "...I've spied on him in the shower, I've watched him and James having sex through his cracked door, and I even pawed off in his bed once, afterward, while they were in the shower, and...” he averted his eyes, "...and while the sheets still smelled like them.”
Half of him expected them not to believe his lies.  The other half worried he'd gone too far and that they'd think less of him for these things he'd never even actually even done.  He had a lot to learn about Elliot, of course...but as for Hunter...
"You watched them?” only one part of that had truly caught HIS attention.  "Who was on top?
"My dad.”
At that, Hunter stared off into the distance, losing himself quickly in the fantasy image of his teacher, of James, taking a dick from Scott...and then from HIM, as well...
...while Elliot continued along with their host, "Well, how long until you take the next step?”
"Huh?”
"You know: touch him in his sleep?  Wake him up with a blow job?”  The husky smiled, "Or crash one of their parties instead of just watching from the door?”
Jeffery only shook his head: "I couldn't do anything like that!”
"And why the hell not?  You obviously want to, and I'm sure he'd welcome it!  
The kitten raised an eyebrow, "Would you do something with YOUR dad just because he's bi?”
Hunter, dragged from his fantasies by that, couldn't help but wonder the same thing...especially thanks to Elliot's fervor...
...but the husky just deflected the question: "Mr. Hammond's not really your dad, though!”  He turned to his boyfriend for support, "Back me up here, Hunter.”
But the tiger just shrugged, "If he's that uncomfortable with the idea of doing something with Scott...then why not James?  James isn't even his ADOPTED dad!”
"Yeah, but James doesn't have a knot,” Elliot argued.
"You do, though,” Jeffery interjected, his voice soft but sure, as his guests turned their eyes back upon him.  "I mean...yeah: the idea of being with an older guy, my Dad especially, sounds kinky and fun and everything...” the boy was more confident than he'd been all night.  He could see his chance as clearly as if Elliot's cock were still hanging out of his pants, and he wasn't about to pass it up, "...but why do I need either of them, and all that stress, if I have two new gay friends my own age?”
Hunter raised an eyebrow, "And how do you know we'd be interested?”
"Well...you DID just make Elliot show me his dick.”
"He's got a good point,” the husky agreed.
"And, y'know...I still haven't seen yours, by the way.”  Boldly, he reached out a paw, trailing it along the still-standing tiger's waist, "Might be nice to find out if I like barbs as much as knots.”
Hunter made no motion to move the paw, "Don't you have barbs of your own, kitten?”
"Yeah, but I only know what they feel like on my paw.  I could find out what yours feel like in...” he licked his lips, "...other places.”
"Oh, you poor deprived, kitten!” Elliot jumped to his defense yet again.  "Are you really gonna' to deny him that, Hunter?”
"Or...you know...I AM kind of inexperienced.  I might not even be that good...” Jeffery let the paw fall, intentionally brushing the larger cat's growing bulge as he did.  "So if you don't want to play with me, you could always just...give me demonstration?  I've been told I'm more of a visual learner, anyway.”
Hunter smiled as he took a slow, single step forward.  He'd never needed the same level of encouragement that his boyfriend did.  If Jeffery wanted it, and if Elliot was onboard, then he had no qualms with initiating a new...friend.
But, of course, it was no fun if he didn't at least tease him a little bit.  And with his paw lighting softly on the kitten's gray shoulder, the tiger opened his muzzle to speak...
"Hey!”
...but it wasn't Hunter's voice that filled the back yard.
It was James's.
With the abrupt and sudden sound of an opening door, the raccoon's excited greeting struck them all...and brought their conversation -- Elliot's show, Jeffery's hopes, and Hunter's impending playful response, all -- to a screeching halt.
Hunter was startled and tense, his paw dropping away from Jeff's shoulder immediately, as he spun around...and the kitten, himself, was bordering on a rage, a scowl clouding his face at the perfectly timed interruption...
...but Elliot, no more than a third party for once, easily managed a smile.  "Hey Mr. Callaway!” he leaned to his side, to see past his striped lover.  "You just get here?”
"Few minutes ago, yeah,” he nodded.  "You guys need to get inside, though!  Dinner's ready.”  He pushed the door farther open to usher them in, but his face grew still in thought, "It was ready before I even got here, actually.  I wonder why Scott hasn't come to get you, already...”
"Yeah,” out of sight of his new friends, Jeffery shot his 'step father' a cold glare, "I wonder why.”






~






There we go! Sibirskaia continues!
*
This particular chapter (and the rest of Sibirskaia) was written entirely by yours truly: Oloroso Rhone!
But it was based on characters and story lines I created jointly with my friend Phil Anthro Pist
If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account on here at
http://phil-anthro-pist.sofurry.com/
*
The first arc of Sibirskaia ends here.
Think of these four chapters as the prologue of Sibirskaia...the starting point.  The stage has been set: the casts have collided and friendships have been formed, the divorce is under way, Jeffery's new life and freedoms are taking shape, and it seems that EVERYONE wants to sleep with EVERYONE!  So what comes next?
Find out in Sibirskaia Chapter 5:
Part 1 of 6 of "Blood & Water"
SIDE NOTE: "An Unusual Family" is a little misleading, isn't it?  That implies there's just ONE in play here.  But aren't both Jeffery AND Elliot's families quite unusual?  Or maybe I'm implying that they are (or might become) one big extended family?  Hmmm...

Anyway, thanks for reading!
I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at theottercoon[at]gmail.com
See you around for the next 26 chapters of Sibirskaia!

 
  Sibirskaia: Blood &amp; Water Part 1

  Blood & Water
Cotton & Silk


(November 1st)

Slow and meticulous, Elliot dressed alone before the mirror in his new bedroom. Black slacks with their ever-present pleats, white cotton dress shirt carefully tucked in and double checked from every angle, and a black leather belt to secure it all...

And he hated it.

He'd always hated clothes like these. But it wasn't because he had a problem with 'dressing up,' or even because it was particularly uncomfortable. It was the color: black and white. Shouldn't a husky -- or for that matter, a zebra, a panda, or anyone else naturally monochrome -- have some more color in their wardrobe than this?

But this suit was what was appropriate, of course. And loud colors wouldn't be. Not today.

He slipped his black silk tie around his neck, slowly knotting it as accurately as he could...and, just the same as always, he was reminded of the first time his father had shown him how. He remembered how was held so close: the wide eyed cub taking his first step into adulthood, in the safety of his father's arms. Once he was done, he smoothed the silk tie out along his cotton shirt, and felt the difference between the fabrics under paw...

Silk. Silk? Was a silk tie really appropriate? Or was it too gaudy? Too shiny? Would it look like he was trying to show off? Trying to get attention? No. No, of course not. It was just a tie. And besides...he didn't have any other ties to choose from.

And did they even make ties from anything other than silk?

The door opened.

His father stepped in.

Elliot watched in the mirror as the older husky drew close. No fancy suit hung on his frame. Just blue denim jeans and a loose, orange T: colors, just like Elliot would much prefer. But over his arm was draped a swath of black, and as he stopped behind his son Kristoff lifted and unfurled it...

The last piece of Elliot's suit: the jacket itself.

Silently, Elliot lifted his arms and let his father help him into the blazer. He didn't need the help, of course, but he wasn't too proud to accept it, either. What would it hurt?

And the elder husky's arms encircled him, then...straightening the jacket, and tightening and centering the tie. The touch was soft; it was comforting. It didn't feel at all intrusive or unwelcomed, despite the fact that it was done with no warning or request.

And for a moment, he was a cub again, terrified of taking this next step into adulthood...and welcoming the safety of his father's arms.

In the silence, he looked himself over in the mirror, straightening his sleeves and finding that perfect point between comfort and respectfulness. And as he did, he noticed just how far the sleeves rode up...just how much of his cuffs showed. It was an old suit, and he'd clearly grown...

Finally, he spoke.

"Are you sure it looks okay? It's not too small? I want...I wanna' look my best for him.”

His father pulled him back against his chest with those same welcome arms, "He'll just be happy you're there,” and placed a single kiss between his ears. "You know that.”

Three taps.

The door was still open, but it was only polite that he announce himself before entering...and Kris & Elliot, the boy now gripping his father's arms in their hug, looked to the mirror to see William stepping in.

"Sorry to intrude but,” he looked back at them through the mirror, just the same, "Stanley's here...”

~

In the living room, Aaron stood by the front door, his brother lingering just beyond.

"I'm sorry we haven't gotten him ready yet, Stan,” the younger rabbit glanced back, waiting for Will to return. "We've just all been a little...sluggish this morning.”

"No worries baby brother,” Stanley just shook his head, expressionless and calm. "I'm here early. We're still making good time.”

And the apology was unnecessary, regardless. The huskies were on their way.

From the hallway into the living room, the Masters family came as one. William stopped short, only feet into the room, as he shied away from the scene...but Kristoff bore on, a paw on Elliot's shoulder as he ushered the boy silently to the door.

Aaron stepped aside, and Stanley stepped in.

He smiled.

It was a comforting smile. It was a smile that promised the boy everything would be okay. And it answered his every question before he could ask. His clothes were fine. There was no rush and no cause to worry. And Stan would be with him.

The rabbit drew the boy into a hug of his own...

...and Kristoff broke the silence, "Are you sure Billy and I shouldn't be coming along?”

"Too many questions,” Stanley shook his head. "One high school friend is one thing...but a whole family of huskies no one knows?”

"Right.”

Stan's arms loosened to break the hug, but he didn't push away. He would let Elliot do that on his own...

...which, at some length, he did.

"You ready, kiddo?”

"Yeah.”

~

Friday. The Day of the Dead.

Three weeks ago, William Masters opened his small apartment to three new roommates: his brother Kristoff, his nephew Elliot, and his boyfriend Aaron. And by that weekend's end, a knocking had come to their door, bringing with it threats and demands...and schemes to steal Elliot away.

Robyn had come to call.

She claimed that their apartment was small -- far too small for three grown men and a teenager -- and that she would soon bring these claims to court, to prove that it was no healthy environment for her son.

The problem was: she was right. Maybe not about how 'healthy' it was, or about what the law might say...but the apartment was definitely too small.

And so now, thanks to that, three weeks later this strange little family found themselves settled somewhere new. Or...mostly new. Will, on good standing with his apartment complex, needed no more than a quick visit to the office and a signature, and it was done: and he'd transferred his lease from his tiny, one bedroom apartment...to a three bedroom only doors away.

With no need of a moving van, and almost no packing -- and with a bit of help, again, from Hunter and Stanley -- it had only taken a few lazy days. But the real satisfaction in it all wasn't the ease of the move. It wasn't the extra space they'd so desperately needed. It wasn't the new balcony that, on separate occasions, both William & Aaron and Elliot & Hunter had enjoyed under the moonlight. It wasn't the feeling of safety from Robyn's threats. And it wasn't even the sight, during the move itself, of Stan struggling to keep his grip on the fragile box in his arms...as an unwelcomed orange paw invaded his slacks...

No. It was the look on Robyn's face when she returned to see her plans so easily and utterly defeated.

And now they had their new home. Their boxes and clothes fit more easily inside -- no longer the cardboard maze they'd feared they would soon grow accustomed to -- and Elliot and Kristoff had regained their privacy. William and Aaron, of course, took the master bedroom, but each of the smaller ones was left to William's brother and nephew.

In the process, though, Will's office was sacrificed. Elliot and Kris took their computers into their own rooms easily enough, but William couldn't do the same. After all: what if he needed to use it while Aaron slept? And so, his computer, his desk, and all those things which had made his office an office, found their way into the living room...

Of course, opening his home like this wasn't just beneficial to his family and boyfriend. Kris and Elliot needed a home, and Aaron needed to be closer to his husky. William, though, needed them far more than they needed him...especially now that his rent had risen along with his number of bedrooms.

Will, after all, was unemployed.

He had lost his job in the face of his CEO's homophobia...that, and in an effort to protect his boyfriend's career. And now, on Aaron's suggestion, he was focusing on his writing completely, and letting his rabbit -- and now his brother -- support him while he did. It was an arrangement that everyone had agreed to: it was Aaron's idea, and Kristoff saw it as more than a fitting thank you for the home he and his son had been given. So, Kristoff and Aaron would work to pay the bills and to keep food in the fridge, while William used this time to finally make progress in his struggling little novel...

...which is exactly what he was attempting to do this morning.

As Kris and Aaron crept silently around the apartment -- with no television, music, or conversation to distract their typing host -- Will sat slumped before his monitor, eyes on his screen, and fingers on his keys.

Late in the morning, though -- some hours after Elliot had left -- those very fingers slipped from that keyboard, as the husky's brow furrowed in frustration. It was all wrong. He'd spent untold hours not just before this screen, or working on this story...but facing down this very passage. And no matter his efforts, no matter how many lines he deleted and retyped...it just wasn't right.

Scrolling up, he began to read over the passage from the beginning, for yet another of what was quickly becoming countless times. As his eyes darted about the screen, his lips formed every word...muttering them to himself, though barely audibly. He'd found long ago how useful it was to read his work aloud: how much it helped him to hear it...to know if it 'sounded right'. But he was also more than a little shy about this practice, as well, and he was too uncomfortable to really read it aloud within earshot of both his brother AND his boyfriend...

The offending passage, itself, was a large and daunting chunk of narration: pages of the omnipotent third person, without a line of dialogue or action to break them up. It was the story of a religion. It was the only religion of his fantasy world...or it may as well have been. It was the only one of note at least: an all encompassing world religion that none, save for his villains, denied. And as the pages explained: its teachings did not speak of the worship of Gods or of the making of his world. They taught the worship of mortal beings, now long dead...beings of magic with incredible life spans...beings who once ruled this fantasy world, and to whom all of the world's ancient ruins belonged.

The first few pages needed only minor edits -- misused words, typos, phrases here or there that his tongue stumbled upon -- but the further he read, the worse it became. Soon, the best of his sentences grew dull. They were simple, plain, and boring: dry to the point of sounding encyclopedic. But far worse were those which he'd believed were better! Those sentences he had so loved as they'd flowed onto the page -- with their impressive vocabulary, creative structures, and poetic flair -- instead sounded, now, awkward and overly complicated as they left his muzzle.

In the end, it was just too long.

Pages upon pages of back story were certainly doomed to grow monotonous. And any attempt to weave in his flamboyant panache would only serve, at best, to lengthen and complicate a passage already far too long...or seem artificial and forced at worst.

Finally, unable to stomach even READING his failing text any longer, William simply dropped his head into his paws, as his chest rumbled with a long, low growl...

...a growl which caught the ear of his brother, Kristoff, who just so happened to walking by at that very moment.

And he stopped.  "You okay, Billy?”

The younger husky raised his head back up, "Yeah, It's just this damn book.”

And from behind them came another voice. "Anything we could do to help?” Aaron's muzzle peeked over the back of the couch, from where he had been lounging and reading in silence.

Will, though, just shook his head. "You've been helping plenty just by being so quiet...” he slowly turned his chair around to face them, "...and by giving me so much space. I really don't know what else you could do.”

"Well...I AM a writer, too, you know. You don't think I could give you any advice?” The rabbit put a paw to his chest, feigning offense at his boyfriend's words: "I didn't realize you had such a negative opinion of my work!”

"Oh, you know that's not what I meant.” William shot him a playful glare before shrugging, "It's just that...I'm the one buried in it, over here, the one who knows all the ins and outs and what I'm trying to do. You two just don't.”

"Which is why you'll tell us,” Aaron argued as Kris leaned silently against the back of the couch beside him. "You'd be surprised how much help I've gotten from outside advice...even from friends who WEREN'T writers. Seriously: give it a shot. We might see something you can't.”

The canine offered a defeated sigh and shook his head again. He doubted it would do any good, but it also wouldn't do any harm. So what was the point in arguing? "Fine. Uhm...” he took a moment to consider where to start. "Okay, so I'm writing this scene, and it requires a lot of explanation, right? A lot of back story. I've explained where my characters are at, what the place looks like, and a little bit of its history...” He motioned a paw at his roommates as he drew upon his point: "But very important to that history is its religion -- a religion I haven't explained yet in the book, at all -- so I feel I should take this time to detail it to the reader. After all, it's kind of important to future plot points and everything.” And then he motioned that same paw back at the monitor behind him, "But the problem is that I've just written everything WAY too boring. It's slow, it's dry, it's...prodding. It's like reading from a bad high school text book.”

Aaron looked down, his chin resting on the back of the couch as he considered that for a moment, before finally looking back up, "Your strong suit is dialogue, right?”

"It is.”

"Well then why not tell the back story that way? THROUGH dialogue? Tell it through a conversation instead of narration. That's your comfort zone, after all.”

Will just shook his head, though, "There's just no way.”

"And why not?”

"Cause it'd be too obvious that I was just using my characters for exposition. It wouldn't be a natural conversation...”

"I've done it before,” the rabbit argued. "I'm sure you could pull it off, too.”

"Sure. Because sometimes you can. But not here.” William held up his paws to halt any arguments, so he could explain: "All of my characters should already know all of this information. It would just come across way too awkward and unrealistic for them to stop and break into some long conversation...just to tell each other things they already know.” He motioned at his lover, again, as he offered a real world example, "I mean: imagine if I walked up to you and just started going on and on about, say...the fact that we just moved into this new place, or where we went for our first date, or something like that. Something that you clearly already know all the details of...”

"Okay...that makes sense,” Aaron nodded, before sitting up straighter. "So, then, what about tweaking one of your characters? Make them into someone who, for whatever reason, is completely out of the loop about this place and its religion?”

"Well, first of all, because -- thanks to their backgrounds -- that would be WAY too big of a change to any of these characters...and probably to the whole plot of the book,” the dog explained. "But, that aside, I think the problem we're having here is that you have the benefit of writing stories that take place in the real world.”

"What do you mean?”

"That your readers already know just about everything you need them to, unless it's something very specific, or something you invented,” he suggested. "Like, for instance, unless you DO have a character who, for some reason, doesn't know what a television set is...you wouldn't EVER have to explain it, just for the benefit of your reader.” And realizing he'd stumbled upon a perfect example, he snapped his fingers with a grin, "But imagine that you did! Imagine you were writing a book set in our world, but for an audience who somehow didn't know what a television was. What possible reason would you have to make one of your characters explain that to another one? Why in the world would any of your characters not just already...know?”

Aaron cracked a small, defeated smile, "Time traveler? Alien?”

"Exactly. And unless that's what your story was already about...that would seriously change the theme. And that is exactly the problem that I'm having.” Will shrunk back into his computer chair with a shrug, "Unfortunately, dialogue just isn't an option; it has to be narration. I just have to make that narration better.”

Aaron let out a long breath, before turning to look at Kristoff, who was still leaning against the back of the couch, beside him, "What do you think, Kris?”

But the elder husky just shrugged, "I don't know anything about writing. That's your and his field, not mine.”

"True,” the rabbit nodded, "but you do read.”

"And I don't pay much attention to how it's written, when I do.”

"God!” William yelped out a sharp laugh. "And wouldn't it be great if no one did? No reviewers or academic types? Then I could just run with this, let it be shit, and move on.”

"Maybe you should!” Kris advised, but then stammered to clarify: "I mean: I don't mean write something bad...but why not just move on? Skip this scene for now and come back to it later?” With a huff and quick shake of his head, though, he added: "But I really don't know. And I'm probably not the best one to ask, today, anyway. I'm a bit too distracted to be of any real help.”

"Because of Elliot?” Aaron asked.

"Yeah.”

"Fuck,” Will put his forehead in his paw, "I'm sorry, Toffy.”

"Why?”

He looked back up, "Because here I am bitching about some fantasy book and my writer's block, and you've got actually important things to worry about.”

"Don't worry, Billy. Your writing is important too. This is your dream, your future, maybe even your livelihood,” Kristoff assured his younger brother. "And besides, personally...I'm doing fine! I don't mind living here, especially now that there's room...and I quite enjoy being away from Robyn. I just...I feel bad for Elliot, you know?”

Aaron reached a paw up from his spot on the couch, lightly brushing the dog's back, "Is there anything we could do to make you feel better?”

"Probably not,” Kris shook his head. "The only thing that'll make me feel better is if HE finally does...and that'll only happen if things actually GET better.” He looked down in a lengthy moment of silence before admitting: "You know, I just...I can't help but feel like I'm failing him in all of this.”

"What?” William recoiled. "Why in the world would you think that?”

The elder dog laughed in near disbelief -- as if it were obvious -- before listing it off on his fingers one-by-one: "Because I couldn't handle Robyn better in the fight. Because I couldn't protect him from her. Because I made that stupid decision to trick her, that started all of this to begin with. And...” he dropped his paws before turning an eye to the front door, "...and now he's going through all this shit today, and I don't even know what to say to comfort him!” He looked back at Will with a shrug, "I mean, really: what have I done RIGHT?”

"You've loved him,” Aaron answered for them both.

"Yeah!” Will agreed. "With him basically losing his mother...what he needs more than anything right now is you.”

"And you've been there for him through everything!” the rabbit added. "You've made him the number one priority in your life.”

"You've gotta' realize how important that is to him, right?” William asked...

...and Aaron amended, "You've gotta' realize how much he loves you!”

"Maybe,” Kristoff crossed his arms and looked away. "But is that really enough?”

William leaned forward, "Toffy, you are an amazing father. Far better than ours ever was!”

"...or mine and Stan's,” Aaron echoed the sentiment.

"And you CAN'T blame yourself for what Robyn did, or for her pushing you over the edge in your fight...”

"...OR for your decision to give him and Hunter a safe outlet for their...urges.”

"And as for today...” Will met that topic with a shrug of his own, "Really: what could anyone say? This was something he was gonna' have to deal with sooner or later, no matter what. You couldn't change that.”

"Maybe you're right, but I just...” Kris tensed in frustration, "He's sad! And it's my job to fix that. So if I can't, I...”

He clenched his jaw tight, letting his voice trail off into a discouraged breath. He'd said all he could. He'd put to words his fears and his concerns, and he'd heard his brother's and Aaron's consolation and advice. But it hadn't eased his mind.

And so too, were the others silent. What more could they hope to say, either? They could offer him endless assurances, but as he'd said himself: he wouldn't feel better until Elliot did. And that was something they clearly couldn't change...least of all, today.

But of course, just because they couldn't change the past, or wash away Kris and Elliot's current pains...didn't mean they couldn't offer a distraction. And so -- albeit at some length -- when the long, sullen silence was finally broken, it was broken by the sound of a rabbit's playful coo...

"You know? I'm thinkin' that maybe somebody just needs to get his mind off of everything,” Aaron gripped the back of the couch, pulling himself to his knees in the seat. "A little diversion, perhaps?” he sparked an impish grin as he wound his arms around the husky, one paw on his stomach, and the other lying gently on his groin.

"Nonono,” Kris shook his head with an apologetic smile, almost as amused with the rabbit's antics as he was displeased. "None of that,” he scolded softly as he pushed back the paws, and then stood straighter and away from them.

"And why not?” the rabbit leaned after him, undaunted, his paws now on the dog's hips. "It's my day off. And you took off work, too, for Elliot. We've got all day!”

"And we shouldn't be expecting Elliot back any time soon, either!” Will agreed. "So it's not like we'd get caught, this time.”

We? Kris rolled his eyes. A little grope, and already his brother had decided this was a threesome! "Look: I just...I don't know if this feels right. I mean, isn't it a little...inappropriate on a day like today? Disrespectful, even?” Despite his objection, though, he made no attempt take those few simple steps needed to escape Aaron's paws.

"Well why don't you think of it as a...” with a smile, his younger brother rolled his chair forward, trapping the other husky between that chair and the back of the couch...between himself and Aaron, "...as a celebration of life?” And without even the pretense of waiting for permission, his fingers hooked the waistband of his brother's jeans, and popped open their button with a single flick.

Kristoff turned his head away, but leaned against the couch again, nonetheless, instead of putting up any sort of fight. "Oh God...this is just too weird,” at the sound of his unzipping fly, he winced and closed his eyes to the scene.

"Because it's inappropriate, still?” Aaron cooed, again, into the husky's ear as his paws stroked his torso through his shirt. "Or because he's a guy?”

"Or because I'm you brother?” William amended...

...and Kristoff answered through barely cracked eyes, "All of the above?”

"Oh come on, now!” the seated husky scoffed. "It hasn't been that long since the last time we did this.” Teasingly, his fingers hooked the waistband of his brother's cotton boxers, but didn't yet pull them down.

"It'd be the first time since high school that I'll've done it SOBER!” Kris maintained.

"Oh, please!” Aaron argued in a sultry little tone, as he kissed along the dog's neck. "It was a good excuse, Kris...but you weren't THAT drunk last time,” and his dusty paws worked their way under the tail of his brother-in-law's shirt, slowly pulling it up and exposing his soft, white stomach.

"Yeah,” Will agreed. "I mean...I understand why you'd put on a show in front of other people. Elliot even! But when it's just the three of us?” Slowly, he leaned down, tugging his brother's now unfastened jeans lower and lower, before letting them bunch at the ankles. "I know you're adult enough to be honest with yourself,” he looked up, his nose shamelessly brushing across the other husky's cotton-covered package as he did, "So why not us, too?”

"I'm not gay,” Kristoff protested, though he still stepped free of his jeans.

"You don't have to be,” the younger canine assured him as he stood, pushing his computer chair back with a gentle kick.

And, with a clearly sarcastic smile, Kris maintained: "I'm married,” as he casually lifted his arms.

"Barely,” Will smiled back, watching as Aaron pulled his brother's shirt up and over his head.

"I'm...distracted?” the elder dog offered his final token argument as he dropped the shirt aside, left now in nothing but his cotton boxers.

"Well that's the plan!”

William smiled a eager, toothy grin at his nearly nude brother, before finally reaching down to pull his own shirt off as well...

...but he was stopped, frozen stiff at the feeling of two paws touching his hips. His face was hidden behind his black shirt, and all he could see of the room around him were shadows and orbs of light. But he could hear the soft tap of Toffy's approaching paws, and he could smell the faintest hint of his brother's musk through the coffee on his breath. He could feel his brother draw near. He could feel his paws gripping his hips.

And Will smiled. Kris's lack of resistance was encouraging, but his actual participation was something else entirely.

William finished pulling up his shirt and tossed it aside to smile expectantly at his brother, "Well...? Go on.”

Silent and unsure, Kris turned to look at Aaron...

...but the younger husky assured him: "Oh, he doesn't mind! He's been waiting to see this show again for over 15 years!”

And sure enough, Kristoff could hear in the silence, the unmistakably clichéd sound -- no better word for it than fapping -- as the rabbit's paw tapped against the couch cushions just below where either husky could see...

Kris looked back at his brother. He lingered there to take in the reality of the moment, obviously beset by nervousness, but making no move to turn back. "It's just...it's been so long since I've been with anyone but than Robyn. And I feel...I feel like I don't even remember how...”

Will, though, leaned in and whispered in his ear: "You never forget...” as he gripped Kristoff's paw and shifted it to his own, still-concealed bulge.

And the older dog shivered at the foreign flesh in his paw. 'Excuse' or no, he hadn't been lying. This was the first time he'd done anything like this, when sober, in fifteen over years. But the feel of his brother's throbbing sheath in his paw, even behind two layers of fabric, brought every ravenous urge and salacious detail rushing back.

"No.” He growled, "No you don't.”

And he leaned in, just the same, his muzzle running along the side of Will's. The white fur there brushed through his own, and the scent of another husky filled his nose. He remembered Robyn. He remembered her face pressed against his, in happier days. And he smiled at his brother's scent: at how different it was, but sill similar enough to drag such memories to bear.

His paw released William's groin. It slid to his waist, where it unbuttoned and unzipped the other dog's pants...showing none of the teasing patience that Will had shown him. And before gravity could even catch the loosed khakis, his paw was inside of them, feeling that still familiar organ throb, now, through nothing but a layer of silk.

The pants dropped and William stepped free, now bare but for his boxers -- the same as his brother -- and from the couch, Aaron let out a pained whimper.

The brothers looked up, roused by the sound, and found the rabbit tensed and frozen. His breaths were haggard, his eyes screwed shut, and his arm flexed and tremoring. He'd stopped himself pawing, mere moments before he would have stained the couch.

"Bunny's left out...” Kristoff looked back at his brother with a smirk...

...and William nodded, "Well then maybe it's time we take our little show...and our audience...somewhere more comfortable.”

At that, the younger husky took a firm hold of his older brother's boxers by the waist and tugged, pulling him along as he turned and strode toward the master bedroom's distant door. And Kris's paws tread right along behind, more than content with being led, as he called back without even a glance:

"Come on, bunny!”

In moments, a trail of clothes -- Aaron's clothes -- littered the path to the bedroom, as the three old friends stepped through the door.

Finally letting go of his brother's underwear, William turned around and stepped backwards to the bed, sitting on its edge and beckoning Kristoff to follow. And -- though with some timidity -- Kris did just that, climbing over him and pushing him back...

...only to tense and shiver as Will gripped and stroked him through his boxers.

Overcome and beyond any further attempts at self control, Kris leant forward with a growl, grabbing his brother by the head and pulling him into a deep and violent kiss. A kiss. Something he had definitely not done -- sober or no -- with anyone but his wife in far longer than he could remember.

And their paws roamed, rushing with abandon through one another's fur. Down their thighs, up their stomachs and chests, gripping their muzzles and cheeks in the heat of the kiss, and clawing through the black coats of their backs as they shamelessly grinded against one another. Soon, both of their marbled shafts stood at attention, slipped free of both their sheaths, and of the slits in their boxers. They twitched and dripped between their bodies. They matted their fur. And as they pressed against each other, they slipped and slid: wet, red flesh against wet, red flesh...

...and from the door way, Aaron simply watched.

Here before him, they'd become a near unrecognizable mass of fur and flesh. They were so similar...so indistinguishable. With their fur ruffled and mussed from their wandering paws, and their features beneath left so distorted, their every little difference had vanished. He remembered meeting them well over a decade ago, and being almost certain, for a time, that they were twins. And today, it was just the same. Here, on this bed, he could only tell them apart thanks to the difference between cotton and silk.

But soon enough, as roaming paws gripped and tugged at the fabrics, and two pairs of boxers fell to the carpet...even that little distinction gave way.

Finally, though, their muzzles broke apart, and the husky on top rolled, fell, and flopped to the side of his brother, and onto his back. And as he spoke, through shaking, rasping breaths...

...it was the voice of Kristoff. "You know...” he looked up, "...you don't just have to watch.”

Aaron, though, waved his paws frantically, the motion causing his own exposed and rigid shaft to sway before him. "N-no! I don't mind! I don't mind at all!” he assured them, the smile plastering his muzzle standing as sign -- just as clear as his bouncing erection -- as to just how much he was enjoying he show. "K-keep going. Please!”

"But, you see...here's the problem,” Kris explained: "I haven't fucked anything in months.”

"Months?” the rabbit recoiled. "But you and Robyn only split up like...ONE month ago.”

"I know...” Kris confirmed with a glare and a muted growl. "But the point is: if I'm doing this with you two...somebody's gettin' dicked. And since Billy and I can never seem to agree to bottom for one ANOTHER...”

"Whoa,” William spoke up, in playfully feigned offense. "You know...I think it's common courtesy to ask permission before you start making plans to fuck somebody else's boyfriend.”

"Hey!” The elder husky, in equal playfulness, pointed back at his brother, "You two are the ones who wanted to drag me into this so bad! It's not my fault if you bit off more than you could chew.”

Will turned his eyes from his brother and locked them on the naked rabbit. "But what if I wanted to fuck him?”

And Kristoff's eyes did the same, "I never said you couldn't.”

Aaron's dick flexed, standing ever stiffer thanks to the sight before him: the pair of dogs both staring -- hungry eyes, drooling cocks, and ravenous grins -- directly at him. It was his every fevered dream come true!

And it would only get better from here...

William licked his lips. "Well? You heard him!” as he barked at the bunny, he reached over with his paw, fingers gripping his own brother's cock by the knot and pointing it straight up. "Get that fluffy tail over here!”

Aaron wanted to take in the scene. He wanted to savor the dominant sound of his lover's voice, and the chilling sight of their playmate's shameless, lustful grin. He wanted to dwell on the fact that he was looking at William's paw wrapped around Kristoff's knot...and at the slow trickle of Will's own brother's dampness soaking into that paw's fur.

But he was already approaching the bed. His feet had moved before he told them to...and more quickly than his shame would have allowed, were his mind clearer...were his cock softer. And he was already climbing in to join them. 

He was straddling the husky before his knees had even settled into the comforter beneath them. He felt the heat of the crimson flesh beneath his tail, and the heat of two pairs of eyes locked upon him. Kris leaned back and smiled up, smug and expectant. And Will tilted his brother's dick back and forth...its spongy, tapered, and leaking tip teasing and lubing the bunny's cleft.

No one said a word. Aaron reached back and took the tool from his lover's paw. Kris's eyes closed. Will rolled away. And Aaron sank down the very instant he'd lined the tip with his eager, quivering hole.

The heat enveloped Kris. There was no teasing, no moment of adjustment. There was simply the cool, dry air of the bedroom, and then the hot, sticky flesh of the rabbit's insides.

And Kristoff came to life!

His paws gripped the dusty fur of Aaron's hips and pulled him down hard. It wasn't with the speed he knew he'd soon display -- the rabbit was far too tight for that, yet -- but it was with all the force. And the friction burned them both. They grimaced and strained. The dog growled and the rabbit whined...but neither stopped: not until the husky's knot was pressed against his brother-in-law's dusty cheeks.

"That's it, Toffy,” Will encouraged his brother: "Baby likes it rough.”

Billy. He'd nearly forgotten about Billy.  "Oh, I remember,” Kris smiled devilishly at his brother...and then went to work.

William watched on in rapt silence. He stared at his brother's paws: his fingers digging into Aaron's fur and flesh. He watched as his boyfriend -- the rabbit he loved -- bounced up and down on Toffy's swollen cock. Faster and faster with every stroke. And he lost himself in the music of their every sound: the whimpered moans, the growling grunts, and the wet, muffled taps...all covering up, here and there, the occasional whispered: 'God,' 'yes,' 'good boy,' 'take it,' and 'just like that.' And, for a moment, he even found himself marveling curiously at how Aaron's ears flopped about with every bounce...

Did they do that when the two of them fucked, too?

And then he realized, all at once, that he had no clue who was leading this little show. Who, exactly, was in control? Was this all Toffy? Were Toffy's gripped paws and straining arms lifting the little bunny, and pistoning his body up and down that gleaming shaft? Was he jacking himself off with Aaron's hole? Or was it Aaron? Was he bouncing on the pole of his own free, greedy, little will?

But as William's cock dripped onto the comforter beneath him, he also realized...he LOVED this!

He loved watching his rabbit getting fucked by someone else! He loved watching another dick bury itself under that fluffy little tail...and violate his tight little hole. It being his brother's dick was only a bonus.

Maybe this was something they should do again, if Kris was up for it. Or if not Kris...maybe someone else? Nikki? No, too subby. Stan? No, too much work.

Elliot?

He shook his head and focused himself, again, on the here and the now. He couldn't just sit by and watch this anymore! He sat up, and spun. He pushed Aaron down, hard and fast, forcing the rutting furs to lie still -- knot-to-ass and chest-to-chest -- as he moved in from behind and straddled his brother's knees.

"Hold him,” William ordered...

...and Kris obeyed, halting his thrusts as he wrapped his arms around the rabbit.

Will gave no further explanations -- no warnings -- and made no requests. But everyone knew what came next. They'd never done it. They'd seen pictures and videos...they'd read stories...and at least one of them had dreamt of what it would be like to feel so full.

But this would be a first for them all.

No knot is perfectly round. It's not as if a tennis ball were housed in that enticing, marble-red flesh. It's more the shape of a heart or a peach: two mounds coming together on one side to leave a groove -- or at least flattening out -- as they wrap around the shaft of the canine, vulpine, or lupine to whom they belong. For some, this grove sits on top...but for most, and for Billy and Toffy, it lies along the underside.

And here...in the tense and expectant silence of this heated moment...William laid his flowing tip directly into that groove.

He felt his brother's heartbeat against his cock...and felt both of his lovers tense before him as he slid forward. His tip pressed against Aaron's battered and already filled hole, and he grabbed the rabbit's hips just his older brother had, only moments before.

It was time.

He pushed forward -- forceful but steady -- and felt the ring of flesh stretch as it had only been stretched before, by the intrusion of a knot. It gripped the top of his tapered head like a vice, a tourniquet intent on letting nothing through. But he pushed along, the topside of his shaft soon wrapped and hugged by the ring, while the underside slid along his brother's throbbing meat.

Three heartbeats fought one another with the uneven rhythm of their beats, and three bodies shook.

Aaron bit his lip as he was split wider and wider apart. He strained to hold his breath, afraid of doing anything that might make this stop. Until, finally, he could restrain it no more...and a sharp cry rang from his muzzle.

But Kristoff simply smiled and held him tighter, snarling into his ear: "You know you love it.”

He nodded. If he didn't, he would've begged them to stop. But, God help him, he did! He loved it all! His cries and his yelps, though, had already begun, and there was no stopping them now. Unless, of course, they were muffled...

...perhaps by a husky's lips?

Kristoff, at once, locked their mouths into a kiss to silence him -- to quiet anything that might've seemed, to Billy, to be any sort of protest. And the rabbit kissed back. As Will sank deeper and deeper inside, both of his lovers' bodies trembled: Kris's at the feeling of his brother's slick flesh grinding against his own, and Aaron's at the sensation of being filled...at the thought of being used.

William hilted himself.

Two knots pushed against the bunny's hole -- their flattened sides pressed together -- and two cock tips twitched, jetting pre onto one another, deep inside. The kiss broke. All three breathed deep to relax...

...and then Will drew back for his first, merciless thrust!

Kris shuddered at the feeling of another dick sliding along his own. Aaron cried out. And no one hushed him with a kiss. Kristoff, instead, only gripped him tighter...before quickly and brutally thrusting into him just as his brother had done, before.

At first, their pounding was erratic and confused. There was no cadence or control. There were simply two aching poles -- one fatter, one longer -- fighting for position, as they fucked the rabbit's hole.

In time, though, they found that rhythm: one thrusting in as the other pulled out, and then back...

Aaron rocked between them. His cries had stopped, but his cheeks were wet with tears. He would never ask them to stop. He would never regret this. And even as the tears flowed and the pain faded into a tingling numbness, he knew...he would want this again.

And with a breathless squeak he came!

The bunny's sandwiched cock jerked and flexed beyond his control, filling the space between his and Kristoff's stomach with a hot, sticky pool of seed.

And at the warm, wet feeling of the rabbit's climax, Kristoff's bucking stopped. He tensed. He hadn't halted himself, though, out of kindness to Aaron. He'd stopped from fear that he might cum, too. The feeling of his brother-in-law's cock spasming against him...and the smell and the feel of being covered in the rabbit's cum...it was almost too much.

But he wasn't ready to finish, yet...

Of course, the problem was that it may as well have been out of his control! Because Billy, after all, DIDN'T pause...or even slow. And with his rod still slipping and sliding, grinding against his older brother's...it was only through sheer power of will that Toffy wasn't cumming, regardless.

William's lunging grew stiffer and stiffer, slamming his knot against his boyfriend roughly enough to bruise them both. But that was a pain he would feel later. For now, he was driven only to fill Aaron with his seed...to let it out in a wave of heat across his brother's buried bone.

And he did just that!

Beneath him, Kristoff's every muscle tensed, as he refused to let this end for himself, so soon. But the searing heat and the rushing, viscous force of his brother's orgasm drove him nearly to the brink! He couldn't hold it back! He couldn't stop it! He was going to...to...

Will pulled back at once, leaving a now far emptier hole alone to Kris. There was only one more thing he wanted. One more thing he needed to watch. It wasn't enough to see his rabbit fucked. He wanted to see him tied! Bred!

"Make him yours!” he barked at his brother, as his tip slid free...

...and the elder husky, already teetering upon the edge, rammed himself up, splitting the rabbit even wider than the two cocks had, before. And in an instant, he loosed his own pent up fluids as far and as deep into his poor, used, little, bitch as they could flow.

Silence.

Panting.

William had fallen to the side. Aaron lay limp atop Kristoff, lightly kissing and licking at his neck, in submission and affection. And Kris, himself, for moments past completion, bucked softly against the rabbit's tail...riding out every tiny twitch of what he would one day call his 'perfect orgasm.'

For some time, no one spoke. In fact, two of the three could barely even manage coherent thoughts, but when one of them finally did open his muzzle to speak, it was the third of them...

Fighting his dried mouth and labored breaths, Kristoff struggled to rasp out the words: "Internal...monologue...”

"Huh?” Aaron paused his kissing.

"Billy,” the husky answered by pointing a limp finger at his brother.  "He should try...an internal monologue.”

William responded, just as breathlessly as the other canine: "My...my book?”

"Yeah. It's like...like narration, but dialogue too,” Kris explained, beginning to catch his breath enough to speak, albeit only barely. "Just...just have a character thinking about how much they...they hate this religion.” He gave a weak little shrug, "Or love it. Whatever. It doesn't matter. And then just weave everything into their thoughts...all the little bits of info that the reader needs.”

Will blinked...half out of the struggle to keep his eyes open to begin with, and half out of surprise that his brother had come up with this idea just NOW, of all times. Apparently this really had been a good distraction for him!

"Well...it's not boring narration,” he admitted.

"Or un-” Aaron winced at the pain in his knotted ass, when he made the mistake to try and move, "unrealistic dialogue...”

Billy nodded, "And it's not a big character change, either”

Toffy began to smile, but was cut off by a yawn. And then he continued: "You just gotta' give one of your characters a reason to be thinkin' about all the shit that you want the reader to learn...”

Another silence fell over them. Aaron resolved to not move again until he was unlatched from the dog beneath him, and he let himself flirt with drifting off to sleep, instead. Kristoff lazily positioned an arm under his head, while the other gently held the rabbit still atop him. And William furrowed his brow in thought, as a smile slowly crept across his muzzle...

"Can we do this every time I have writer's block?”






~






There we go! Sibirskaia continues!
*
This particular chapter (and the rest of Sibirskaia) was written entirely by yours truly: Oloroso Rhone!
But it was based on characters and story lines I created jointly with my friend Phil Anthro Pist
If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account on here at
http://phil-anthro-pist.sofurry.com/
*
Sibirskaia is back!
I hope you enjoyed Kris, Will, and Aaron's day at the house alone.
I know I did. I've been wanting to depict that little act for a LONG time!
(And I know you guys have been waiting for some real sex and less teasing!)
But, outside of all of that...
...what the hell is going on with Elliot?
I'm willing to bet we should tune in for chapter 6 to find out!


SIDE NOTE: Go take a look at this fan art FrostedFur did for me:https://www.sofurry.com/view/569709
This picture was my inspiration for the beginning of the sex scene in the bedroom. When Kris climbs on top of Will and they get all gropey and kissy?
Thanks Frosty!


SIDE NOTE 2: I've learned there's a downside to planning everything in advance.
If you have everything planned out, sometimes something new will pop up and you won't really have a way to include it in your previous plans. That happened here. Did anyone notice in the early narration (talking about their move), I mentioned Hunter grabbing Stan's junk? That was the fall out from last chapter's bet. I hadn't originally planned that bet. And then once I put it in Chapter 4, I realized I had NO CHAPTER with a space to show the outcome...EVER! So I had to make it happen between chapters.


Anyway, thanks for reading!
I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at theottercoon[at]gmail.com
See you around for the next 26 chapters of Sibirskaia!

 
  Sibirskaia: Blood &amp; Water Part 2

  Blood & Water
Ashes & Dust


(November 1st)
I really didn't want to speak, here, today.
I'm having trouble just talking. At all. To anyone. Let alone handling a responsibility like this.
I'd much rather be hiding in the back row -- head down, so I don't have to look anyone in the eye -- and be listening to ANY one of you do this, instead...and hating you...because nothing you have to say would be good enough...
But if I don't do this, who will? Who else is there? Doctor Jones?
My father?
To be honest, I don't even know what to say. What does anyone say, standing up here? What are you supposed to say in a...in a eulogy?
I could talk about her family, I guess. That's the usual topic, right? I could tell you about the husband she lost to war: the grandfather who I never met, and only know from her old stories. I could tell you about her only son...my father...who didn't even bother to show up, today. Or the childless sibling she outlived...
...or her only grandchild.
But that would paint a picture of a lonely and forgotten woman. And one glance around this chapel shows that that was anything but the truth...
I could talk about her career and her accomplishments. But no one came here, today, to celebrate some newspaper article she wrote...or to learn her secret to financial independence in old age. We're here for her.
So perhaps the story of her childhood. But how? No one's left to give a firsthand account, and what few stories I've been told would be...half remembered at best.
And besides: none of these things would say anything -- not really -- about who she really was.
Dorothy Thurman was a woman who always thought family meant more than blood. It's why she treated her doctor like a son...and why I treat him like a dad. And it's why all of you are here today, even though none of you were technically...'family.'
She, herself, said more than once that this was because she had so little 'real' family left...and that she was just trying to fill the void. But that was just modesty. Not truth. She loved us all. And she never gave us reason to doubt it.
Dorothy was a tiger who, as a child, chose to be called 'Dot.' It was a nickname she kept her entire life. And it was a nickname that she still laughed and smiled over in her later years, just the same as she had as a little girl.
Every one of you has heard the joke. Every new friend she made had to hear it at least once...
"Why do they call me Dot?” she'd ask, and then she'd point to her stripes and say: "Because of all my spots!”
Dorothy was a woman who would be bragging right now, if she could, about how she did all of this on purpose. She timed it just right! Because how many of US get to say that OUR funeral was on the Day of the Dead?
Dorothy was a woman who took her grandson in and raised him as her own, when his own parents didn't want him. She gave him everything. She'd already spent her life raising one ungrateful son, and, without a moment's thought, she took on a second, hyperactive, smart-mouthed little tiger boy...who she knew she was already too old to handle.
But she never complained. And she showed him more love than any two 'real' parents ever could.
Dorothy...
...my grandmother was the person we should all hope to be. And she deserves better than any eulogy I could ever hope to give.
~
Graveside.
One hour later.
The coffin was closed, now. No more the surreal taxidermy on display. No longer the sight of a sleeping tigress who would never wake, wearing the cheap imitation of her living face. No more hollow reminders...
Just a box.
Hunter stood at her head...or maybe her feet. He wasn't sure. Those who had followed from the chapel passed them by, in sequence -- first her, then him -- one by one. They laid their flowers, each and every one, upon the already flowered wreath...
...and then they stopped to speak to him. Paying their respects. Offering their condolences. Religious platitudes that he doubted they even believed...and in which he found no comfort.
Behind and to his right stood Elliot, half hidden...and past them both stood Stanley. They were here because Hunter wanted them here. Because he would have it no other way. They were all he had left, and he couldn't do this alone.
The passing faces -- nameless innumerable faces -- barely gave Stan a second look. They expected him. He was Dorothy's doctor. He was her closest friend in her final days. And, as Hunter had said in the eulogy: her son.
He would be Hunter's only family now. His guardian. His father...
Toward Elliot, however, those nameless passing faces cast their curious stares: discrete glances at best, and contemptuous sneers at worst. And it was only out of respect for the woman lying to his side that Hunter let such insults pass. Only in Dot's memory was this graveyard not filled with his cursing...
...only for her, did he fake his smiles.
But how dare they? How could they call themselves her friends, and still show both her and her grandson such disrespect? They could be suspicious if they wanted. They could be ignorant, homophobic, and cruel. They could be weary of an outsider in their midst...standing where they felt he ought not.
But Dorothy's funeral was not the time!
Eventually, the line of nameless faces broke. Eventually, one of those faces had a name:
Scott Hammond.
The vulpine face offered the gentlest of smiles. Sympathetic, sincere, and soft. He took Hunter's paw into his. "I never met Dot,” he only had the usual to say, "and I won't pretend I knew her. But if she raised you...and the cat you're becoming is any indication...then she was everything you said and more.” Short, sweet, and respectful...
He moved along and stopped by Stan. Hushed voices. Secret whispers. Words about money, about housing, and about what practical help might be needed.
But another face pulled Hunter's attention away. Another face, another name:
James Callaway.
The raccoon took the tiger's paw, just the same as had his fox, though firmer and with both his gray paws enveloping the orange and white fur. "I'm so sorry she didn't make it, Hunter. I know. I know there's nothing I can say...nothing anyone here can say. I know what it's like to be...”
Alone.
He didn't say the word, but they both knew it was next. At a café, three weeks ago, he'd told Hunter how he'd lost his family. How he'd been alone. And if anyone here really knew...
"Look,” he continued, opening the tiger's paw and pressing a small piece of paper to its palm, "if you need me, call. Anything. Anytime. Day or night. I'll be there.” He let go and glanced at Stanley, then back at the boy, "And I'm gonna' talk to Dr. Jones. I'll be there when you move, too. You don't want to face that empty house alone.”
And as he stepped aside, another face and another name filled the vacuum of his wake:
Jeffery.
Jeffery...Hammond? Did the name come with the adoption?
"I'm sorry for your loss,” the little cat shifted on his feet. But why was he even here? He shouldn't be. He didn't need to be. Why would they bring him? He was so nervous, so out of place. He didn't even know what to say, or how to stand...
...and the tiger knew exactly how he felt.
Hunter wanted to hug him. He wanted to draw Jeffery in, and to tell the little gray thing in his arms that everything would be okay. He was doing fine, and he was so happy that his new friend had come. Thank you, Jeffery. It means the world to me.
Weird, though. Today of all days. And he felt bad for Jeffery...?
"I'm sorry,” the cat repeated...
...and along he went, replaced again by face after nameless face. Tired faces and their meaningless clichés. Bored faces and their sympathies with no empathy. Lying faces who certainly didn't care half as much as they might say...
...and a brown face with its black muzzle and shaggy mane. A hyena's face:
Michael Taylor.
Mic.
"She was a good woman,” he placed a spotted paw on the tiger's shoulder. "She always treated me right. Better than I deserved, even. I'll miss her.”
Kind words. Comfort and love. But, inside, Hunter seethed.
What the fuck was that? Straight faced? Serious? This wasn't Mic! Don't do this; don't just say how sorry you are and then move on! You're not one of them. You're not like everyone else. You don't have to just play the part!
Make a joke! Insult the eulogy! Say something about her coming back as a fucking zombie! Call the funeral the worst party you've ever been to! Complain about the music! Something! Please. Anything. Anything but this...
...anything but another reminder of why we're really here.
But, in the silence, Mic simply pulled his friend close in a hug...the only one here bold enough to try.
And the tiger cried.
It was only a few stray tears, but they came. They came without hesitation or shame. And he clung to the hyena. If he could, he would never have let go...and he knew Mic would never have made him.
But he did let go. They stepped apart, and his old friend cracked the tiniest smirk...
"Don't be such a girl,” a spotted paw rose, and a finger wiped away the tiger's tears. "It was just a hug.”
~
The sun was ebbing away. Afternoon would soon be evening...
The chairs had been folded and carried off. The tent covering them had been disassembled and packed away. The faces, both named and nameless, had left...one by one, two by two, and three by three...
And all that remained, now, was a mound of dirt.
A mound of dirt...a tiger...and his husky...
The service had ended sometime ago. The mourners -- and those simply bound by some unspoken social contract -- had said their piece and moved along. Cars rolled through the quiet little graveyard avenues, and off toward named roads and merrier locales.
But Hunter refused to leave. Perhaps he should have. Perhaps it was customary to go, and to leave the work of burial to those unfortunate souls who were paid to DO such work. But he would see this to its end. He would not leave until she was buried. He needed to see the dirt. He needed to know it was real...
And now it was done...and Hunter and Elliot stood alone by the mound of dirt and its flowered wreath.
The cemetery had not fallen silent in respect: in the sort of cosmic reverence which Hunter, on some level, had almost expected. It was November, and a chilled autumn breeze swept the cover of fallen leaves from atop its bed of dead and dying grass. Cars passed on nearby streets. Animals scurried, flapped, and cried. And the engine of Stanley's car rumbled deceptively nearby...patiently awaiting its would-be passengers.
The cemetery had not fallen silent in respect. But Elliot had.
And Hunter knew. Elliot wasn't in grief for a woman he'd barely known. And he wasn't at a lack of words: comments on the funeral, questions about what might come next, awkward condolences of his own, or even distracting conversations about school...or about something else equally irrelevant on a day like today.
He simply felt for his tiger. And he sat mute both out of respect, and out of a fear of saying anything which might further wound his lover. Hunter knew. But he'd also had all of the silence he could take...
"It's over,” he said, in a cold, listless musing...
...and the husky beside him flinched in surprise at the sound. It was only then that Hunter realized just how quiet HE had been as well. Had he really not spoken a word since the eulogy?
"Well...” he corrected himself, pensively, "almost over.”
Though hesitant, Elliot concluded: "Yeah, you've still got the move left, right? When, uhm...?” he cleared his throat, "When are you actually planning to do it?”
Hunter just shrugged, "Well I...I kind of already have. I've been sleeping at Stan's ever since...” he trailed off. He still couldn't say it out loud? She was already in the ground, and he still couldn't bring himself to admit the truth? But he continued, "I just can't sleep in that house anymore, y'know? Knowing she's not there on the other side of her door...” a door that he still hadn't the nerve to open.
"Yeah...”
The tiger shook himself out, as if forcing off a violent chill. He had to compose himself. He needed to talk. He needed...anything other than to just stare at this dirt. But he had to compose himself if he hoped to continue. "But...you mean my things, right? When do I pack my stuff and shuffle on over to Stan's for good?”
Elliot simply nodded in return.
"Whenever I'm ready?” Hunter looked down at his feet, tensing in frustration before explaining: "A part of me wants to just do it. Now. Tonight. Straight from the graveyard. Just get it over with and never look at that house again. But...” he looked back up with a sigh, "...I'm not sure if I'm ready to go back, yet...even if it's just long enough for that.”
"That's understandable,” Elliot gave a gentle nod...
...and the cat shrugged, "It's not like it really matters, either way, though. My stuff can stay there as long as I please. She owns the place, after all, or...she did...” He paused with the realization: "I guess I own it, now, huh?”
"Is...is that how that works?”
"Oh. I didn't tell you,” he noted -- not a question, but a simple statement of fact -- and then turned his eyes on the dog. "She left me everything, Elliot.”
"Everything?” Elliot's eyes widened. "But...you mean that there wasn't...anyone else?”
"Why do you think my dad wasn't here, today?” the tiger answered. "I mean: he CAME down!” he rolled his eyes through a darkly amused little scoff. "He was here bright and fuckin' early, yesterday, for the reading of the will. Had some woman with him, too, who I'd never seen before...and he didn't even mention my mom. I really don't have any clue where...” he trailed off again, in thought. His mother wasn't important. She never had been. "But that's all he really cared about, you know? What he gained. How he'd benefit from her-” his voice stopped short...so sharply that his body reeled forward.
Death. He still couldn't say it.
And Elliot, again, fell into his respectful silence...
...until Hunter continued: "And so when he found out that it was all mine...he had no reason left to stay.”
"I'm sorry, hun.”
"Don't be. Didn't want him here, anyway,” he assured his lover, without a moment's thought. "But it IS all mine, now. Her money, her car, her jewelry that I'm told I should give to the 'right girl' or to the 'beautiful daughters' she just knows I'll have.” He sparked a tiny smile at that: both at the kind words of her will...and at her blissfully innocent predictions. And after a moment, he continued the list: "Some natural gas rights on this property that her parents left to HER...and even that little house.” The house. The house he'd very much prefer to never see again. "I'll be selling the house.”
"I didn't even know she...COULD leave all that stuff to you. I mean...aren't you...”
"Too young? Yeah...for some of it, I think.” Hunter shrugged, but then clarified: "But, technically, it's all been left to Stan...for him to hold until I turn 18. There's a bunch of legal stuff there that I don't really understand,” he waved a dismissive paw in the air. He remained far less interested in the whole ordeal, even, than he let on. But it was something to talk about, at least. Something considerably more comforting than the indifferent, clattering buzz of the graveyard. "But he'll take good care of it; I trust him. It'll be waiting there for me when the time comes.”
Elliot offered an optimistic nod, "That's good.”
"Oh!” the tiger exclaimed...a breathless and half-hearted, little shout, but an attempt at least to sound chipper. "And that other house, too. You know: the one out in the country that I took you to, a few times? On that big plot of farm land?”
"Yeah,” the husky smiled at that...
...and Hunter did the same. Good memories. Recent starry nights alone with Elliot, and hot summer afternoons, as a kitten, exploring the sprawling land. Sapphire skied mornings and choruses of crickets at dusk. Happier days. "It...I think I WILL keep.”
"I'm sure she'd want you to...”
"Oh, she'd want me to keep it all!” He gave a dark little laugh, "And she'd want me to rub my dad's nose in it, too!”
"Really?” Elliot recoiled at the thought.
"Oh, yeah! She acted sweet, but she could be...spiteful.” He smiled just a bit wider. The spite -- and the strength that came with it -- it was a much the reason to love her as anything else. Perhaps more. "Did I ever tell you how she became my legal guardian? I mean: she'd had me from when I was a cub...but I mean when she made it legal.”
"No.”
"Well, my parents held her up for money a time or two. Drugs...bail...rent...something...I don't know,” the tiger tossed up his paws at the insignificance of the detail. "But they always used me as leverage. You know: 'do it or we'll take Hunter back!' Or 'we'll go to the cops, and say you're keeping him from us!' So on...so forth...”
"Wow,” Elliot interjected shortly, in exasperation.
"Well, she couldn't risk that. She couldn't let me end up with them. And that was for both of our sakes, too! Because if they had me, she would never be able to say no when it came to money again.” Hunter locked his eyes on the mound of dirt as he spoke, "So, in secret, she got in touch with some lawyers, and got ready to sue for custody. My parents had a pretty bad track record, already, so -- while it would have still been a fight -- she stood a good chance of winning. And then she went to my dad, and she told him that she'd cut him a check. She'd help him out with...whatever it was he'd gotten himself into, that time around. And this one was a big deal, too...like, almost life threatening. But she said she'd only do it, if he signed the paperwork to make her my legal guardian,” the tiger looked at Elliot as if punctuating that, and then crossed his arms as he continued. "He balked at that, of course, because he still wanted me for leverage. So she warned him that she was prepared to fight for me, and made her case look a lot stronger than it really was. And he couldn't waste the time going to court over it, because he needed the money right away. So he caved! Signed me over without a fight.”
"How much did that cost her, though?” the husky inquired.
"One hundred dollars.”
"That's it?? That was the whole cost of his big life threatening problem??”
"Oh, not even close!” Hunter laughed aloud -- his first real laugh in days -- and then held up a finger as he explained: "But she never told him how big of a check she was gonna' cut!”
Elliot laughed just the same, though muffled by the paw now covering his muzzle.
"And now he didn't have me as leverage anymore, so she never had to help him, again!” The tiger pointed at his lover for emphasis, "And THAT is why I haven't seen him in years.”
"Well...fuck him,” Elliot spoke frankly as his laughter died down. "But Dorothy-”
"Dot.”
"Dot,” the dog yielded. "Dot really does sound like she was a great woman. I'm sorry I didn't get to know her better.”
And now he never would.
Hunter turned away again, not to look at the dirt now, but at the graveyard beyond: the tombstones and trees. Out at the hundreds and hundreds of souls who no one would ever have the chance to 'get to know' again. Laid together here in his great field. This field carved out, especially, as a place of rest for the dead...
The dead.
Slowly he opened his mouth, and only a pitiful and defeated murmur strained forth: "I watched her die.”
Elliot froze in stunned silence...
...and the tiger went on, his voice a quivering whine: "She hadn't opened her eyes in days. I was in the room with her...just me, her, and Stan.” His tears returned, trickling at first. "I was holding her hand...and he was holding me. And I told her it was okay...” a shaking breath broke his voice, "...that she didn't need to keep fighting...because me and Stan could take care of one another. She didn't have to worry about us anymore.” He tremored and sobbed, head hung and fur soon streaked with tears. He'd held it back all day. Behind anger, behind silence, he'd held back the truth...and with it, the fullest assault of his despair. "She cried, Elliot. When I said that to her, she...she cried. She didn't open her eyes...or move...or talk. She just cried.” He fell limp, his voice barely above a whisper, "And then she was gone...”
Timidly, Elliot asked: "She heard you?”
"I want to believe she did, but...” he shook his head, "I mean, maybe I'm just being stupid. Tears are probably just...just something that happens when you...when...”
"No. I think she heard you.”
She was dead. He'd watched her die. This was the truth. The admission he'd refused to make, even as she was lowered into the earth. Even as the dirt was piled before him. But it was not all he had to admit...
...not all he had to confesses. "I'm a bad person, Elliot.”
"What? Why?”
"Because I wished for this to happen,” the tiger's mewling voice cracked.
"Hunter, no,” Elliot held up his paws in defiance...
...but the cat went on, "After we got together...after I realized I was gay...”
For an instant, the thought crossed his mind that this may have been the first time he'd admitted THAT as well. Had he ever said it before without qualifications? Without tacking an 'or whatever' to the end, or without claiming bisexuality as an alternative?
Would Elliot notice? Did it matter?
"After I realized I was gay,” he repeated, "I prayed that she wouldn't live to find out.”
"Hunter, no. You didn't cause this!” his boyfriend pleaded with him.
"But I wished for it!” Hunter argued. "And it was just because I just didn't want to see her disappointed in me, you know? I mean, she wouldn't have hated me for it, or...or been mean to me. Just...just sad.” He tried his best to explain, to defend himself, to beg for understanding from the one person who might, "And I just...the last thing I wanted...was for her to be sad because of me...”
And the husky offered exactly that, "That doesn't mean anything. You can't beat yourself up over something like that.”
"I didn't mean it, Elliot,” he pleaded for forgiveness from the only ears left to hear. "I didn't mean it.”
"I know.”
"I just didn't want her to be sad...”
The tears flowed on. Tears for a future cut short, for the memories left behind, for the sins of errant thought...and for the life lost.
And those crying eyes lit, again, on the mound of dirt.
It was all wrong. It was a lie: a surreal parody of all things right and true. She should be gone. That's what death was! When someone died, they were gone. He would never see them again, never smell them, or hear their voice, or touch them...
Gone.
But she wasn't gone. She was right there. Only feet away. If not for the dirt, he could reach out and touch her.  She was here, but just out of reach. Trapped behind a door that would never open. Not gone...just locked away.
Forever.
And it was wrong. It was all wrong.
"Elliot?” Hunter spoke.
His voice grew weaker by the moment...his throat dryer, and his breaths more shallow.
But he spoke: "Could you hold me? Please?”
He hadn't asked until now, and he knew why the husky hadn't offered. It was, again, that same reverence which this graveyard would never show. Yet again: it was courtesy and respect  After all, there were appearances to be considered, and secrets to be kept.
But, of course, "It's okay now. There's no one left to hide it from, anymore...”
And as he rocked, again, with his sobs...a pair of gentle arms pulled his face against welcoming layers of cotton and silk...
~
(November 2nd)
Alone.
The word James had never said filled Hunter's every thought.
Stanley had left for work this Saturday, leaving the tiger alone in his still new and unfamiliar home. Alone to the sole company of the humming central heat. Alone to watch the specs of dust float through beams of afternoon light. Alone in the dim and quiet living room of an empty and alien house.
But he wasn't alone. Not really. He was just by himself, and that wasn't the same, now was it? He wasn't alone. He had others: others who were only a phone call or a drive away. Stan was at work, now, sure...but there was still Mic, and Jeffery, and James, and Scott...
...and Elliot.
He reached for his phone and swiped and tapped at its screen. He was by himself, but he didn't have to be alone. He held it to his head with a hopeful, reserved smile...
...and after a few short rings, Elliot's voice met his ear. But...what? Of course it was Hunter. Who else would be calling from this number?
"Hey Ell.”
The husky on the other end was hesitant...timid. Call back later? But...
"Yeah, I...I guess so,” Hunter muttered his consent. And his disappointment: "I just...I kinda' needed somebody to talk to...”
And through the speaker, timidity turned to apologies. Not a good time? When WOULD be a good time??
Not that it was difficult to guess why, though. "Is it your mom?”
Of course it was.
"Well...” the tiger asked, almost pleading...pride being the furthest thing from his mind, "just call me back when you can, okay?”
Thirty minutes? An hour? Promises.
"I love you, Elliot...”
The screen turned black, the central heat powered down, a drifting cloud cut off the stream of dusty afternoon light. And Hunter was left again to the dim and quiet living room of an empty and alien house...
Alone.




~
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(November 2nd)
Should he call?
One day ago, Elliot attended a funeral. Her name was Dot. He barely knew her, but she meant the world to the tiger who meant the world to him. And today, on this sluggish Saturday afternoon, he lay on his bed in the comfort of his new room, and of his barely familiar new home...
Across town, his tiger, Hunter, would certainly be in HIS new home, as well: the home of Stanley Jones.
But should he call?
Elliot's phone lay in his paw, Hunter's contact page open and bright: the shining orange image of a smiling tiger. But he didn't know if he should call. Would Hunter want to talk? Would it comfort him to hear his boyfriend's voice? Or did he want to be left alone? Did he need this time to himself, away from the pity and the expectations of others? Even of Elliot...?
His finger hovered over the screen. Idle, the image dimmed, and soon turned black. And that finger shifted, as he considered turning it back on...
...but before he could, there was a gentle knock at his door.
And he met it with a happy little bark: "Come in!” He loved how they knocked. His father, his uncle, and Aaron...they all showed him that respect: afforded him the privacy of his new room, "I'm as decent as I'm gonna' be!”
His black clothes hung, still, over the chair he'd tossed them toward the night before, and so far today, he'd only bothered slipping into his boxers and a T. But, here...that was more than good enough...
The door swung open, and Kristoff stepped through. And the smile that had accompanied Elliot's chipper bark immediately faded away. It faded at the sight of his father's face...at the expression contorting its usual welcoming warmth. But it wasn't an expression of anger or of sadness...though it held hints of both. It was an expression of guarded and nervous hesitation.
It was the face of a husky who had something he needed to say...but didn't WANT to say.
And as Elliot imagined the elder dog having stood in the hall, struggling with the decision to even knock, Kris apologetically spoke: "Mind if I sit down?”
The boy just nodded and sat straighter on the bed...watching as his father -- his own phone in paw -- carefully moved aside yesterday's clothes. And as he sat, a silence fell between them...a son's eyes on his father...and a father's eyes on the floor...
Elliot gulped. Could he not even look at him?
"Dad?” The younger husky asked hesitantly, "Is everything alright?”
Slowly, Kristoff's head rose. And his eyes met his son's in silence...as he squared his shoulders, took in a breath, and steadied himself for what was to come. "I just got off the phone with my lawyer,” he began plainly. "He called about your mom.”
Elliot's stomach dropped...yesterday's funeral, and the morbid thoughts that came with it still fresh on his mind, "Is...is she okay?”
He saw his father's eyebrow arch, clearly surprised by the concern. "She is. Yeah,” he answered shortly, before continuing: "WE on the other paw...”
And Elliot sighed...in relief, at first, but in frustration before the breath could even end, "What's she trying to do now?”
"Short version? She's accusing me of molesting you.”
"What!?” the boy jumped, paws gripping his blankets in shock. "She...she's what?”
And all his father could offer was a shrug. "That's all I know. She's trying to say that I've...I don't even know what. Touched you, raped you, exposed myself to...?”
Kristoff stopped and Elliot averted his eyes. Exposed himself? Well that, at least, was true. The night of their move, the boy had caught his father with his uncle William, with Will's rabbit Aaron, and with Aaron's brother Stan...every one of them drunk and bare to the world. Since then, he'd even walked in on the elder dog masturbating. And judging from his father's sudden silence, HE was remembering those same nights as well...
But they were accidental. And accidents happen. It was nothing intentional...nothing criminal...and they both knew that.
"O-or something,” Kris continued uneasily. "But that's all my lawyers could tell me: just that she says I've molested you.”
"But that's ridiculous! You've never laid a finger on me...” Elliot shook his head and waved away the thought, dismissively, "...at least not like that!”
"I think I'd remember if I had.”
"Where does she get off...?” the boy clenched his fists to calm himself. "I mean, how can she even say that, without a sliver of proof?”
"I asked the same thing!” his father agreed with an emphatic pointed finger. "But all they could say was that any sort of allegation like this has to be taken seriously...proof or no.” He tossed up his paws in another shrug, "That being said, though: because it's still an investigation at the moment, and not a trial...I'm also told that she and her lawyers don't even have to divulge that sort of information, anyway: any proof, evidence, or anything else they might have.”
"Because it could, what...compromise the investigation?” Elliot asked, quoting things he barely understood, and only remembered from TV.
"And there WILL be an investigation,” Kristoff nodded. "The lawyers are gonna' want to talk to you -- to talk to both of us -- so we'll know what to expect.”
"Wh-when?”
"Tomorrow. But, I've got a pretty damn good idea what they're gonna' say, already.”
"Like what?”
"Well, we'll have to talk to the detectives, of course. Both of us will...separately. And they'll make sure to talk to Billy and Aaron, too...maybe even your friends...”
"My friends!?” again, Elliot recoiled in fear.
"Don't worry,” Kris held up his paws to calm the boy. "I'll do everything I can to keep Hunter's name out of it. He's got enough to deal with, right now.”
And his son just nodded, hopeful that his father was right, praying that he could really protect his boyfriend from all of this, and also suddenly counting himself lucky that, at least no one knew about Jeffery or Mic...and couldn't drag THEM into this, as well.
"They'll also probably make you see a psychiatrist,” his father continued. "Have them poke around in your head to see if you...I don't know...show any of the signs of being abused or whatever.”
Elliot's eyelids drooped at the implications: "...like if they think I'm too young to already be gay and sexually active?”
But Kristoff just laughed. "I think any psychiatrist worth the money they're paid should know that there's nothing wrong with a fourteen-year-old boy being horny.” The laughter, though, was short lived. "But if they do find anything amiss...them OR the detectives...” He took a deep breath, turning his eyes on the floor, yet again, and clenching up as he forced himself to admit the real danger: "...you'll be taken away, Elliot. Given back to your mom.”
Of course, he knew that before his father had ever said it...but nonetheless, the actual sound of it for Elliot was like a fist to the chest. And he slumped, wide eyed, breathless, and silent...
"And then there'd be a court case,” Kris continued, never raising his eyes. "A hearing to determine what's true, what's not, what's best for you...and what criminal charges they might be able to stick to me.”
"I can't believe she'd do this...” his son forced out a barely audible whine, paws gripping the sheets again...though now, to hold himself steady.
And Kristoff finally looked up...with sad, helpless eyes. "I'm sorry, Elliot.”
"I mean,” the boy spoke through trembling breaths, "does she really BELIEVE this shit or...?”
"I don't know, kiddo.” The elder husky rolled the computer chair closer, stopping it against the edge of the bed, and reached forward to take his son's paws into his own. "All we can do right now is get prepared, though, okay? We'll talk to the lawyers, and figure out how to handle this.” He offered a smile, as his son looked up to meet his eyes, "Our best hope is to just head this off right now, right? That way we don't have to deal with a trial at all!”
Elliot nodded as best he could, "Right.”
"If we can convince the detectives and psychiatrists that there's nothing going on, then we can make it go away before it ever starts...” Kristoff leaned forward, pressing his forehead to his son's, "...before it has the chance to get much, MUCH worse.”
Elliot shivered and relaxed, the intimacy of the moment calming his shuddered breaths, and soothing his tensed nerves. He was glad to have it: his father's touch to quiet his fears. Like a cub, desperate to be held. And he was glad...that the elder dog hadn't let these accusations stop him from offering it...
"But-”
Elliot's voice stopped short, cut off by the abrupt, piercing sounds of his ringtone: the theme song of a television show, which he no longer recognized for its origins...but now only as the calling card of an orange cat: of the tiger who meant the world to him.
And despite the circumstances of the moment at paw...despite his desire to not move an inch from the comforting feeling of his father's pawpads and fur...and despite his desperate need to be held...
...he pulled away, and answered the phone.
"Hunter?”
A voice met his ear. Sad. Hopeless. As desperate to hear the dog, as Elliot himself was to be held...
"Hey.” The dog met it hesitantly, fearfully...but at the moment, in the only way he could: "Uhm...I'm sorry, hun...but could I call you back later?”
The voice agreed. But it was half hearted and weak...and no less desperate. And with that desperation came a restrained begging...came the passive pleas of a tiger who wanted nothing more than to talk.
"I know, and I'm really sorry. This just isn't a good time right now.”
But the cat guessed why...and guessed right.  So at least he knew...
"Yeah. It's her again.”
Simple words followed. Agreeable. Understanding. But barely masking his continued pleas...
"Yeah! Of course, I'll call you back!” the dog yelped. "Just give me thirty minutes...an hour at the most. I promise.”
And as Hunter said his goodbyes, Elliot turned his eyes back to his father...to the reality of the moment...and to the threat of the days to come.
"I love you, too, Hunter.”




Blood & Water
Sweat & Tears


(November 3rd)
Michael Taylor might not have known much.
He couldn't tell you who C. L. Sibirskaia was. He didn't know the first thing about what sine & cosine meant. He had never bothered understanding Victorian plays, or honing his grammar. And there was only one language he knew well enough to write or speak. But at least he understood himself.
He knew what he liked, what he wanted, and what he felt. He'd never questioned himself...never surprised himself...and never suffered a crisis of conscience. He was who he was, through and through. No regrets, no excuses, no second guesses.
He might not have known much. But he knew himself better than anyone he'd ever met.
And that was true for his sexuality, as well. He'd never struggled with who or what he liked, or tried to change what he was. He'd never felt guilty for anything he'd done or wanted to do...or for who he'd done it with. He knew what he was, and there was no reason to pretend he was anything else.
Not that he was gay of course...or even really bi. He was something else. Non-discriminating, perhaps? Or just...crocuta? There really should've been a special word for a male hyena's unique circumstances. In fact, maybe there was. Maybe if he lived in a place with more hyenas, he would have actually learned it by now. Maybe he should just ask his dad...
Or, no. On second thought, maybe not...
But the fact of the matter was: he knew himself in and out. Even if he didn't know what to call his particular orientation, he knew that he was just as interested in males as he was in females.
He also knew that he could make better grades in school if he tried, but that he would never really have the motivation required to do anything more than what little he needed to get by. And he knew that his jokes and nonchalant attitude were a mask for a deeper insecurity.
There was no need for a psychiatrist to point that out. And there was nothing he could really do to face it until he had someone special to open up to, anyway...so, for now, why not just enjoy the mask?
And he knew -- no matter his faults -- that he was a good friend.
Anyone who earned the right to be called his friend -- something which required little more than their willingness to call him theirs -- could call him up at a moment's notice and he would be there. This was a promise he made to himself, and a promise he kept. It was a point of pride. It was a virtue by which he defined himself...
...and it was why he found himself, today, carrying one end of a solid wooden dresser up a long metal ramp.
Two days ago, Mic attended a funeral. Her name was Dot, and he knew her well. She was the kindest woman he'd ever known, and she'd always treated him better than he'd deserved. And today, on this unseasonably warm Sunday afternoon, he was helping her grandson move out of what had recently been her home.
At the opposite end of that wooden dresser, as they lowered it to the metal floor of the moving van, was a raccoon...James Callaway: Mic and Hunter's teacher, and the tiger's unexpected new friend. And somewhere back in that small old house, Hunter and his adopted father -- or legal guardian, or whatever else he might be, exactly -- were packing and sorting all of the tiger's things...along with whatever of his grandmother's he planned to take.
To the sound of a pair of breathless groans in stereo, the dresser came to a rest on the floor, and four arms leaned against it -- two gray, and two brown -- holding up tired bodies in rest. And when Mic's eyes rose to meet James...they found that the raccoon's eyes were already locked on him!
And that look.
Mic knew the look. Was Mr. Callaway gay? He was! Mic was certain of it. But why hadn't Hunter told him? Maybe Hunter didn't know. Maybe Mic should ask. On a better day than today, of course. But that look. Mr. Callaway was staring! Was he really interested? Did Mic really have a chance with a teacher? Or was he just imagining things?
No!
No, he wasn't imagining this at all.
He might not have known much, but he knew when he was being checked out.
Was this really happening? He'd never been with a teacher before...but he'd definitely thought about it. Especially when it came to this guy...and to Mr. Hammond and Coach Martin. What would it really be like, though? What was on the raccoon's mind? Would James dominate him? Treat him like the kid -- the student -- he was? Or would this be Mic's chance to dominate an authority figure...?
Fuck! Focus! Today is not the day for this. Later. Deal with it later...
The hyena flashed a sly smile across at his teacher, as he stood tall in a long, exaggerated stretch. His shirt rose. It lifted up just enough to show off the lowest hint of his stomach fur. And it was not an accident.
He watched James's eyes shift...dropping down in an involuntary glance, only to jerk right back up. And Mic smiled. Today was not the day...but there was nothing wrong with a little test. And, ever smiling, he walked on past, en route for the house...but stopped just long enough to give James one long, lewd, and shameless look up and down -- and to enjoy the raccoon's tentative surprise -- before continuing on.
Another day? Without a doubt.
But today, he was here for his friend. And so he left his fantasy conquest behind -- passing an equally alluring but considerably less attainable rabbit, along the way -- and made his way into, through, and to the back of Dorothy's old house.
Hunter was in the farthest back bedroom. Hers. Mic could hear the tiger from rooms away: the sounds of shuffling paws, shifted boxes, and creaking bed springs. These would be the hardest moments of the day. Gathering his own things and saying goodbye to the home they'd shared...that was hard enough...
...but looking through HER things, and looking for the mementos to bring -- the memories to keep? That would be a different kind of hell, altogether.
The hyena knew that before he stepped into the room...and he could see it all around him once he had. He saw the picture albums and books laid out on the bed; he saw the jewelry she'd left to her yet-unborn-great-granddaughters spread across the dresser; he saw the framed photo gripped in white and orange paws; and he saw the distant stare of his best friend reflected in the mirror.
What he DIDN'T see was the raised edge of the rug just inside the door...or his own foot caught beneath...
"Shit!” And he was falling before he knew why.
His arms flailed, fingers outstretched and groping blindly for anything to catch his balance. And his paws struck cardboard...the tallest box of a head-high stack. Metal and glass clattered inside, and the cardboard tumbled.
"Fuck!” Hunter released the framed photograph.
It clacked, wood on wood, against the dresser, and his own paws struck the cardboard box from the opposite side, stopping its fall and righting it, atop the stack. The tiger steadied the tower; the hyena steadied himself. One breathed in relief...and the other belted out in a roar:
"What the fuck, dude!?” Hunter snapped. "Be careful!”
"Sorry!” Mic bowed his head apologetically. "Sorry, it was just an accident.”
"An accident? That doesn't make it okay!” The tiger motioned at the boxes, "This stuff isn't exactly replaceable, Mic!”
"I know. But it's okay, man...nothin's broke.”
"Yeah, only because I was here to catch it. What happens when I'm not?”
"Hey!” Mic finally snapped back. "I get it. You've made your point. Back off.”
Hunter drew in a breath through his nose, paws and jaw clenching as he glared at his friend. But then he stopped. Mic watched on as the cat blinked, slacked, and backed away. "Y-you're right,” he shook his head. "I'm sorry...I didn't mean any of that. I'm just...just forget it.”
"It's okay...” the hyena smiled as softly as a hyena can manage. He might not have known much, but he knew lashing out when he saw it.  "I get it. You're gonna' be a little touchy today. All of this...the move...the reminders...” he reached out, patting the tiger on the shoulder, "...it can't be fun.”
Hunter, though, just gave a dark little laugh as he turned away from the paw. "It's not even that, though. This...” he motioned around the room, "...I was prepared for THIS by the time we had the wake.”
Mic looked around the room. For all its clutter...it felt empty. And he turned his eyes back on his friend, "Well...if not this...then...?”
The tiger shot him a sharp, angry stare: "Elliot.”
Of course. He should have known. "Oh...come on, Hunter. You know you can't blame him for not being here.”
"Can't I??”
"No. You know it's not his fault.”
"I don't care!” Hunter tossed up his paws. "I have been there EVERY time he needed me: every time he was crying over his mom, every time he needed a night away, or a paw or muzzle for a happy distraction! I was even there for both of his moves! And the one time I need him -- when I'M the one who's moving -- he can't even be bothered to show up, for me!”
"Yeah,” the hyena agreed. "But...you didn't have to miss a court date for any of that stuff.”
"And neither would he!” Hunter pointed out the window, as if in the direction of his absent boyfriend, "He's not in court right now, Mic! He's just meeting with his lawyers.”
"And...that's not important, too?”
"Of course it is. But it could be rescheduled.”
Mic shook his head with a laugh. THAT definitely wasn't Elliot's fault, "I think that's more on his dad than on him, though...”
"But he didn't even try!”
A thought crossed the hyena's mind. He wanted to ask his friend: 'Well did YOU try to reschedule?' He paused, though, before his muzzle even opened to begin. After all...he wasn't so sure that something like that would be very well received.
But in the silence of his indecision, the tiger answered him anyway: "Do you have any idea how many times I've rescheduled for HIM!?” He sat down on the foot of the bed, photo albums shifting from his weight. "Fuck! You know, I would have probably even rescheduled today, if I could! My grandmother just died, my whole life's flipped upside down, and I would have STILL bent to HIS schedule, if this hadn't been the only day Stan's was free to do this.” His fingers ran through his headfur and gripped it in frustration, "But he can't even do that for me ONCE!?”
Clearly, Mic wasn't going to get through to his friend. Hunter was too emotional, too raw...and he was in no mood to be reasoned with. "Maybe...” so, instead, the hyena suggested a compromise, "maybe he could still come over after the meeting?”
"I told him to not even fucking bother,” his friend grumbled back.
"Hunter, I really don't think you're bein' fair, here.”
"It's plenty fair!” Hunter snapped again. But just as quickly, he shook his head and waved his paws...his voice softening as he slowly came back to his feet, "Look, I don't wanna' talk about this anymore. Let's just...let's get on with the move already...
~
Hours passed.
Mic found what laughs he could. He actually drew one or two from the lips of a less than jovial tiger, as well. And he'd certainly enjoyed the flirtatious glances he and Mr. Callaway had shared in their nearly every passing.
He even managed to not feel TOO jealous when he noticed the raccoon glancing at Hunter, too...
And amidst it all, they even packed the moving van!
The final box passed from Hunter's white & orange paws, into Mic's spotted brown. It was a box of memories. Everything in it had been Dot's, and the hyena's steps were as careful and as sure as they ever were, as he left his friend behind and carried it out to the van.
The late afternoon sun hit his eyes, the cool November air tickled his nose, and his teacher's voice lit upon his ear...
...the final words of an argument, directed at Stanley: "...all packed up, isn't it?”
As Mic set the box securely in its place, he watched the rabbit eye the van and rub his neck. "Yeah. I guess that's true.”
And Mr. Callaway smiled, "So all that's left to do, today, is to just drive over there and carry all this stuff into your house, right?”
Stan gave a thoughtful shrug, "Round about.”
"And I'm pretty sure we can handle that without the boys!” the raccoon concluded triumphantly.
"Yeah, yeah...” Stanley waved him away. "You win.”
And, his curiosity thoroughly piqued, Mic took advantage of the lull in their conversation. "Uhm...” he stepped boldly in between the two, "what're you guys talkin' about?”
"You!” James slapped an arm around his student's shoulders, with a grin...
...and Mic smiled back, "Well that's a damn fine subject!”
"Isn't it, though?” the raccoon agreed.
Stanley, though, just rolled his eyes and turned away...but Mic paid him little mind. After all, why bother? He wasn't interested in flirting with the hyena anyway! He COULD hear the rabbit closing up the van behind him, though, while James went on...
"So, it's safe to say that Hunter's having a bad day.”
"Nah! Cat's doin' fine. Top of the world!” Mic flashed a big, wide, and intentionally overblown smile, "I think I even heard him whistlin' a song.”
"Okay,” the raccoon dropped his arm away from his student's shoulders. "So I'm captain obvious.”
"No, I think he's a golden retriever,” Mic shook his head...
...and James played along, "And he has a cape!”
"A red one!”
"But my point is...I think Hunter needs a little break,” his teacher explained. "Something to get his mind off of all this: Elliot, his grandmother, the move. A distraction, you know?”
"Are we talkin' about drugs or sex, here? Cause the first isn't exactly legal. And depending on the partner you have in mind...” the hyena paused to eye the older raccoon accusingly, "...neither is the second.”
"Okay. You've got the wrong idea, Michael.” James waved a paw with a halfhearted little chuckle, "I have a boyfriend.”
Ah-ha! Mic knew it! He WAS gay! But a boyfriend? Really? He was definitely quite the flirt for someone who was taken. "A boyfriend? Well, maybe you should remind those wanderin' eyes, of yours, then...” Mic stepped closer, nearly nose to nose with his teacher, "...before they get you into trouble.”
And the raccoon was clearly distracted by the advance. Anxious. Even tempted.
He licked his lips, he leaned just a hair closer, and it took him more than a few moments to get himself back on track and muster a response. But, with a shake of his head, and a step back, he did. "Look, just take him out somewhere nice, okay?” a gray paw thrust forward a folded stack of cash. "I don't care where or what. Movie, food, arcade? Just go put a smile on his face.”
"Fine, fine.” Mic snatched the money away with a sigh, and then turned on his heel to walk away, "But this isn't over!”
"Don't make promises you can't keep, Mr. Taylor.”
And the hyena smirked back, over his shoulder, "Not in the habit of it, Mr. Callaway,” before disappearing into the house.
Now...there was, of course, more than one way to go about this. Some would consider their options. Some would deliberate and choose the perfect approach. But not Mic. Mic only really had one gear...only knew one approach. So why question it, now?
In the back bedroom, he found the tiger. He could have dwelt on the sight of his friend's distant stare: on those eyes focused on that empty bed. The bed she would never lay in, again. He could have paused and given Hunter his privacy, or drawn close with a silent embrace. Or perhaps even just the gentle, supportive weight of a paw on his shoulder. And, in truth, every such scenario played out in his head.
But his stride never faltered, never stalled...and a spotted paw soon slapped the cat on the back, to punctuate a jubilant greeting:
"Hey! You ready to go?”
"Yeah,” Hunter barely flinched at the slap, but at least his eyes finally left the bed. "Yeah, I think I am.”
Mic slipped his arm around his friend's shoulders in a tight grasp. "So, where're we goin'?” he chirped, shaking his friend as if trying to wake him.
"Uhm...” the tiger could only look on in confusion...
...but Mic made no effort to explain himself. Where was the fun in that? "I'm thinkin' a movie's no fun, right? A little too gay. And besides, you don't need me there just so you can watch some show.”
"What are you-”
"So how about that one place?” the Hyena cut him off. "The one with the arcade and the restaurant all smooshed together? Named after the rabbit and the duck...uhm...Buster and somebody?”
"Dewey & Buster's?”
"Yeah! That's it! We can eat...play some games...” he leaned in as if sharing a secret with his friend, "I hear they even have this game built into a urinal, where-”
"Wait!” this time, the cat cut HIM off. "What are you talking about?”
And Mic simply responded by holding up his pawful of cash: "Me. You. Bro-date.” He flashed a mocking smirk, "Try and keep up, kitten. You're embarrassin' yourself.”
Hunter just blinked, eyes moving from the money, to his friend, and back again. And Mic waited in silence for him to piece it together. Which, at some length, he finally did. "Stan?”
"No. Mr. Callaway, actually!” The hyena tugged and turned his friend by the shoulder, to lead him from the room, "Speaking of which...did you know he was gay?”
~
Hot wings.
He could smell them on his fingers as he lifted the glass to his lips. Vinegar and spice. He'd washed his paws after they ate, of course. He had to; no amount of napkins could ever really clean that sauce from his paw pads...let alone the fur around. But, despite the most valiant efforts of water and soap...the scent remained.
How the hyena could even smell it over the din of fur around him, though, was a miracle in of itself. Musk -- both natural and non -- assaulted him from every side. Groups gathered around arcade machines or drifted from game to game, bottlenecking here, clustering there...
...and Mic could only hope Hunter was keeping up with him as he spun, bent, pivoted, and slipped his way through...in rout for a game of his own.
But what a crowd! He hadn't expected it to be this busy, so late on a Sunday.
Despite the sea of life, though, he did eventually find himself standing before his goal. It was a rail shooter, and he knew it was one of Hunter's favorites. And even though, when he looked back, he saw no visual signs of gratitude on the approaching orange face...he knew Hunter well enough to know that he would appreciate the gesture.
And so Mic dug into his pocket to fish out the Dewey & Buster's point card -- the only option, here, to pay for the games -- and wondered idly, yet again, if James would mind that he'd sunk every last penny of the raccoon's money, not already spent on food, into the card.
But then it happened.
He didn't see it. But he didn't have to; he felt and smelled the sweet mist sprinkling his face. And he heard it. He heard the grunt, and the half curse...the hollow clack of a plastic cup against the side of a rail shooter...the wet splash of cola...the muffled taping of ice on carpet...
...and the deafening roar of a tiger.
"What the FUCK!? Watch where you're going, asshole!”
But he turned too late to stop it, and only just in time to see Hunter strike: paws against the chest and shoulders of a startled wolf.
And Mic knew that wolf. Before the black furred lupine had even lost his balance -- before his shoulders collided with the horse behind -- Mic had already recognized the face of a friend.
His name was Brandon Sutela.
He had never been the kind of friend Hunter was. They had never shared a moment more intimate than a few underaged beers, or a friendly pat on the back. But he was still a friend, and close enough of one, that, if asked, the hyena would have dropped everything to be there for him...just as he had for Hunter today.
But, there Brandon was...tumbling backward fresh off a shove from Hunter himself.
And the next few moments would not be pleasant.
Hunter's shirt dripped with cola. His glass lay in a puddle at his feet. And his lips were bent in a snarl. Brandon was caught by the paws of a horse, who immediately pushed him back to stable footing. Flanking that horse were two more: a bear, and a husky. Why were there so damn many huskies in this town? And Mic recognized their faces...though he couldn't put them to names. But whoever they were, before Brandon's three friends could even gather round and encircle the scene...the wolf's own snarling face was only an inch from Hunter's.
"What's your problem, dude!?”
"Seriously?” Hunter put on a sarcastic little show: recoiling in mock-disbelief before motioning at his soaked clothes, "Sorry. Maybe you can't see my shirt? But it's not supposed to be covered in all this wet brown stuff.”
Brandon just narrowed his eyes, "Very funny, kitty cat.”
"No, really! Are you blind?” the tiger asked. "Is that why you slammed into me, just now? Because I just assumed you were a goddamned idiot who couldn't watch where he was going! But I don't wanna' come across insensitive, if you've got a handicap.” To punctuate himself, he snapped his fingers in front of the wolf's eyes...
...and Brandon just slapped the paw away, "You need to back the fuck off, dude! It was an accident.” He pointed toward the far side of the room, "And you still have the chance to walk away, and keep it from becoming something a lot worse.”
Hunter held up his paws as if praying, "Oh please, sir? May I please walk away?” and then dropped them to step into the wolf's face again. "Or how about I don't? How about I make you lick my fucking drink up off the floor?”
Mic might not have known much, but he knew Hunter was looking for a fight.
He didn't know who ran into whom. He didn't know who was really at fault. He didn't know whose side to take. But he DID know that this wasn't like Hunter, at all. He had never seen the tiger lash out like this...never seen him pick a fight, or shove someone, or even talk trash outside of the heated competition of a video game.
He knew Hunter was provoking Brandon. He knew it was intentional. And he knew that a bit of spilled cola was NOT the real reason why...
Brandon lurched forward...and Mic was too far to stop him. But luckily, the wolf's bear friend was not, and he caught Brandon's arm, and pulled him back...delaying, for now, the near-inevitability of this shouting match becoming something much more.
Mic didn't know who was at fault. He didn't know whose side he should take. But he knew he couldn't let this go on for long...
The wolf laughed as he pulled his arm away from the bear, "You've got some balls, kitty cat.” He bared his teeth, threateningly, "You wanna' keep 'em?”
"Wait. Wait, am I being hit on?” Hunter blinked and turned to look at Mic...
...but the hyena only shook his head, "Hunter...”
"No, seriously! I'm just trying to piece this together.” The tiger looked back at the wolf, "I mean: this guy comes up to me in his skinny jeans and with all this product in his fur, and starts smilin' and askin' me about my balls, so...”
"God you're lucky I don't wanna' get kicked outta' here, kid,” Brandon gritted his teeth and shook his head. "You need to calm the fuck down. I get it: you're pissed. And I'm sorry about your pretty little blouse,” he pointed at Hunter's shirt. "But accidents happen, okay? Get over it and move on.”
"Yeah, you know? Accidents DO tend to happen when a bunch of pricks go stormin' through someplace, shovin' people out of their way!”
And at that, the nameless husky spoke up: "Whoa! What the hell?” He motioned at himself, the horse, and the bear, "We didn't even do anything,” before pointing at their wolf friend instead, "This is just between the two of you!”
"It doesn't have to be,” Hunter growled and stepped forward again...
...and Brandon met him, nose to nose, "Oh, you think I need their help?”
And now Mic officially couldn't stand by on the sidelines any longer.
"Okay! That's enough!”
The hyena shoved his way, roughly, in between the two...grabbing both by their shirts and pushing them back to hold them away from one another. And those three furs that he didn't know? Well, they just stepped aside and let him.
And first, he turned his eyes to the wolf, "Brandon-”
"You know this douche!?” Hunter cut him off.
"Shut up!” Mic snapped at his feline friend, and then turned his eyes back and forth between the two. "Bran, Hunter? Both of you need to fucking quit this shit!”
Brandon lurched forward again, but this time it was the hyena's paw holding him back, "Both of us!? He-”
"No! I said quit it!” Mic paused long enough to see if they wanted to argue further, before he went on: "If either of you throws a punch, it'd better fuckin' be at me! And you better be ready to deal with what comes next!” He glared at Brandon, "Got it?”
The wolf relaxed in his grasp, and he let him go. Hunter, though, pressed ever forward, straining against his stained shirt and the hyena's now soggy fist...
...so Mic turned his glare on HIM instead, "I said: Got it!?”
And at last -- though he was reluctant and angrily slapped his friend's arm aside -- Hunter submitted, and backed away.
And with a breath -- a cleansing sigh of relief that he'd finally managed to get his friends apart -- Mic looked not to either of them, but to Brandon's entourage. "Okay. This is over. Just forget it ever happened, yeah? You guys move along, and then I'll get him the fuck out of here, too.”
"Yeah, Mic,” Brandon nodded, but looked across the hyena, at Hunter, instead, "why don't you get your little kitty-cat under control?”
And the tiger lunged again, "His kitty-cat!? I'm nobody's-”
"Hey!” Mic used his whole body to hold and shove Hunter back, pushing him up against the side of arcade machine, "Back up!” And then he turned an angry eye on the wolf, as well, "And Bran! Shut your mouth!”
Still holding Hunter against the machine, Mic made eye contact with the bear. And, slowly, that bear stepped forward and in front of Brandon...herding him backwards, with the husky's assistance. With a slight, respectful nod of appreciation from the horse, the three finally managed to move the wolf along...
And the hyena turned back to his friend. Alone, now -- or as alone as they could be in the middle of such a busy arcade -- and with the altercation deterred, he released him from the side of the machine...
...but all Hunter could do was avert his gaze, and storm off toward the exit.
~
"So, I...uhm...” Hunter spoke up hesitantly, "I was out of line, back there, wasn't I?”
It was the first thing he'd said since they'd left Dewey & Buster's, but it didn't exactly take Mic by surprise. He could tell, for some time, that the tiger had been mustering the will to speak...to say whatever it was, that was on his mind.
They were sitting in a park, now...a park close enough that they hadn't even needed to drive to reach it. Sunday was winding down, and the encroaching darkness and unusually cool November weather had driven almost everyone indoors. And as they sat together at a picnic table -- seated atop, with their feet on the bench below -- they may as well have had the place to themselves.
And that seclusion, along with the silence fallen between them, had made for a serene and peaceful little scene. The kind of scene Mic normally couldn't stand! On any other day, he would have broken it, long ago, with some stupid joke...or with suggestions for anything more interesting to do.
Today, of course, he didn't. He was a good friend, after all. So he sat. He waited. He forced back his antsy jitters. And he let Hunter decide when to break their silence...
...but now that he had: "...out of line? Maybe a little.”
"A little?” the tiger repeated sullenly. "The guy accidentally runs into me and I throw a fucking temper tantrum over it?”
But Mic just laughed it off and offered his friend a gentle smile. "Don't worry about it, Hunter. He's a big boy. He can handle gettin' yelled at.” He shrugged as he added: "And...he probably does need to learn to watch where he's goin', too.”
"Yeah...but I was intending to do a little bit more than just yell,” Hunter admitted, as he shook his head and stared down at his feet. And the look that washed over his face in that moment...it was a look of shame that Mic had seldom seen darken the cat's eyes. It only lasted for an instant, though, before he looked back up, "Look, I just wanted to say I'm sorry for attacking your friend, like that.”
"You don't need to apologize.” The hyena gave a little nod, "I understand.”
"You do?”
"Of course I do!” he assured his friend. "The funeral was only two days ago, and you've spent most of today goin' through Dot's things. Who wouldn't be in a bad mood, today? I know I would.”
"That still doesn't justify me flying off the handle at...” Hunter paused to remember the name, "...Brandon, or whoever.”
"Sure it does!” Mic held fast. "You were angry, and you needed somewhere to point it...somebody to take it out on. And if Brandon wasn't my friend -- and if there hadn't been three other guys with him -- I woulda' let you do it.”
"No,” the tiger just shook his head. "No, you were right to stop me, either way. It would have been stupid.”
Mic laughed, surprised at the shift in Hunter's character, and at how their opinions on the matter seemed to have reversed completely since the arcade. "No. It really wouldn't.” He counted off on his fingers: "You're tense, and wound up, and lashin' out at everybody for no damn reason. You need to find some way to let off some steam before you REALLY explode.”
And Hunter's face lit up: "You think?” He looked happy. He looked, for the first time today, like he'd actually been cheered up, even if only a little...
...but it wouldn't be long before Mic realized that the cat's face had actually lit up for a...slightly different reason.
"I do,” the hyena answered, and explained: "The best thing for you right now, is an outlet. You need some release.” And he laughed aloud, "Hell, if I was a better friend, I'd offer up myself.  But I'd really rather not take a beatin' tonight.”
"A beating? Oh...no...” Hunter flashed a sharp, predatory grin, "I think there are much better ways for you, of all people, to help me get a little...release.”
And THAT took Mic by surprise. Not that it was something he'd never heard from the tiger before, of course. There was a time when he was incorrigible and insatiable. A time when they could barely be in one another's company, at all, without him propositioning Mic for something. But, recent as that was, it was a different time...
...it was before Elliot.
There was, of course, a flash of temptation. There was a moment in which Mic missed those days, and in which he was absolutely elated to hear such a suggestion again. But, he knew better than to allow it. He was a good friend after all.
And he might not have known much. But he knew Hunter didn't really want this.
This wasn't the old Hunter: speaking from his dick at worst, or from a particularly playful boredom at best. This Hunter was speaking from a place of pain. He wasn't looking for fun; he was looking for solace. And Mic couldn't let the tiger make that mistake. He couldn't let him do something he would regret. He couldn't let him hurt Elliot.
But...he could at least turn him down in his own jovial way:
"Like hell!” Mic scoffed. "You think I'm in any mood to put out right now? After your little outburst ruined all my fun at D&B, you're gonna' have to try a lot harder than that!”
Undeterred, though, the tiger shifted closer, leaning against his friend's shoulder, "Oh, I'm sure I could find SOME way to make that up to you.”
But his tone betrayed him. His words were playful and flirty, so much like they had always been in the past. But they rolled out so flat, so completely without the hopeful anticipation that they should have had. No levity, no joy...just a cold and distant plea.
It was a grave distinction. And one Mic did not miss...
"The nerve!” the hyena kept up his playful opposition. "I'm not that kinda' girl!”
But Hunter pressed on, his voice muted, sad...almost desperate, "You used to be,” as his paw grazed his friend's thigh and trailed north.
"Well, maybe I matured.”
Abruptly, Mic hopped to his feet beside the table...halting his friend, before his fingers could make their way somewhere they ought not to be. And as he walked on down the park's sidewalk -- with Hunter hot on his heels -- he realized he needed a new plan.
But the problem was: he never was the kind to be forthright about this sort of thing. He just couldn't bring himself to psychoanalyze the tiger, aloud, and to explain why this was wrong. And besides, he was pretty sure that Hunter wouldn't be very receptive to that, anyway. But he also couldn't continue on as he was, either. It was becoming pretty clear, pretty quickly that Hunter was only regarding his playful rejections as just another case of 'playing hard to get'.
So, he decided on a different tack. Perhaps it was best to simply change the subject. Give Hunter something to be distracted by. And while he was at it, it wouldn't hurt to subtly remind the tiger why this was inappropriate...to remind him that he had a boyfriend...
...to remind him of Elliot.
"So, have you heard from Elliot since his meeting?”
"He's called a couple of times,” Hunter just shrugged. "Haven't answered him.”
"And why not?” Mic asked as if he didn't know. "If he's tryin' to get a hold of you...I'm sure he just wants to patch things up. Why wouldn't you give him the chance?”
"You know why,” the tiger answered gruffly. "And we've already been over this. Why are you still defending him?”
"Because he's my friend. You both are.” Mic offered as much honesty -- as much emotional vulnerability -- as he could: "And I'd like to know you two are okay. I care about you guys.”
"More than he does, obviously.”
"You know that's not true, Hunter.”
"Do I?” Hunter snapped. But then he shook his head, "What I know, is that he's not here, yet for some reason we're still talking about him. Don't we have anything better to discuss?”
"Well, we could talk about Brandon more, if you like,” the hyena offered sarcastically...
...but to his surprise: "Yeah! You know? Why don't we?” Hunter agreed, waggling his eyebrows and flashing that sharp, predatory smirk yet again. "I mean...when you say he's a friend...?”
"Not like that,” Mic laughed and shook his head. "I don't do that sorta' stuff with ALL of my friends, you know. Just the ones who I know're interested.”
"And he's not?” the tiger asked. "How do you know? Have you tried?”
"I don't have to. I can just tell.” Mic tapped his temple: "Really good gaydar.”
"Really?” Hunter rolled his eyes, incredulously.
"Definitely! I knew that I could rope you in, the second I met you.”
"Hey!”
"What? It's not an insult,” the hyena held up his paws defensively, when his friend snapped. And then he explained, "I mean: you knew the second you met Elliot, too, didn't you?”
"Maybe,” Hunter averted his eyes, as he grumbled. "I didn't know with you, though.”
"Until I started hittin' on you, you mean?”
"No! Not even then! I thought you were just joking!” He nudged Mic's side, and lowered his voice, "I didn't know you were serious until your paw was in my shorts.”
Mic paused, in surprise. "Really? In the pool? I remember that. And I remember the look on your face after I did it, too.” He laughed as he pieced it together, "I just thought you were surprised I did it out in the open, like that.”
"No. I was surprised you'd done it at all!”
"Didn't take you long to come and corner me in the bathroom afterward, though,” the hyena narrowed his eyes playfully at his friend...
...and Hunter shook his head quickly, "Of course not! I was worried you'd change your mind if I didn't strike fast enough.”
"Yeah,” Mic winked, "quite the initiation you got that night, too.”
"You mean how Donald caught me with my...” the tiger clicked his tongue at the awkward memory, "...with my muzzle full?”
And Mic laughed aloud as he patted his friend on the back, "Well, it's not like he was mean to you about it!”
And as the scene played out in the hyena's mind -- Donald catching them, Hunter being terrified, he and the shepherd explaining how Donald was no stranger to that himself, and Donald finally ending up on HIS knees in front of Hunter -- Mic's felt his sheath tingle and swell.
...uh oh.
Beside him, Hunter let out a little growl, as his stride brought him closer to his friend's side, "And you remember all the times we fooled around right here in the park, too, don't you?”
The answer of course, was yes. He remembered that same German Shepherd -- Donald -- and Hunter trading blow jobs in the brush, while he, himself, alternated between watching and KEEPING watch. He remembered Hunter pawing him off under the picnic table, and making it almost impossible for him to stand up. He remembered introducing the tiger to other playful friends, right here on this side walk. And he remembered their late night visits the park's restrooms and secluded trails...
But those memories were the least of his concerns. The real danger was the reality of the present. Because he could see those restrooms in the distance. He could see the entrances to those hidden trails, all around. And knew the brush and picnic tables lay just behind them.
The park was empty. It would be so easy to sneak away...
But when he felt his pants constrict, he shook his head. He couldn't let himself get caught up in this. He had to be strong. He had to stop it. He had to be the good friend he was.
Remind Hunter of Elliot, again! Remind him why he can't do this!
"I don't mean to sound like I'm just lookin' to fuck your boyfriend, or anything...” he prefaced himself, intentionally slipping in the word 'boyfriend', as he did, "...but have you ever thought about, uhm...properly introducin' Elliot to me, Donald, and the other guys?”
"And how am I NOT supposed to take that as you wanting to fuck my boyfriend?” the tiger laughed heartily. But at least he was happier now...right?
"Well...maybe a little,” Mic admitted. "But it's not just that; it's for Elliot. I mean: you can't tell me that he wouldn't LOVE the chance to do somethin' like that! Didn't he even tell you that he was a little jealous of all our old...games? Something about how he wished he had friends like us?”
"Yeah...”
"And besides! Me and the guys have been missin' YOU, a lot, too!” and he winced...immediately regretting that admission. The last thing the tiger needed to hear was that Mic DID want to play. But he went on: "And if we wanna' get you back into the fold...well, Elliot's a part of that package, now, too.” 
"But Elliot's not here, is he?” Hunter chided his absent boyfriend. "If he was, maybe this could be the perfect opportunity for that. I mean, WE'RE here...in the park...with so many places to sneak off to, and do something...” he angled his muzzle, slightly, to the ever approaching restrooms.
And Mic gulped. He was failing in every possible way. He couldn't find the words to make Hunter forgive Elliot. He couldn't steer him away from his lascivious intentions. Hell: he couldn't even control himself! If he couldn't properly govern the stirring in his own pants...
...so how could manage Hunter?
"But, you know...” the tiger continued, drawing closer still, until he was again shoulder-to-shoulder with his friend, "...just because HE's not here, that doesn't mean that me and you can't...”
And Mic jerked away, instinctively. He couldn't let Hunter touch him. He had to stay in control.
But, as they drew upon the restrooms, he spoke up in spite of himself.
"I need to pee...” his voice wavered, and his course shifted left.
He knew he shouldn't go in.
There was no door. At least not with a handle and hinges. Instead, the entrance to the park's restroom was more of a short hallway that doubled back on itself: a full U-turn before one could make their way inside. It left nothing within visible from without, but -- along with the gaps between the ceiling and the walls -- it served as remarkable open air ventilation...
And Mic hadn't even gotten to the turn in that little hallway...wasn't even half way into the restroom...before the fur on the back of his neck was standing on end. Hunter was right behind him. He could feel him: his presence, his breath, his eyes against him. And he trembled at the sensation...
Neither one said a word. Not about where they were walking to...about what had happened here in the past...about what could so easily happen tonight...or about the tents both boys were so noticeably pitching, already.
Hunter's silence, Mic couldn't gauge. Perhaps if he'd looked him in the eye, he would have seen a nervous hopefulness.  Perhaps the cat desperately wanted something to happen...but he was afraid that if he spoke he'd lose his chance. But Mic was too scared to look and find out.
But his own silence? That he understood. He was too scared to speak, for the same reason that he was too scared to look into Hunter's eyes. If he spoke, it became real. If he spoke, he would have to admit the risk he was taking. He would have to admit that he knew he shouldn't be here, but that he didn't care. He would have to admit...that he was lying to himself.
But so long as he was silent, it wasn't real. He was just going to pee...and everything would be okay.
And soon enough, that's exactly what he was doing. And his shaft was in his paw at the urinal.
But before he let out even the barest trickle, he heard Hunter let loose beside him. He heard the stream strike the porcelain -- a sharp, glassy treble -- and his cock flexed in his paw at the sound.
It wasn't the act itself that set him to shiver, though. He'd never been interested in watersports...and he still wasn't. No. It was the association. Hearing the tiger peeing forced him to picture it...forced him to imagine the organ from which that stream had come. And without even turning his gaze, he could see the tiger's familiar dick in his mind. Barbed. Glistening. Pulsing...
Damn-it. He knew he shouldn't have gone in.
"You remember this restroom, too, right?” Hunter's voice jarred him from his trance. And he opened his eyes to catch, in his peripherals, the tiger motioning his head to something across the room: "That stall?”
Mic was rigid now. He was throbbing, and standing at attention: a full 45 degree salute. And it made the task at paw more than a little difficult. But he strained, he bent it downward, and he forced himself to do what he'd said he came to do.
Hunter's stream, though, had already tapered off...and the tiger's neck stretched out, his head leaning over the urinals' dividing wall, as he answered his own question on the hyena's behalf:
"It definitely LOOKS like you remember.”
"Eyes on the road, kitty,” Mic ordered as sternly as he could manage, while he finished his business:
He grunted and forced out what final few drops he had left, before stuffing himself away into his boxers, and stepping back from the urinal. His paws were on his open pants, ready to button and zip them up. It was a simple enough task. But it was one he wouldn't be completing.
In a flash of orange and black, Hunter was on him!
One paw gripped the hyena's rod through the silk of his boxers, and the other ensnared his wrist. And, chest-to-chest, nose-to-nose, Hunter pushed him back more quickly than Mic could react, and in seconds, he had been slammed against the outer wall of one of the restroom's stalls. His already rigid dick was being kneaded through the silk, a labored breath fell heavy on his muzzle...and he could feel a second throbbing pole twitching against his leg.
Hunter had never even put himself away.
"Hunter. No...” the hyena tried to protest. But his revolve had been hanging by a thread already...and the paw gripping him had broken it completely. So despite his protests, he could muster no will to push his attacker away. "What about Elliot?”
"I told you,” Hunter growled in return, and his paw delved inside the silk: the flesh of his paw pads against the flesh of Mic's cock. "Elliot's not here.”
Mic might not have known much, but he knew he was a good friend. Hunter was his friend. He was making a mistake. He had to stop him. He had to protect him from himself before this went any further. He knew he was a good friend. Elliot was his friend! He couldn't betray him. He couldn't let Hunter betray him. He knew he was a good friend. He was a good friend...
But his fingers were already encircling Hunter's shaft.
He knew more than he was willing to admit. He knew this was wrong. He knew he had willingly let it happen. And he knew he wouldn't be turning back...
Mic imagined himself outside of his own body. He imagined he was a spectator: a voyeur simply watching the scene play out. He imagined...that he had nothing to do with what was happening.
And as he watched the two strangers -- alone there in the dim, artificial light of the drafty restroom -- they pulled one another close. Heavy breaths fell upon twitching ears, tense necks, and tremoring shoulders...pre trickled out, matting the fur and slickening the pads of slowly stroking paws...and an old stall groaned under the weight of two young bodies.
A November breeze whistled through the gap at the top of the walls, and whirred through the bent, doorless entry way...but he could barely hear it, over the sound of a tiger's breath on his ear.
And he was drawn back to reality at the feeling of that tiger's lips against his neck. His lips pressed, spreading with his shaking breath. His tongue rolled out, parting the hyena's fur. And his teeth sunk in, threatening to pierce the flesh.
This was exactly why he always liked Hunter best. No one else compared. No one else was gay...or even bisexual. They were just bored. Hard up. Curious at best. And they were always so shy. A cock in their muzzle was simply them returning a favor. But a kiss? Losing themselves in the moment, and sinking their teeth into the heartbeat of a friend's neck? That was always a step too far...
...not for Hunter, though. Never for Hunter.
And even as Elliot's name pulsed through Mic's mind again, and again. Even as he told himself it was wrong, and begged himself to stop...he lifted the tiger's head and pulled him into a rough and desperate kiss.
What was he doing?
But it wasn't the conflicted Hyena who broke that kiss. It was Hunter.
"Now,” the tiger growled as both his paws caught his friend's collar. "Didn't we say something about you helping me to get some...” he licked his lips and showed his fangs, "...release?”
Mic could only gulp and nod. And then he was jerked down to his knees.
Hunter's paws held his face. The cat's barbs scraped the roof of his mouth. And the flesh -- the spongy and slick layer of flesh, atop the steel rod beneath -- slid across his tongue. He could taste the dripping salt, almost hear the pulse of his friend's heart, feel the tiger's claws on his scalp, and smell the scent...
...the scent of hot wings on Hunter's paws.
The scent clung to his fur and his pads just like it had to Mic's. And the hyena was more than a little disappointed. He wanted to smell his friend. He wanted his nose filled with the cat's musk. The sweat of his balls. The heat of his arousal. The pungent sting of his flowing pre. But not vinegar and spice.
He'd always loved that scent. The scent of a male. And Hunter's...was particularly enticing.
It demanded he submit. It made him long to be on his knees. It inspired dreams of the cat's cock invading his throat. It begged him to be right where he was at this very moment: Hunter's paws gripping his skull, as he thrust into the hyena's willing maw.
And as he was muzzle fucked there on the floor of the park restroom, he gripped his own shaft in his paw, and stroked. This was another reason Hunter was always...just so damned much fun. No one else could ever really make him submit.
And come to think of it...maybe that's why he was really so interested in Mr. Callaway, too. The authority. The power.
But as he knelt there, pawing shamelessly at himself, and enjoying the feeling, again and again, of his nose tapping against the tiger's groin...a muffled sound tickled his ear. It was a shuffling and a tapping noise. But it ended as quickly as it had begun...and, besides, it had been so windy every since they stepped through the hallway...
Amidst the whistling and whirring, the rustling leaves beyond the walls, the lights buzzing above of his head, and the hum of his own muffled breaths...he simply let himself ignore yet one more noise joining the gentle cacophony.
And he would have forgotten it, too, if it weren't for the sudden flash that stung his still-closed eyes.
The flash.
And the unmistakable sound of a digital camera's simulated shutter.
Hunter's dick jerked free of Mic muzzle. Spit and pre dripped down his chin. And before his newly-opened eyes could even adjusted to the buzzing restroom light, a second flash stunned him and burned his eyes.
He stumbled to his feet. He heard Hunter's zipper. And he frantically reached for his own, as his eyes finally adjusted to the sight before him: to the paws of a horse and a bear gripping their cell phones, the tail of a husky slipping quickly around the corner as he made his exit...
...and the shocked and disgusted face...of Brandon Sutela.




~




And Sibirskaia continues...
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This particular chapter (and the rest of Sibirskaia) was written entirely by Oloroso Rhone.
But it was based on characters and story lines I created jointly with my friend Phil Anthro Pist
If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account on here at
http://phil-anthro-pist.sofurry.com/
*
Okay...I'm supposed to have things to say here, right?
But where should I start?
Elliot's mother is accusing his dad of molesting him. Now they have to talk to lawyers and go to court and try to defend him. Surely she doesn't really have any evidence, right?
Hunter JUST CHEATED ON ELLIOT! And Mic certainly wasn't in control enough to stop it. One wounded tiger plus one horny and weak hyena...doesn't make for good decision making.
And at least I COULD say that maybe Elliot won't find out. But...there were just pictures taken...
I mean: there...really just wasn't one tiny bit of good news here, was there?
So what comes next? Will Elliot find out? How will he react? Who ELSE might see the pictures? What role does Brandon still have to play? And on top of all of THAT...how can we expect Kris and Robyn's legalproceedingstogo?
I'm not being very nice right now, am I?
Anyway, thanks for reading!

I welcome any feedback. Comment or PM me here, or email me at theottercoon[at]gmail.com
See you around for the next 23 chapters of Sibirskaia!

 
  Sibirskaia: Blood &amp; Water Part 4

  Blood & Water
Smoke & Fire

(November 4th)
A red pen glided along white paper...the top page of a slowly diminishing stack.
It was Monday, it was lunch time, and all James Callaway would be having today, was a single granola bar. But it couldn't be helped. These worksheets wouldn't grade themselves, and he hadn't even glanced at them over the weekend. Of course, with attending the funeral on Friday, spending Saturday with Scott and Jeffery, and then helping Hunter move, yesterday...he hadn't exactly had the time.
And so he sat -- a forgotten, half-eaten, supposedly-chocolate-flavored granola bar teetering on the edge of his desk -- and sifted through his students' work. It wasn't a difficult task, but it was an engrossing one...consuming. To the point, in fact, that he didn't even notice he had a visitor in his classroom, until their voice caught his ear...
"Look what I found.”
It was Scott, of course. Who else? But before the raccoon could turn his eyes up to meet the fox, a smart phone landed atop of his stack of worksheets, with a heavy, muted thud.
But this was all? This what he 'found'? "A student's pho-?”
James's words caught in his throat, though, when he realized exactly what was staring back at him. There, lit up on the screen, bright as day, was the picture of a tiger...his paws flat against a restroom stall, as he buried himself into the muzzle of a hyena...whose face lay blurry and hidden behind the feline's hips.
"Holy shit!” the raccoon nearly squealed as he snatched up the phone. "You actually caught a student looking at gay porn?” And, feeling his sheath already stirring to life, he finally turned his eyes upon his lover and coworker: "Scott! This is like the first two minutes of every fantasy I ever paw off to!”
But Scott just offered a soft little laugh, "So you've told me.”
Immediately, James began looking about the room, hoping in vain to find the phone's owner. Of course, though, he and Scott were alone, "He's not with you?” He flashed the saddest pleading expression he could muster at his boyfriend, "Come on, Scott! You're missing a golden opportunity, here!”
"I might be...if these were porn,” the fox tapped the edge of the phone.
"It certainly looks like porn, to me!”
"It may LOOK like it,” he explained slowly, in a tone that James felt was far too serious for such a joyous occasion, "but these are two of our students.”
"Oh?” the raccoon tilted his head for a moment, before it occurred to him just what that meant. "Oh! Somebody got caught in the act?”
Scott nodded once as he went along: "Yeah, it seems these pictures have been making the rounds with the kids, by way of text messages, all day. Apparently, half the student body has already seen them, and I'm just the first teacher to actually catch anybody with them.”
James smirked, "Luck you.”
"No. Lucky kid!” the fox argued. "If anybody else had caught him, they would have turned him in to the principal.”
"And you won't?” James asked on reflex. But before his coworker could answer: "Wait, what ARE you gonna' do? You know...other than save a copy of the picture for yourself...”
And Scott just rolled his eyes, "...yeah, I'll let you do that.”
The raccoon let loose a sharp laugh, "YEAH you will!” and quickly pulled open a drawer, digging through it for the cable that he knew was buried somewhere inside. "By the way, are you even allowed to just snatch up a kid's phone like this?”
"As far as I know. And it's not like he tried to stop me, anyway.”
Soon enough, James found that cord tangled and wrapped around his stapler. Did he really use both of those so seldom, that they'd been in there long enough to end up like that? Regardless, though, he'd found it. So, with a sigh, he set the phone aside, and went about untangling the cord. But...
"Before you do that,” Scott plucked the phone back up from the desk. "Apparently you didn't hear me right. I said pictures...with an S.” With a delicate flick of his wrist, the fox swiped the phone's screen...
...and then handed it back to his raccoon.
The picture James was met with, now, was much the same as the last: a tiger's back, and a kneeling hyena half obscured by that cat's legs and hips. This one, though, was from a slightly different angle...it appeared to have been taken moments later...and their positions had changed between the shots. Only one of the tiger's paws was still on the stall, now, while the other shielded his eyes. Meanwhile, the hyena, it seemed, had fumbled to the side, holding himself up with a paw on the dirty floor.
And now...the two startled boys had turned to face the camera.
In an instant, the entire complexion of the situation changed. The raccoon's smile faded, and his groin calmed beneath the cloth. It all made sense, now. He realized why Scott had seemed so thoroughly unamused. He recalled the uncomfortable silence, when Mic and Hunter had returned from their night on the town. He recognized their clothes, finally, in the picture. And he kicked himself, inside, for being so spectacularly dense.
But what could he and Scott do about this? Was there anything that COULD be done? Maybe they really should consider turning this kid in to the principal, after all. Then there could be an investigation! The police could trace these texts back from phone to phone...so they could figure out where they came from, and just who took the pictures to begin with. Maybe they could even stop them before they spread any further!
But, no. No. He'd heard of stories like this in the past. Hunter and Mic were minors. This -- what he was holding in his paw -- was child pornography. He'd heard of teenagers being prosecuted for sharing, or even just having, this sort of thing before -- even of themselves, let alone of other students -- and he couldn't do anything like that to some poor, innocent kid. The only thing this one had done was get a text message, for God's sake! They couldn't punish him for that...
But what SHOULD they do? And more importantly...
"Does Elliot know? Has he seen this?” the raccoon looked back at his fox, again...
...but Scott could only shrug in response, "I have no idea. He didn't come to school today.”
"Do you think...that maybe this is WHY he didn't?”
"You mean that he saw the pictures, and didn't want to be anywhere near Hunter? It crossed my mind, yeah.”
James sighed as he looked back at the picture and imagined the husky's reaction. "Well, even if he hasn't seen 'em, yet...it won't be long before he does.”
"And in the middle of the divorce,” the fox added, "this is the last thing that boy needs!”
"The divorce? That's the least of it!” James held the phone out to his lover, leaving this to him to handle from here. "Did I not tell you about the accusations his mother just made?”
"No. You told me,” Scott nodded as he switched off the phone. "But that's just another piece of the-”
"Scott?” a voice cut him short. A new voice from somewhere behind the fox...
...and James marveled at the feat that followed. Scott's paws moved with purpose and grace, slipping the phone into his pocket. He didn't move too quickly. If he had, it would have drawn unneeded interest: called attention to his sudden alarm. But he moved deftly enough, nonetheless, that the phone was hidden before the intruder -- whomever he was -- could have even hoped to notice it was there.
And with it gone, the fox turned and stepped aside, affording James the line of sight needed to find a familiar and imposing polar bear, Principal Rivers, standing in the door to his room...
"Oh good,” Mr. Rivers smiled in what appeared to be relief. "Kim said I'd find you here with James.”
"You've been looking for me?” Scott stood straighter, "Is something wrong?”
And the bear averted his eyes, paws shifting on the floor, "We have a...bit of a situation, Scott.” He was uncomfortable. It was uncharacteristic, and it was alarming. But not so alarming as the next words to come out of his mouth: "There are some detectives here to speak with you.”
"Detectives?” Scott recoiled at the word...
...and James felt himself do the same. Detectives? Why would there be detectives here? Why would they need to see Scott? Was this about the pictures? Had another teacher confiscated a phone, as well? Did they know Scott had one in his possession, too? Or had THIS phone's owner gone to the principal, himself?
Then again, this might all just be wishful thinking. Because it could be much, much worse. After all...detectives? What if it had something to do with Jeffery?
What if they'd been found out?
~
No. His secret was safe.
He was safe. He was safe. William Masters repeated it, again and again, as he paced aimlessly through his apartment. From his and Aaron's bedroom, he wandered to his living room, stopping to flip through a stack of magazines he had no intention of reading. From the magazines, he tread into the kitchen, past his nephew at the fridge, and to the pantry, to open it for at least the seventh time. From the pantry, he padded back to the living room and to his desk, shaking his mouse to stir his computer from its sleep, only to lose interest after only the shortest glance. From his desk, he shuffled to a window and glanced outside, checking once more to see if anyone was approaching. And from that window, he trailed back to his couch, where he finally sat...
...but how long he could really expect to sit still?
This was stupid. It was stupid and it was selfish. Everything was fine, and this wasn't about him, anyway. This was about Toffy and Elliot. This was about his brother and his nephew, and they needed him! He didn't need to be freaking out about his own secrets and sins...
And no one was interested in him anyway. They were looking at Toffy. The only thing anyone would want from him was to answer questions about his brother. Everything would be fine. He just had to be calm and to make it through today, and everything would be fine.
He was safe. He was safe.
He wanted to rise again. He could feel his knee beginning to shake, demanding he stand and pace. But he held it back. He controlled himself, and, instead, simply turned his eyes on his brother. It was a grim sight. It was cold and quiet. And he couldn't decide whether or not he envied Toffy's stoicism...
The elder husky sat still...his feet rested flat, and his back held straight against the cushioned recliner. One paw lay relaxed on the arm of the chair, the other held a nearly empty tumbler of nerve-calming scotch, and his eyes were locked on the ice cubes behind the glass.
He was a statue. And in a way, Will envied him. He wished he could be so still, so calm. But then again, he could only guess what was going on behind those eyes. And perhaps Toffy wished HE could be the one pacing a rut in the floor to shake off his tension.
And certainly, that tension had to be building. William knew it was for HIM, and he could see it in Elliot, just the same. Any moment now, the door bell would ring. Any moment, the detectives would arrive. Toffy had been warned they'd be visiting today, coming to investigate Robyn's accusations. It was why Elliot was home from school. It was why Toffy was lost, staring into his drink.
And it was why Will's paw was tapping the floor hard enough to rattle a coffee table feet away.
But soon enough -- though whether it was merciful or terrifying, he couldn't say -- the doorbell rang.
"And, that would be them,” Toffy spoke for the first time in close to an hour.
He set his drink aside and rose, and his younger brother was right behind. But as they trudged toward the door, Will shuddered, paused, and shook, forcing away the last of his nerves. And before him, his brother let out a soft chuckle...
"I swear: you seem even more nervous than I am.”
"Do I?”
As Elliot's stepped up from behind -- fresh from the kitchen with nothing to eat or drink, much like every trip his uncle had made -- Toffy took in a breath, and opened the door. There, in the apartment's breezeway were, they could only assume, the detectives they'd been waiting to see: a female badger and a male dachshund, in their semi-formal dress and plastic smiles.
But William met them with a more genuine smile of his own. Because they were alone! There were no uniforms with them: no one carrying cuffs, and mace, and guns. No one would be arrested today. No one would be dragging Elliot away.
"Mister...” the badger spoke first, her eyes shifting between the two adult, "...Masters?”
And Toffy offered his paw, "I'm Kristoff.”
While they shook, the dachshund turned his eyes to Will, "And that would make you the brother. William?”
"Yes sir.”
Politely enough, the badger asked: "May we come in?”
"Of course,” Toffy nodded, and he and his brother stepped aside...
...leaving the badger to thread the gap left between them, and stride directly toward Elliot. His eyes were wide, his knees were locked, and he leaned away ever so slightly as she knelt before him. "Elliot, right?”
"Yeah...”
"Would you mind giving us a little privacy, kiddo?” she asked in a forced and saccharine tone, but her smile never faded. "We'll come and talk to you soon, too...but we need to speak with your dad and your uncle alone, first. Okay?”
~
"Alone?” Scott Hammond did his best to subdue his instinctual gulp as he watched Principal Rivers leave the room. But he turned to face the table -- and the two detectives across -- with a smile and a joke, hopefully to relieve the tension for them all: "Well, that doesn't sound any good. Should I be calling a lawyer?”
The visibly more elderly of the detectives, a thin, gentle, and graying squirrel, smiled comfortingly, "Don't worry, Mr. Hammond. You're not in any trouble.” He motioned a paw across the table, silently gesturing for Scott to sit, "This is just a sensitive matter, and it'd better if what we have to say, stays here between the three of us.”
"If you say so,” the fox sat, as directed. "But just remember: I asked for representation and you said no. That means now I can talk about my huge marijuana farm all I want, and you can't use it against me.”
The squirrel's soft smile broke in a breathy chuckle, "Even if that wasn't a joke, that's not our department.”
"Well what IS your department, then?” Scott asked...
...but instead of an answer, he was met with an irritated huff: "Is Elliot Masters one o' your students?” This, though, didn't come from the squirrel. It came from his partner: the younger and clearly less patient gorilla to the older detective's side.
"Ah,” Scott just nodded with a knowing smile, "So, this is about Elliot, then.”
"It is.” The gorilla narrowed his eyes, "Why? Know somethin'?”
"I do!” Scott crossed his arms, his smug attitude returning in line with his comfort. "In fact, I know exactly why you're here.”
"Do you?” the squirrel asked.
"Of course!” Scott leaned back with a smirk, "I mean: let me ask you a question. Why are you talking to me? That is: me specifically? Elliot has plenty of teachers. So what makes me so special?”
The squirrel rested his chin on his fist, "We were told that you two were close, that you know him pretty well, and that he might come to you with...problems.”
"Right. Yet you think he WOULDN'T come to me after his mother made this kind of ridiculous accusation?”  Not that he HAD, of course, but...
"Ridiculous? So, you don't believe it then.”
"Of course not!”
"How can you be so sure?”
"Because Elliot told me, for one!”  In complete honesty, he hadn't. Elliot had only learned about this on Saturday, and Scott hadn't so much as laid an eye on him since Friday. He only heard what he DID know secondpaw -- or was it thirdpaw -- from James, who'd learned it from Hunter. But there was no reason to bring James and Hunter's names into this, at all, if he didn't have to.
"Maybe he just doesn't want to admit the truth,” the squirrel countered...
...and the gorilla spoke up again, to add: "Not a lot of boys his age wanna' own up to somethin' like that.”
"No. But if he hadn't said anything to me to begin with,” albeit to Hunter, "I would've never even heard about it...or had any reason to wonder. So why come to me and bring it to my attention, just to tell me that it never happened?”
The squirrel considered that for a moment. "Well, maybe he wanted to reach out to someone. Maybe he was looking for help, but got scared at the last minute.”
"I don't know,” Scott laughed that off. "It sounded, to me, a lot more like he was just griping about his mom.”
"And what makes you such an expert?” the gorilla asked, clearly more confrontational than his older partner.
"Hey. I'm not saying I know more about this sort of thing than the two of you. But I do work with kids his age...like, daily.” Scott shrugged proudly, "I can read them pretty well.”
"That's good to know,” the squirrel smiled. "Then maybe you can answer a few questions...”
"I'll answer anything you want. But I'm telling you: you've got the wrong idea, here.” Scott tapped a finger on the table to emphasize: "I've taken some training for this -- for how to spot kids who might be victims of that sort of thing -- and-”
"Training? Really?” the squirrel seemed intrigued...
"Yes sir.”
...and the gorilla delved deeper: "And there's nothin'? No warnin' signs? Nothin' stands out?”
"Warning signs? There's a laundry list of 'warning signs', but I've never seen him display any of them. His hygiene is impeccable. And he seems to eat just fine. I mean, I've seen him at lunch. He doesn't avoid eating, or eat too much...and he's certainly not too skinny, or even a little bit fat.” Scott laughed aloud, "And he definitely doesn't have a fear of intimacy!”
"What about self destructive behavior?” the squirrel added, clearly familiar with the signs as well. "Drugs? Ever heard of him running away from home?”
But Scott just shook his head, "Not that I know of. I mean, I can't say for certain, since I only see him at school, but he doesn't strike me as a drug user...and I've never gotten the feeling that he hurts himself, or is in any danger of committing suicide.” He paused as he realized, before mentioning aloud: "And if he ran away from home...there's a damn good chance he'd show up at my door. And, since he hasn't...”
"What about just...general depression?”
"Well, yeah. The kid is definitely depressed,” Scott admitted. "But why shouldn't he be? His parents are getting divorced! And plus, these accusations against his dad? I mean: he LOVES his dad! How else should he react?”
"The, uhm...” the squirrel snapped his fingers to remember, "the comment you made a minute ago, about him not having a fear of intimacy?”
"Yeah?”
"Is that to say that he's particularly promiscuous?”
"Well, I mean...he's a teenager,” Scott answered with a mockingly risen brow. "They're all basically just a bundle of hormones, right? And he's not a bad looking kid, either. So I'd actually be more surprised if I found out that he HADN'T done something, by now.”
Of course, Scott knew exactly what Elliot had done. He'd caught him in the act, even. But the detectives didn't need to know that, either. He had no particular interest in giving them any amount of ammunition against the boy's father.
And besides: they asked if he was promiscuous! And no. He wouldn't describe Elliot as promiscuous, at all. As far as he knew, the boy had only ever been with one guy...or a staggering total of two, if these accusations were true. And doesn't someone need a longer list than that before they could be called 'promiscuous'?
But then again...this was becoming a game of semantics, now, wasn't it? And one that he knew, very well, that he was playing.
Because, they weren't really asking if the pup had had an unusual number of partners. They were asking if he was uncommonly interested in sex, for his age, at all. And that, of course, was true. Not only had Scott found the boy getting his dick sucked in a parking lot, but Elliot and Hunter had admitted to doing much the same thing in both the locker rooms AND a rest room right here at school. And to add to that: how he watched from the window of his own home, as the two tried to rope Jeffery into a threesome?
Elliot might not have been self destructive, or had a drug problem, an eating disorder, or bad hygiene...but this was one warning sign that he certainly displayed. And in flashing neon, in fact...
Yet still, Scott lied: "But promiscuous? That's another matter entirely.”
The gorilla, joined back in, at last, "Well then, what DID ya' mean by him 'definitely' not havin' a fear of intimacy?”
And this.
This was why he lied. This was why he pretended Elliot had spoken to him, when he hadn't. Why he completely hid the truth about just how much he knew of the boy's sex life. And why he so vehemently defended his father -- someone he'd never met -- against such accusations.
It was because he believed them!
See? Scott had a theory.
The detectives were asking for signs of abuse...for signs that Elliot had been raped and scarred emotionally. And amongst the myriad of other signs of such abuse -- dangerous, and self destructive signs -- should be a crippling fear of intimacy. A fear of letting anyone else close enough to hurt them again. And, of course, this was definitely nothing Elliot suffered from...
...but what if it wasn't rape? What if the 'victim' wasn't scarred? What if it was something they'd enjoyed?
Wouldn't it stand to reason they would react exactly the opposite? Might they not reach out for companionship of the very same kind? Reach out to other males -- especially older -- looking for the same kind of connection they'd enjoyed from their...'abuse'?
A child who was hurt would naturally withdraw. But a child who liked it?
After all, he'd seen it firstpaw with Jeffery. He'd seen his kitten scared and withdrawn after what happened with Tony. But just the same, he'd seen him grow to love the relationship he shared with his master, his boyfriend, and his adopted father. He'd watched him happily accept James into their life. He'd caught him fast asleep with his head in the raccoon's lap. And he'd been witness to his steadily growing obsession -- both as sexual prospects and as friends -- with Hunter and his husky.
And was Elliot so different? He shared a relationship and a love with his father -- with or without these accusations -- which most boys his age could only dream of. He'd formed bonds, from what Scott had heard, with his uncle, his uncle's boyfriend, and even with Hunter's surrogate father, Stan. And, of course, Scott couldn't forget his own longstanding role as mentor and confidant, either...
And this was why he lied.
After all, if his theory -- and by extension Elliot's mother's accusations -- were true, then where was the crime? Elliot would've been a happily willing participant...or at least as willing as Jeffery. And Scott had no interest in standing in the way of something like that. No interest in punishing the boy's father for something he, himself, had been doing for months.
But he, at least, had to explain his little quip...
"I just meant that he's a...” he paused to search for the best word, but could only manage to settle upon, "...loving kid. I mean, he's only close with so many people, but the ones he IS close to, he's VERY close to...myself included. He's open, and honest, and I've never seen him shy away from physical contact. Hell, he often initiates it.”
The squirrel leaned in on his elbows, "But that physical contact is never inappropriate, or overly sexual?”
"Not at all.”
The elder detective verified: "And you say he's open with you? How much, if anything, HAS he confided in you, in regards to his sex life? Relationships? Uhm...preferences?”
Scott could tell the squirrel was trying to skirt around the issue of saying it outright, but HE wasn't afraid to mention it, at all, "Are you're asking if I knew he was gay?” Thanks to the circumstances of the Masters' divorce and everything else surrounding it, these detectives definitely knew. In this room, at least, it was no secret. "Yeah, I knew about that. But being gay isn't any proof that he's been molested. I mean...I was never molested.”
On cue, the gorilla's eyes widened, and his posture shifted. And the fox simply restrained a guilty smile. He was still such a kid at heart...and he loved getting those sorts of reactions...
While the gorilla sat in silence, though, the squirrel assured the teacher: "Oh, I know that, Mr. Hammond. I wasn't implying that it was evidence of anything,” and went on to explain: "I was just wondering if you knew anything about his friends. Or more importantly...boyfriends?”
~
"That's something you'll have to ask Elliot, yourself.”
Kristoff Masters stood fast and defiant, sitting and staring across the kitchen table at the unwelcomed detectives in his and his brother's home. Billy was to his left, Elliot was in his room, and this conversation could have certainly gotten off on a better foot...
"Is there a reason you're refusing to answer?” the badger asked, with what seemed to be genuine curiosity in her voice...
...but the dachshund -- much as he had ever since they sat down -- met the refusal with nothing suspicion. "It's a simple enough question, Mr. Masters.”
"But it's not mine to answer,” Kris argued. "I don't think that Elliot would want you talking to his friends about this...but if he does, that's up to him. And as for boyfriends? I can't say that I know whether he has one or not.”
"You don't know?” the dachshund asked: incredulous and accusatory.
"It's not that crazy a thought that a teenage boy wouldn't want to talk to his dad about every little detail of his sex life, is it?” Kristoff laughed softly and added, "Especially if he's gay...”
"I don't know,” the dachshund shrugged. "Maybe it's different when your dad's gay, too.”
And Kris knew he was being provoked, but couldn't control his urge to take the bait, "I'm not gay.”
"Your wife tells a different story.”
"Yeah, my wife says lots of things that aren't true.” Kristoff turned to ask Will: "I mean: isn't that the whole reason we're here?”
"So you're saying that you've never slept with another male?” the badger asked in calm clarification.
"Oh no. I have,” Kris confessed. "And I will again.”
"But you're not gay?” the dachshund's voice still carried the same, mocking, sarcastic tone...
...so Kristoff met it with much the same: "Shouldn't sex cops know how to define bisexuality?”
"What about you, William?” the badger spoke up again, clearly trying to disarm a volatile situation. "Could you answer the question?”
But Billy just shook his head, "I'm not telling you anything he won't.”
"So you don't know if Elliot has a boyfriend, either?” she asked again.
"Eh,” Billy shrugged. "He might have talked to me about his sex life, a little bit. But like his dad said: it's not my place to tell you. Ask Elliot.”
"Fine, then!” The dachshund snapped and pointed at Kris, "Let's talk about you, instead.”
"I'm an open book,” he took a breath to prepare himself...
...and the little black dog laid right into him: "Have you ever exposed yourself to your son?”
"Not intentionally.”
"But he HAS seen you nude, then?”
"Of course he has!” Kristoff threw up his paws in frustration at the question. "I'm his father.”
"You say that like it's normal,” the dachshund growled.
"Isn't it? We're not exactly nudists, but he's lived with me all of his life. For over fourteen years now, we've shared the same house.” Kris leaned in and squinted, "I mean: I can't be prosecuted for leaving doors unlocked, can I?”
"Depends on how often. Depends on your intentions.” The dachshund leaned in just the same, "Maybe you WANTED him to walk in on you.”
"Oh, you have got to be kidding me!”
"What about pornographic material?” the little dog moved right along. "Have you exposed him to that, too?”
Kristoff just rolled his eyes, "I think he's perfectly capable of exposing HIMSELF to porn.”
"And you don't have a problem with that?”
"Why would I?”
"Why?” the dachshund finally raised his voice to a shout. "Because he's only fourteen-years-old!”
Quickly, the badger spoke up again, to calm the situation. And despite the heightened emotions, Kristoff actually felt sorry for her...as he only just now realized that this kind of passive mediation must take up a large portion of her job, thanks to her partner.
"You don't have any parental controls on your internet or television?”
"Of course not,” Kris admitted bluntly. And then he turned his eyes back to the dachshund, knowing that his next point would relate best to a male, even if it WAS such a confrontational one, "You can't tell me that you had never seen a dirty magazine by the time you were fourteen. Fuck, I'd seen them in my single digits.” He pointed his thumb toward the living room and their television, "I mean: I'm not gonna' sit and watch porn with the boy...but if he wants to see it in the privacy of his own room, I'm not gonna' stop him, either.”
"So you WANT your son exposed to that?” the dachshund recoiled, stunned by the idea...
"Of course I do!”
...but the badger met it with curiosity, "What do you mean, Mr. Masters?”
"I mean that it's part of being a healthy teenage boy.” Kristoff smirked, "He's still going through puberty. Every bit of his body is screaming for him to have sex! So what, in God's name, is wrong with him being able to...relieve that tension, a little bit?”
The dachshund, though, clearly couldn't be convinced, "I've never met a normal father who would be okay with the idea of his fourteen-year-old son having unfettered access to that much pornographic material.”
"Well I'm sorry that I'm not as cripplingly repressed as a 'normal' father, then.”
"Have you talked to your son about this?” the badger asked. "Does he know that he has this kind of access?”
"I have, and he does.”
"And have you given him any guidelines, any warnings, anything?”
"Of course I have. I've told him not to spend my money on it, and then taught him how to not get any viruses on his computer!” Before the detectives could react negatively to his little joke, though, Kris explained more seriously: "...and I've also told him to be careful that he wasn't ever looking at anything underage. And that if he meets anyone online -- no matter how old they SAY they are -- he can never meet them in person, unless they're willing to meet ME first.”
"Good advice,” the badger smiled. "So what other advice have you given him? What have you taught him about sex, in general? What rules have you laid out?”
"Oh God, plenty! I warned him about pregnancy when I still thought that was an issue. And I taught him how to be safe...” Kristoff paused when it dawned on him that this was something he needed to explain. No matter her other accusations, Robyn would certainly blow the circumstances of their divorce, and Elliot's freedoms with Hunter, out of proportion. So he needed to state his case as soon as possible, "...which includes doing it in a safe environment. I had explored quite a bit by the time I was his age -- with both genders, if you really must know -- and I'd be stupid if I didn't expect him to do the same. And if he's going to do it, I'd rather it be here, than in some dirty bathroom, or somewhere where he might end up getting caught and driven home by the cops.”
Of course, the dachshund wasn't done with his accusations: "And that's all? Really? Nothing more you want to mention? Never gave him any demonstrations? Paws-on instruction? Showed him how to...do anything?”
"God no! But I'm starting to think that YOU want to!” Kris snapped. "Seriously. How fucked up has this job made you, that that's where your mind goes?”
Yet again, the badger stepped in to diffuse: "How exactly do you feel about your son being gay, overall, Mr. Masters?”
But Kristoff was far past the point of being reasonable, after her partner's last remark. "I think it's fuckin' glorious! Will and I have been looking forward to him joining the cabal for years!”
"Mr. Masters...” she tried to calm him...
..but he went right on, "No really! I sewed the ceremonial robes, myself! And Billy here handled the initiation.”
"He recited his vows quite articulately,” his brother added. "He WAS a little squeamish when it came to the sacrifice, though...”
And finally, the badger became annoyed, "Why are the two of you being so defensive? Don't you think it's in your best interest to cooperate?”
"Well how do you expect us to react?” Kris crossed his arms in defiance. "You're accusing me of raping my son!”
"We're just investigating a case, sir. We're not accusing you.”
"Well...maybe YOU aren't,” he agreed with the badger, but turned his eyes on her partner to make his point.
And the dachshund looked right back, dead in his eye. "Where there's smoke, there's fire, Mr. Masters.”
Kristoff threw his paws up once again, "But what smoke? What smoke could you possibly be talking about? So far I haven't seen or heard of even ONE shred of evidence, other than my wife's wild accusations!” He pointed at the littler dog, "So unless you're talking about the smoke that she and her lawyers are blowing up your-”
"Mr. Masters, please clam down,” the badger implored.
"Well then answer my question! What evidence do you have?”
But she just shook her head, "We're under no obligation to divulge that sort of information, at this time. This is an ongoing...”
~
"...investigation, involving a minor. And we'd appreciate it, if-”
"I know, I know,” Mr. Hammond cut the elderly squirrel short. "Don't worry. I won't say anything to anyone. And if you need anything else...”
"We know where ya' work,” the gorilla at their side added as he offered the teacher his paw...
...and from some distance -- in a chair by the office, and only JUST close enough to make out the final few words of their conversation -- a white folf looked on in silence. He watched as the two well dressed strangers took their turns shaking his teacher's paw. He heard their goodbyes...excessively long, and overly polite goodbyes for his taste. And he watched them leave.
But who were those men? Did this have something to do with him? He heard the word 'investigation'; were they the police!? Was this about the pictures on his phone? He knew he was in trouble, but was it THAT bad?? All he did was get a text from a new friend...
And now Mr. Hammond was walking over! Oh, this wasn't good. This wasn't good...
The fox's head, though, was tilted...his eyes didn't show any particular malice...and in moments, he was leaning down to look the boy in the eye.
"Well, hello again,” he greeted the folf with a smile. "What are you doing by the office?”
The boy answered his best, but he could barely restrain his nervous tremoring, and he could hear his accent seeping through far thicker than it would, if he were calm. "I shaw you go in. I tought you werre...” he stumbled over his next word, "...rreporrting me to de prrinshipal. I-I was waiting to be called in.”
Mr. Hammond just laughed, but the folf had no clue why...
...and he gulped as he continued: "Dose werre de...polishe? Werre dey herre forr me?”
"You're cute.”
The boy could feel his cheeks begin to burn, immediately, and he was certain that his teacher could see his through his snow white fur. Cute? Why would he call him cute? But before he could really dwell on the intense awkwardness of the compliment, his teacher beckoned him to stand and -- when he did -- to walk with him away from the office.
He did as he was asked, without question or hesitation, and soon found the elder fox's arm draped around his shoulders. And his already burning cheeks felt, then, as if they might burst into flame!
"I wasn't talking to the principal about you,” Mr. Hammond explained.
That was good news, to say the least. "You werren't?”
"No,” the teacher shook his head with a smile. "You're a good kid. You've never been in any trouble that I know of. And there's no reason to change that today. Besides,” he added, "you're an exchange student...and this would have been a pretty big deal. It could have ended up with suspension...expulsion...maybe even legal repercussions! Hell, for all I know, they might've even sent you back home. I don't really know what the rules are with this.”
By the time his teacher paused, the folf's eyes had grown so wide, they hurt. Expulsion? Deportation? All he did was get a text!
But Mr. Hammond repeated, "And I won't be responsible for doing that to you.”
"Kiitos...” the boy murmured his gratitude, in his native tongue...
...and finally, the fox lets him go. "Here,” he handed the back back with a smile.
And the folf happily took it.
"Now, get those pictures off of there, as quickly as you can!” his teacher advised. "If you uhm...like them, and don't want to lose them, then get them on your computer, first. But DON'T keep them on your phone.” He leaned down to look the boy in the eye, "And, while you're at it, do NOT pass them on to anyone else, okay?”
"Kyllä ope,” the folf nodded quickly, wondering if it was impolite that he had, twice now, fallen back into his own language without thinking...
...but Mr. Hammond just patted him on the back, and pushed him off, "Go on, now!”
The boy put up no argument and quickly strode away, elated that he'd been so lucky to be caught by such a friendly teacher. And, for that matter, blessing his luck in general! This wasn't the first time his nationality had kept him out of trouble, after all. Wasn't the first time that being an exchange student had saved him!
On his first day here, he'd been sent to the office because of the bits of his fur he'd dyed neon green. But he'd arrived green! And in his country, they never put up a fuss over anything like that. In fact, they barely had any dress code, at all, especially in comparison to what it was like here! And since the principal -- a polar bear -- understood perfectly well how hard it would be to bleach so much green out of white fur...the folf met with no punishment at all.
In a way, he actually felt bad for his classmates. They couldn't lean on that sort of excuse!
And, speaking of his classmates...was that...? Was that who he thought it was?
Across the cafeteria -- where the boy's trek had taken him -- he saw a hyena trying desperately to get the attention of a wolf...a wolf who, it seemed, was simply walking away without a word. But was that the hyena from the pictures? It was! It had to be!
Quickly, he lifted his phone. It was best if he checked to make sure, after all.
But before he could, the black hunk of plastic in his paw began to vibrate...
~
...so violently that it rumbled its way completely off the edge of Elliot Masters' desk.
He reached for and caught it, though, before it could hit the floor, and even before the familiar notification tone for his text messaging had trailed off.
An MMS?
Who was it from? Had his father or Will snuck him a message while they spoke to the detectives in the other room? Or was it Hunter? Maybe he'd finally forgiven him for being busy with the lawyers the day before!
Oh, God he hoped so. He'd barely spoken to him since Saturday.
Surely it was him! He had to understand, by now, why Elliot had been so busy, right? It wasn't his fault. And he could really use an update on his tiger, right about now. Anything to get his mind off of the badger and dachshund somewhere beyond his bedroom door.
And so, he swiped to unlock his phone. But just before he could tap the MMS notification, there came a knock at his door...
...a knock, and the unmistakably female voice of the visiting badger, "Can we come in, Elliot?”




~
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*
This particular chapter (and the rest of Sibirskaia) was written entirely by Oloroso Rhone.
But it was based on characters and story lines I created jointly with my friend Phil Anthro Pist
If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account on here at
http://phil-anthro-pist.sofurry.com/
*
Well, Kris, Will, and Scott have done their best. But will it be enough?
Will the investigation continue, or might they have been convinced of his innocence? And do they really have some sort of evidence?
Time will tell.
But in the meantime...that text.
Not hard to guss what THAT was, is it? How will Elliot react? What will it mean for him, Hunter, and and Mic? Who, exactly, is this exchange student, and what role might he play?
And could SOMEONE tell me why a polar bear's last name would be "Rivers"??
Anyway, thanks for reading!
I welcome any feedback. Comment or PM me here, or email me at theottercoon[at]gmail.com
See you around for the next 22 chapters of Sibirskaia!
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There they were.
Orange and black.
For two months, that was all he'd needed -- just those two colors -- to set his chest aflutter. They brightened his eyes, they put a smile on his muzzle, they turned around any dreary day, and they dulled even the deepest pains his mother and her antics could bring. And when he felt alone, when his tiger wasn't there to hold, all he had to do was close his eyes and picture those two colors...and see Hunter's smiling face.
But for the last three days, those colors had meant something else. They stared back at him from his phone -- a surreal and twisted joke -- and tied his stomach into knots. They brought tears to his eyes, they curled his muzzle into a snarl, they clouded his mornings, and they served, now, to only sharpen his existing stresses and pain. And when he closed his eyes, whether he wanted to or not, he saw them again. He saw his tiger's paws in someone else's headfur...and he saw Hunter's shocked and terrified face.
Monday, Elliot had gotten the text.
He'd seen his tiger muzzle-fucking someone else, against the side of some dirty, unnamed restroom stall. He'd seen the undeniable, still-life proof that his boyfriend had strayed. He didn't know what to think or to feel. The detectives, there to accuse his father of molesting him, had only JUST left, his mother's threats had never loomed so real on the horizon, and the one thing he had to turn to for comfort...had died, lying right there in his paw.
He skipped school on Tuesday. He didn't like missing two days in a row, but his father didn't fight it. And, though he showed up on Wednesday, he made every effort to avoid seeing Hunter. He even got himself excused from PE: their one shared class.
And Hunter knew.
Hunter knew because Elliot had told him. They'd only spoken once, and only through text. He told his tiger not to expect him on Tuesday, and not to look for him, or speak to him, or be even near him on Wednesday. He needed his space. He needed to calm down. He needed time. But on Thursday -- he promised -- after school, they would finally talk. They would settle this...
...no matter what that might mean.
And so, there they were.
Orange and black.
There, in the hallway of Sibirskaia High, for the first time in days, he saw those two colors, again...and not in a photo, or behind closed eyes, but in the flesh and fur. He expected his eyes to sting and dampen, and his lips to curl. He expected his stomach in knots...
...but his eyes grew wide and bright. His lips bent to a near imperceivable smile. And his chest was set aflutter. Despite what Hunter had done, and despite what Elliot had seen, he still loved him. He still longed to hold him. He still wanted nothing but to wrap himself up in his tiger, and to hide away from the dark and daunting world, outside. He still loved him.
And he hated him for it.
"I, uhm...” Hunter spoke first. The sound of his voice stung, and set the husky's lip to curl after all. "I wasn't sure if you'd really show up.”
Elliot answered flatly: "I told you I would,”
"Yeah, but...I'm surprised you'd want to see me, right now.”
"I really don't,” he admitted coldly...
...and his tiger shook, rubbing his paws together as he began to plead. "E-Elliot, please...”
"Please, what?” the dog snapped. "I showed up, didn't I? What else do you want?”
"Just...just let me explain.”
"A picture's worth a thousand words, Hunter. So what more could you possibly say that TWO pictures couldn't?”
"I...I dunno,” Hunter shrugged defeatedly. "I could tell you why.”
"Yeah? Well maybe I don't care.” Elliot crossed his arms, already keeping his distance, but inching even farther back, nonetheless. "I have too much shit to deal with already, Hunter! I don't need this, on top of it.”
"You...” at that, the tiger's demeanor changed. His timidity washed away in a flash of anger, as his paws clenched and he yelled out: "YOU have too much!?”
"That's right! I do!” Elliot matched his shout, volume and rage alike...
...but Hunter didn't back down, "And I don't!?”
The husky paused and his eyes shifted aside. He couldn't argue that, of course. Couldn't dispute the hell these past two weeks had been on his tiger. But it also wasn't the point. This wasn't about Dot. This was about Sunday night.
"Look,” Elliot finally spoke again, "let's just wrap this up, okay? I don't have anything to say to you, and you damn sure don't have anything to say to me.”
"I have plenty to say!” Hunter disagreed...
... but Elliot just shrugged it off, "Nothing I want to hear.” And, with that, he delved his paw into the pocket of his pants, fishing around for the cold metal within...and pulled out a long silver chain. "Just take your damn necklace and go.”
"My...my...” the tiger blinked powerlessly at the silver tag and its chain, as his husky held them up for him to see. "You're giving it back?”
Elliot shrugged as he extended his arm, out toward the cat who he once called his boyfriend, "Why would I want to keep it?”
"Because I gave it to you!” Hunter screamed out, shamelessly, in the hall. "Because I mean something...o-or at least MEANT something to you!”
"And what does it matter if you do!? Because clearly the feeling isn't mutual!” The husky strode forward and thrust his paw and the chain against the tiger's chest, "Just take your damn lies back, Hunter! I'm tired of looking at them! And I'm tired of being reminded of you!”
Hunter took the tag, catching it as it fell from Elliot's receding paw, but his eyes never left the dog's face. "Lies!? LIES!? What the fuck is that supposed to mean!?”
"What do you think it means?”
"That you think I don't love you?” the tiger posed...
...and Elliot corrected: "...that you never did.”
"How DARE you!?”
"Me?? How dare I?” The husky leaned in, tapping the larger cat's chest as he howled out: "Why don't you wait until your dick stops smelling like hyena breath before you start playing the victim, here, Hunter!?”
"Goddamnit, Elliot!” Hunter pushed his paw away. "Would you just shut the fuck up and let me explain!?”
"Why should I!?” Elliot tossed up his paws as he asked. "What could you possibly have to say that could justify any of this? Did Brandon's friends have you at gun point? Did they force your cock down somebody else's throat? Did Mic hypnotize you into believing that it was ME on my knees in front of you? Or better yet! Twin brother? Do you have an evil twin?” As he went along, he noticed -- on some level -- how Hunter's posture changed, noticed his sudden silence, and noticed how his eyes shifted, staring just past Elliot and not quite at his face. But in the heat of the moment, he didn't stop to think -- or even care -- why. "Please Hunter! What magical fantasy tale have you spun for me? Because I would LOVE-”
"Okay!” a voice cut him short, as a paw dropped heavy on his shoulder.
Elliot turned and followed Hunter's eyes to find the new face behind him. It was the black mask of a raccoon...and the soft, sympathetic eyes of James Callaway. And it was no surprise, of course. No surprise that they were attracting attention, and no surprise -- if they were -- that Scott or James, one, would intervene.
And, gripping the dog's shoulder, James suggested barely above a whisper, "Why don't I find you guys somewhere more private? You know: before you draw an even bigger audience?”
Elliot, though, just moved away from the paw, "What do I care who hears? The whole school's already seen the pictures!”
"That they have,” the teacher agreed. "But you're still on school grounds, right now, and there are more than just students around. So why don't we try NOT adding suspension to the growing list of drama in your lives? Eh?”
The husky scanned the halls and the open class room doors. And James, of course, was right. The school day had ended, and most of the students had rushed to escape, fleeing as if evacuating a natural disaster. The faculty, though, didn't have that luxury...and these scattered faces which met Elliot's scanning eyes, were equal parts students AND teachers.
And the last thing he needed, alongside everything else, was disciplinary trouble.
So he nodded shortly and bowed his head, as he silently followed James down the hall. The walk was more than long enough for him to lose himself in thought...in rage...in depression. But he didn't. He just focused on the sound of paw pads striking the tiled floor. Not his. Not Mr. Callaway's. But Hunter's...as the cat followed along behind.
A door opened, six paw pads came to a stop, a door closed, and Elliot finally looked up from where he'd stopped, alongside Mr. Callaway's desk. Hunter stood just feet away, idly rubbing the silver tag in his paw, and James leaned back against the closed door...
"So...” their teacher broke the silence, "do I need to play mediator here, or...”
The husky just shrugged, "I don't see why you would. I don't have anything to say to him.”
"How am I not surprised?” Hunter shot back, in sarcasm. "Not like you'd care enough to fight for us, anyway. I mean, you didn't before today, so why would it be any different, now?” He looked down solemnly at the chain in his paw, "Hell...this necklace probably didn't really even mean anything to you, to begin with, did it?”
"Oh here we go,” Elliot sighed...
...and the tiger repeated, "Here we go?”
"Yeah! Right back in line for Hunter's pity parade!”
"Pity parade!?”
"What the fuck else would YOU call it? I mean, listen to yourself!” Elliot waved a paw at the cat. "You just cheated on me, but this is somehow still about you and how I don't care about you?”
"Well when have you ever shown that you DID!?” Hunter demanded. "I mean: how many times have I dropped everything in my life to be there for you? How many times!?”
"That's not the-”
"It damn sure is the point!” he cut the dog short. "I have never asked ANYTHING of you! Throughout this whole thing with your mom, I have been there for you every step of the way! You moved twice, and not only did I show up, but so did Stan!”
"Stanley was there for Aaron,” the husky corrected, with a mutter.
"And THAT,” Hunter pointed at him, "is not the point! The point is: the one time that I needed YOU, you couldn't be there for me! You couldn't try and show me even a FRACTION of the devotion that I've shown you! You are a spoiled, selfish little brat who only cares about what other people can do for HIM!”
And at that, James interjected himself, "Hunter...maybe you should calm down a little?”
The tiger turned to his teacher, "Why!? He's leaving me, anyway! And besides, it's true!” and then, just as quickly, back to Elliot, "You use me Elliot. I'm an accessory. A tool. And you have never cared enough to be there for me, like I am for you.” 
"Fuck you, Hunter!” the husky pounded his fist on the teacher's desk. "My mother is trying to take me away from my father! Keeping THAT from happening is the number one priority in my life, right now. Not your move. I know you're in a bad place after your grandmother...” he paused, not cruel enough to say it aloud, "...but I can only do so much! I can't let my life fall apart just so I can be your shoulder to cry on.” He took a breath and shook his head, "But even if everything you just said was true, I still can't believe that you'd do...something like THIS just to punish me!”
"I wasn't punishing you, Elliot,” Hunter argued. "That wasn't my fucking point!”
"Oh, well pardon me for misunderstanding being called a selfish asshole.” Elliot gave a mocking little bow as he motioned to the cat, "What, pray tell, WAS your point, then?”
"This is my point!” the tiger roared as he held up the necklace in his paw. "That you've never shown you cared before, anyway...so why should it surprise me that you'd give up on us, today, over one fucking mistake.”
"Me? I gave up on us?” Elliot gave a dark little laugh. "No, YOU gave up on us when you decided to stick your dick in somebody else's muzzle, Hunter! A mistake is forgetting a birthday or an anniversary. What you did is called cheating! And, no matter how inconsiderate you think I was being, it does NOT make that okay!”
Hunter rumbled with a frustrated growl, "I'm not saying that it does! I already told you: that's NOT why I did it!”
And again, James intervened: "...maybe you should let him explain, Elliot.”
"Why!?” Elliot snapped at their teacher, now, too.
"Well, do you love him?”
And that was all it took to disarm the boy. His brow relaxed, his shoulders dropped, and his muscles unclenched. He looked down and away, and leaned back against the desk. And, for now, he let his silence be his answer...however they might take it.
Of course he loved him! This wouldn't hurt so badly if he didn't. He wouldn't be so angry. He wouldn't be here screaming. But he wasn't about to say that out loud. Not now. He wouldn't give Hunter that satisfaction or comfort. He wouldn't let him feel forgiven.
Not yet.
"Fine,” Elliot finally spoke...calmer, but no more kind: "You want to explain yourself so badly, then tell me. Why, Hunter? Why did you do it?”
Grave and cold, the tiger didn't miss a beat. "Because I didn't want to feel dead anymore.”
And Elliot recoiled, "Dead?” The word was enough to get his attention, though he wasn't entirely certain what it meant.
"I couldn't...” Hunter began, shaking and tense and clearly struggling just to explain, "I CAN'T get over her death, Elliot! I just can't. I want to say that I feel lonely, or that I feel sad, but I don't! I just feel numb. I barely even feel like I'm HERE anymore.  All I feel is...just lost. It's like I'm walking around in a dream all day, and when I finally go to bed at night, I...I-I don't even know if I'll wake up the next morning. And I don't know if I care whether I do, or not.” As he spoke, his eyes were locked on the floor. They quivered. They turned red. And soon, his cheeks were wet, and tiny drops -- one, three, and on -- began to darken the carpet at his feet. "I just...I feel dead inside, Elliot. And I don't...I don't...”
The husky couldn't say he understood. He'd lost grandparents and distant family, himself, but he'd never felt this level of grief. He had no frame of reference, no capacity to relate. He didn't understand. But he did believe.
He knew the tiger was in pain. He'd known, at the funeral, how this had broken him. And, despite everything, right now, all he wanted to do was pull Hunter to his chest and comfort him. To tell him he was here, and that everything would be okay...
...but he didn't.
And Hunter went on: "It wasn't about Mic. It wasn't about you. It was just about sex! It was about release! I just wanted to feel something -- ANYTHING!” He finally looked up, square in his husky's eyes, "And I didn't care what it was, Elliot. I just wanted to stop thinking for a minute, you know? Because every time I thought, all I thought about was her. And I just wanted to feel something other than numb. It was all that mattered to me. It was all I wanted! And I didn't care where it came from, or how I got it. I just...” he let out a deep, desperate growl, "I needed it!”
And Elliot seethed.
The gall! The nerve to admit it outright: that he'd known what he was doing and didn't care? It wasn't a mistake. It was a choice. He wanted it?  He needed it? And he didn't care if he hurt his boyfriend to get it! The callous cruelty. The staggering selfishness...
But then again...at least he was being honest.
"I didn't feel good about it,” the tiger explained. "I didn't feel happy or relieved. I felt dirty, and useless, and horrible, and guilty! I felt like I was stabbing YOU in the back. I felt like...like I wasn't just letting myself down, but my grandmother, too! Because I knew she wouldn't've approved. I knew it would hurt you. And I knew I was better than that.” He paused and clenched his jaw, his wet, red eyes motionless and sure as he confessed: "And it was totally and completely worth it. Even feeling like that -- even HATING myself -- was better than how I'd felt for every waking moment since she died. And not even the camera flash changed that...”
Elliot wanted to respond. He wanted to rush the tiger and hug him. He wanted to scream and cuss. He wanted to apologize for everything that had happened to his boyfriend -- yes, his boyfriend -- and for everything that he, too, had done to hurt him. He wanted to call him out on his bullshit, and tell his boyfriend -- no, his ex-boyfriend -- that none of this even BEGAN to excuse what he'd done. He wanted to leave the room. He wanted to cry. He wanted to forgive.
But all he could do was stare back in silence...
...as Hunter concluded: "For that moment...I wasn't mourning. I wasn't numb. I wasn't asleep, or waiting to die, or already dead.” He sparked the smallest little smile, "I felt alive.”
A void was left in the wake of his confession. No one spoke. No one moved. But slowly, Elliot stood straight and parted his lips, responding not only before Mr. Callaway could prompt him to...but before he was even certain, himself, of what he wanted to say...
"That doesn't make it okay Hunter. That doesn't change how much this hurts. I mean: you think I don't care about you? You think it's so easy for me to give that necklace back?” he pointed to the chain still dangling from the tiger's paw. "I was with the detectives when I got the photos, Hunter. I got the text message just before they walked into my room, and do you wanna' know what the very first thought was, that went through my head? Before I ever even saw what it was?”
The cat just nodded, "Yeah. Sure...”
"That I hoped it was from you!” Elliot yelped, tears now in his eyes, as well. "That, surely, you'd finally forgiven me for missing the move. You understood that it wasn't my fault, and we could just move on. I could be there for you, you could be there for me, and we could just be happy together, again. Like we're supposed to be!” he pounded his chest as he spoke. And then he fell limp and looked away, "And then I saw those pictures...and you have no idea how much that hurt. No idea how betrayed I felt! That all I wanted was you, and I...and I got THAT instead!”
"It could have been you, you know. It SHOULD have been you!”
The husky looked back up, "What?”
"In that bathroom, by the stall,” Hunter explained. "I wanted it to be you! YOU should have been the one I found that release in, not him! And if you'd BEEN there, it WOULD have been you!” He held up his paws as if begging, "Even through it all, I...I just wanted it to be you.”
But that claim only made Elliot angrier, "How can you say that? I tried! I tried to be there, after I was done with the lawyers!” He stamped his foot and screamed: "But you wouldn't LET me!”
"I was just mad, Elliot. I was just...”
"You know what the worst part was, though?” the husky moved right along, his mind rushing through too many thoughts, too many emotions to keep hold of just one. "I was...I was never comfortable with the idea of leaving you and Mic alone together, to begin with. I mean: with your history? With all the fun you and your little group used to have?” He leaned forward as he spoke, looking the tiger right in the eye, "But I never tried to stop you from being friends. I never stood in the way of it, or even VOICED my concerns. Because I trusted you! And then to have that trust repaid...like this?”
Hunter shook his head, "I told you, Elliot. It wasn't about Mic.”
"Of course it is!” Elliot barked. "It doesn't matter whether it is to you, or not. Because it is to me! It's this whole huge part of your life that I don't get to be a part of. And it's still going on without me!” He waved a paw out toward the rest of the school, "And...and to find out about it like I did? To know you probably wouldn't have ever even told me?”
The tiger's eyelids drooped and his voice, again, grew cold, "How quickly you forget about Will.”
And Elliot froze. Will? What was Hunter thinking, bringing up WILL!? Mr. Callaway was standing right beside them! That wasn't Hunter's secret to divulge. In fact, it wasn't even Eliot's! It was Will's!
But...but no. Maybe it would be okay. He just said 'Will;' he didn't say 'your uncle.' He was careful. He shouldn't have said it at all, but at least he was careful. Maybe their teacher would just think it was another student. Certainly there was at least one 'William' who attended this school. Hopefully...
"That's different!” the husky argued, finally, but didn't dare to look in James's direction. "We weren't together when I did that.”
"No. Not technically. But it doesn't change the fact that you lied to me.” Hunter leaned in, just as Elliot had before, "You talk about this huge part of my life that you're not a part of? You talk about MY lies? Well what about that? How do you think that made me feel?” He touched a paw to his chest, "I mean...you told me that I was your first, Elliot! Do you have any idea how it felt to find out that that was a lie?”
"We're supposed to be over this!” Elliot insisted. "Why are we still talking about it?”
"Because it shows that you fucked up, too!” the tiger pointed at him for emphasis. "You lied, you hurt me, you fucked up, and I forgave you! Why can't you accept that I could, too, and do the same for me?”
And Elliot pointed at himself, too, "Because I didn't cheat on you! And no matter my lies, I had a damn good reason.”
"And I don't!?”
The husky was quickly running low on arguments. Not because he was wrong. Not because he was losing. Not because he'd said all that needed to be said...
...but because maybe Hunter was right, too.
Of course the situations weren't the same. No two ever really are. There are always mitigating circumstances and emotions at play. But were they similar enough, at least? Elliot didn't cheat on Hunter, sure, but he did lie and hide the truth. He did spring a colossal secret on the tiger -- one that could have ended their relationship -- but was forgiven for it.
And, was it that much different, now? True: what Hunter did was worse. But was it really? Hunter had cheated. He had done so intentionally, and left his husky to hear about it from a third party. But when everything -- all those emotions and mitigating circumstances -- were taken into account...did they balance the scales? Did the hell Hunter had been through, in any way, excuse what he had done? Did it break their sins even? Did it earn him forgiveness?
Or as much, at least, as he'd shown Elliot, before?
After all, he'd only done it once. And one cheat doesn't make a cheater, any more than one lie makes a liar. Right?
And these thoughts circled Elliot's head, clashing and mingling with his pain, his love, his anger, and his sympathy...and he lost himself inside of them. The classroom disappeared -- James and Hunter with it -- and he only even noticed just how silent it had become, when that silence was broken...
...by a shaking, fractured breath.
And he looked up to see Hunter -- the tiger he loved -- crying, rocking with his sobs as he stared down at the tag and chain in his open paws.
"Elliot, please,” he barely managed to speak above a murmur. "I'm sorry, okay? I'm so sorry. I don't know what else to say, except...you're right. You're right!” He looked up, eyes and lips quivering as he gripped the tag in his fist, "I overreacted about the lawyers...I should never have accused you of not loving me...you have every right to be angry...and nothing makes what I did to you okay! I-I didn't mean anything I said, today. I'm just...I'm not okay right now, and I'm being stupid, and I'm lashing out because I don't want you to leave and...”
He stopped, interrupted by an uncontrollable, lurching sob. He growled in frustration, though, and clenched his fists and jaw, before looking Elliot in the eye again, and forcing himself to go on...
"Please don't give up on us! I won't do it again. I'll never do it again. But I can't lose you. I love you so much, and I...I...I can't face this without you.” He shook his head and looked down again, "I know I don't deserve it. But please...please forgive me. Please just try to understand how...if not how I felt, then just...just try to understand weakness! Temptation! Anything! Or...” He looked almost excited at the idea: "or-or Punish me, even! Do whatever you have to! Just please don't leave me. I can't lose you, too.”
Temptation.
Temptation was something he understood. Something he knew! He knew how it looked. He knew how it smelled. He knew its name and where it slept at night. And not too long ago...it had slept beside him. He'd seen it nude. Smelled it aroused. Caught it in the act both alone and engaged with his own past sins. He'd dreamed of it and wondered how it tasted and felt.
Temptation. Its name was Kristoff. And he knew, all too well, that if it would have him...
...he would prove no stronger than Hunter.
But Temptation wasn't all he knew. And it washed over him like an epiphany: that he knew Envy as well. Not jealousy. Not the fear of what his tiger might do without him. No. He knew Envy. Envy of Hunter. Envy of Will. Envy of Mic and Aaron and Stephen and Josh and Donald and countless, nameless, imagined faces. Even Envy of his own father...
Envy of a life that they had had...which he had never known.
And in that moment, he knew.
His anger and his jealousy could pass. His heart could mend. He could forgive his tiger. And he could love him. And he stepped forward, taking Hunter's paws in his own, and drawing the necklace from their palms. He lifted it, slipped it around his neck, and looked directly into the cat's wide and confused eyes.
He let the gesture say what it would. He let it sink in. He watched as the barest beginning of a smile formed on his boyfriend's muzzle. He loved him. He forgave him. And everything would be okay.
But first...everything would have to change.
"Is Mic still here?” the husky asked abruptly...
...and the startled tiger stammered to answer, "He, uhm...yeah. He is. He's waiting for me outside.” And a sudden fear set in his eyes as he amended: "I-I'm sorry if that's a problem. He just...he was worried. He wanted to find out how this went and-”
"I want to talk to him,” Elliot cut him off.
"You...why?”
"I'll explain on the way.”
And behind them, Mr. Callaway finally spoke up once more, "Are you sure that's a good idea, Elliot?” He moved from where he'd stood, leaning against the door, and approached them, "Should I go along and make sure nothing, uhm...escalates?”
But Elliot just smiled, "Don't worry Mr. Callaway; I'm not looking for a fight. But Hunter and I need to do this alone.”
~
"What the hell, Brandon?” Mic pleaded, though soft for want of privacy, standing exposed on the steps of Sibirskaia High. "I thought we were friends.”
"Yeah. Were,” the wolf corrected him. "Before I found out you were a faggot!”
"I'm not a faggot, Brandon,” Mic maintained...
...but his former friend's mind was clearly made up. "What I saw on Sunday and the pictures my friends are sendin' around the school beg to differ!”
To be fair, Mic didn't really know WHAT he was. It had been a long standing question for him. And it was one that he often wished he had at least ONE hyena -- other than his father -- to ask. Certainly, if he did, they would know...
...but that wasn't really the point, was it? And if he didn't even know what to call it himself, then it was best that he dumb it down for the wolf. "I'm bisexual, Brandon...I'm not gay.”
"Same fuckin' difference, dude.” Brandon shook his head in disgust, "I've been friends with you for years! And I can't fuckin' believe that you would...” he stammered, struggling to even say it aloud, only to finally scream it once he could: "I caught you suckin' a DICK, dude!”
"You can't believe I'd suck a dick?” Mic, as he was wont do to, couldn't help but laugh, "Clearly you don't know much about female hyenas.”
"The FUCK is that supposed to mean?” the wolf barked back.
"Nothin',” Mic just waved it off, dismissively. "If you can't even understand bisexuality, then you're definitely not gonna' understand that.”
"Whatever. Look, I've told you this for the last four days, Mic: just leave me the fuck alone!” Brandon held up his paws as he backed away, "The last thing I want is anybody seein' us together and thinkin' that I'm like...you and your tiger.”
"Come on, Brandon. Don't be like this!” the hyena pleaded once again, as he pursued the wolf. "I don't wanna' have to lose you over somethin' so fuckin' dumb!”
"Lose me? What? Are you gonna' fuckin' cry about it?” even through his insults and mockery, though, Brandon seemed nothing but disgusted. "I'm not your boyfriend, dude! Back the fuck off and get over it!”
The wolf turned to leave, and, as he did, he flung up an arm in a violent, exaggerated, parting gesture. And Mic moved on instinct. He lurched forward and grabbed hold of his friend's risen paw, to stop him and pull him back...
...and Brandon -- surprised by the sudden jerk and turn -- lashed out in violence.
"Get the FUCK off of me!” he howled and shoved the hyena back, before immediately clenching his fists and crowding his old friend.
And in an instant, Mic fell to flight-or-fight. But he'd never been one to fly.
His own fists clenched just the same, his lip curled in a snarl, and he moved in, nose-to-nose with the wolf. Their breaths fell on one another's noses, they shook from tensed muscles and surging adrenalin, and each growled through gritted teeth.
But all Mic could see was gold.
Brandon's golden eyes stared back at him, inches from his own. They were cold. They were angry. And they were filled with hate. But they were still Brandon's eyes...the same bright, shining gold that they'd been the day they met. They were the eyes of a friend.
And Mic might not have known much, but he knew he was a good friend. So with a sigh he relaxed and turned away. It was one thing to argue. It was another entirely to lose him...to let him just walk away. But he wouldn't let this come to blows just to keep him...
"Get this through your head, Mic!” Brandon nudged him again, pushing one of his shoulders, to turn him and force him to look back at his face. At his golden eyes. "We're not friends. I don't wanna' talk to you. I don't wanna' see you. And I don't even want to THINK about the...shit you and your tiger boy do together!” He pointed a finger, an inch from the hyena's nose, "You ever fuckin' touch me again, and I'll break your arm. And if I even SUSPECT that you're eyein' me or even THINKIN' about me -- like I'm sure you do -- you'll regret it.”
And with that, it was done, and he was gone. A friendship was over, as Brandon turned and marched down the stairs, leaving the hyena with nothing more than one final barb...
"Now go find one of your faggot friends to cry to about it!”
And in that moment, Mic truly hoped he could.
Maybe he wouldn't cry, but he could vent, at least. That is...if he was still allowed.
In the school behind him, Elliot and Hunter were finally having their words. And the hyena shuddered at what might come of them. It was a selfish thought -- he knew that -- but he wasn't worried about whether or not they broke up. He wasn't worried for his best friend losing his lover. He was worried for HIMSELF losing his best friend. He was worried that Elliot would forgive Hunter...worried that their relationship would be perfectly fine...but on the condition that the tiger could never see Mic again.
He'd already lost one friend, today. And he didn't want to lose another.
Luckily, he wasn't so lost in his worries as to be divorced from the world around him. He wasn't so depressed as to not find a distraction when it presented itself. Wasn't so preoccupied, as to not notice when he was being stared at...
And he was.
There, across the school yard, a boy stood by the side of the road. Only days ago, his was a face that the hyena wouldn't have even recognized...but it was quickly growing familiar. He couldn't quite place the species. A white fox? Perhaps a small arctic dog? Even an albino Shiba Inu, perhaps? Whatever he was, though, his dyed, neon green markings were unmistakable.
This was the same boy that Mic had caught staring at him more times than he could count over these last few days. And today, just like every one before, when the boy caught him looking back...he tucked his tail, bowed his head and scurried away.
Mic's first instinct, of course, was to give chase.
But before he could, the doors to the school opened behind him, and when he turned on reflex at the sound, he found Elliot and Hunter stepping out, onto the school steps. They were together...side-by-side. They weren't all smiles, and there was no bounce in their steps. No surprise there. But they were together, and that old silver necklace still swung proudly from the husky's neck.
So it went well.
But the question was...what did that mean for Mic?
"H-hey Elliot,” the hyena spoke first, and then moved right along, without giving the dog even the moment's breath to say hello in return. He had to plead his case while he could, "Look! Before you say anything, I just wanna' say how sorry I am. I never meant for it to happen. I just...” for a moment, he considered throwing Hunter under the bus, and blaming the whole thing on him. In a way, after all, it was true. But he didn't, "...I'm a bad friend, okay? And I'm really sorry. I know there's nothin' I could do to-”
"Stop,” Elliot cut him short, holding up a paw...
...and Mic obeyed and waited in silence.
"It's okay. I'm not mad at you and I never really was.” To the hyena's surprise, the husky actually smiled. "I was a lot angrier at Hunter than I was at you, to begin with. And, besides, on the way down here, he told me what really happened, too. It's not your fault that you couldn't resist him throwing himself at you, like that.”
Mic couldn't help but notice the way Hunter's eyes darted aside, the way his lips pursed and his face contorted -- ever so slightly -- at his boyfriend's words. For an instant, he felt a tinge of protectiveness. The urge to defend his friend against Elliot's implications...
...but it wasn't his place. He knew that.
And the husky continued: "Not to mention: it's not like you stabbed me in the back, or anything. You were always really HIS friend...not mine. No real trust to break, there.”
"Not your friend?” Mic was hurt: surprised by the assertion. "Elliot, I'm so sorry. I never wanted you to feel like that. I always thought we WERE friends...and I had no idea that you didn't feel the same, way.” He paused, grumbling in annoyance at the situation: "And if it wasn't for all of THIS shit, I...I'd still like for us to be! Friends are on short supply right now, and I'm sorry I ever made you feel like you weren't one...”
"Well...” Elliot smiled again, "...maybe this is your chance to fix that, then.”
"Huh?” The hyena perked in hope, and timidly matched the dog's smile, "You...you'd still want to be my friend, after...?”
"I would! Albeit with some...” Elliot turned to look at Hunter, and then back, "...conditions.”
"Of course! Anything!” Mic nodded emphatically. "What do I have to do?”
"Me!” the husky chirped...
...but Mic could only narrow his eyes and repeat it back, "You?”
"You have to do...me!” Elliot smiled his widest yet. And with a grand sweep of his arm around at himself, his tiger, and the hyena, he explained: "We're going to have a threesome.”




~




And Sibirskaia continues...
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For the first time, this didn't feel like a stranger's home.
Mic had been here before, of course. He'd been here the night Hunter had moved in, in fact. And he'd been friends with Hunter long enough -- and Hunter had had reason to visit this place often enough -- that he'd seen it more than once. He'd eaten here. He'd slept here. But at the end of the day, this was still Stanley Jones's home...and no matter what Stan was to Hunter, he was still a stranger to Mic. He wasn't family. He wasn't Dot.
Today, though...Stan was gone. He was at work this Saturday, for what the hyena could only assume was some sort of emergency surgery. But he was probably wrong. After all, was Stanley even a surgeon?
Either way, it worked out for the best. Without Stan here, and with only Hunter to keep him company, this strange house finally felt welcoming and inviting. Finally felt familiar. And of course, more importantly than all of that...
...without Stanley here, they had their privacy.
And they would need it, too. Because, soon, Elliot would step through the door. Soon, they would retreat to Hunter's room. And, soon...
But this was a mistake. It was wrong. Elliot was wrong to suggest it. Hunter was wrong to agree. And Mic was wrong to be party to it. It was stupid. It was the single stupidest decision the hyena had ever allowed his libido to make. Or...thanks to last Sunday, the second stupidest.
But what was he to do? Turn down the chance at a threesome? Refuse a friend's request? Throw away the one chance Elliot had given him to hold on to two of his last three friends? It was stupid. It was wrong. It was a mistake.
But it was happening.
And in the living room the window of Stan's house...Hunter -- his best friend -- waited, watching in silence for the inevitably approaching car. For the face of a husky.
Mic looked on as the tiger squirmed and wrung his paws...rocked on his heels and popped his knuckles...sighed and shook. He watched him steel himself and wrestle with his composure. And from his seat on the couch, the hyena finally spoke up...hoping to offer Hunter some small comfort, even though he, himself, had none to share.
"You okay?”
The tiger twitched, but kept his eyes on the road, outside, "Why wouldn't I be?”
"I dunno. You just look...” Mic stood and approached, "...uneasy?”
And Hunter finally glanced at his friend, with a smirk, "And why wouldn't I be?” but only for a second, before turning back.
"Fair enough,” the hyena returned the smile. "Wanna' talk about it?”
But Hunter simply shrugged in exasperation, "I just don't know what to expect, you know? I mean: we talked about it -- we talked about it A LOT, in fact -- and he explained his position on all of this, but I just...”
"You don't know if he's tellin' the truth?” Mic concluded...
...but the tiger argued, "Oh no. He's telling the truth! He REALLY believes this is a good idea. What I'm worried about...is that he might be wrong.”
"You think he doesn't really understand what he's gettin' into? That he doesn't understand-”
"Himself,” Hunter cut him short.
And Mic paused and considered how to continue. Because that made perfect sense, of course...but it didn't really answer his question, either.
"Well, are YOU okay?” the hyena pressed on. "Like...if he's right, and he IS okay after all o' this. Will you be? Do YOU want this?”
Hunter laughed and looked at his friend again, "Are you kidding me? Me, you, and Elliot together? I've dreamt of this! I just...” he took a breath and turned back to the window, "...I just don't want to regret it, y'know? It's not worth it if it hurts him. Or, rather...” he corrected himself, "...hurts him more.”
"Do you think he'll really go through with it?”
But before the tiger could answer, "Well, we're about to find out.”
The hyena shifted, assuming his friend's position at the window before the tiger could even reach the door. He heard the knob turn and the hinges creak, and he watched, outside, as the long-awaited sedan pull to a stop. He recognized the rabbit in the passenger seat: Stan's brother, Aaron. He'd met him before. And, though he'd never seen the husky behind the wheel, he knew enough to know it was William. Aaron's lover. Elliot's uncle.
And though Hunter was approaching the car, and Elliot was stepping out of the back door...Mic's eyes were on Will. He saw him slowly open his own door, he noticed the glower on his face, and he watched as he strode, with purpose, around the car.
He couldn't hear what came next, and he'd never been very adept at reading lips...but he didn't need to know the words to know what was being said. Hunter had cheated on Elliot. Elliot had cried and raged. William had seen it all.
And the elder husky was not pleased.
Hunter nodded and bowed his head. He showed his submission. He accepted his verbal punishment. And he barely flinched as the husky's paw rose. Certainly, he didn't expect to be struck...or at least Mic wouldn't have expected it. But nonetheless, when the paw rose, Hunter didn't shy away. He just stood, head bowed...
...as the older dog patted him on the shoulder.
And William smirked. He grinned, he shook his head, and he turned to leave. And judging from the look on his face, Hunter was just as surprised by the gesture as Mic. Elliot, however, was not. And with one final pointed finger, and a few stern words, William was back in his car and down the road.
And so Elliot and Hunter turned -- feet tapping, lips moving, and eyes on the path before them -- and marched back to the house, where Mic waited inside for the door to swing open.
And it did...
"...just gotta' give him some time,” Elliot's voice preceded the husky, through the door. "He'll get over it: both him and my dad. I mean, they'll have to, right? I did!” He smiled at the Hyena as Hunter closed the door behind them, "Hey Mic!”
But despite the smile, Mic couldn't shake the feeling that he was watching a train wreck in slow motion, "Hey, Ell...”
"Look at you! You're nervous.” With a wag of his brows, Elliot looked back and forth between his lover and their friend, "You two didn't get started without me, did you?”
And Hunter, as if a dog, nearly yelped: "What? No!”
"No-no-no!” Mic added. He knew this was a bad idea, "I haven't even been here long enough for that, and-”
"Relax. Relax. It was a joke,” the husky stifled a laugh, clearly at their expense. "And either way: just so long as you saved some for me, we'd be cool. I mean, I can't have my initiation into the club stopped before it even starts, right?”
"Club?” Hunter asked...
...and Elliot nodded, "Yeah! You and all your, uhm...secret friends, or whatever.” He motioned at the house...at their 'staging area' as it were, "This is how I join up, right?”
Was that what this was about? Was Elliot just doing this because he thought he had to? Just to make friends? "Y'know, if ya' just wanna' meet the guys, this isn't like a...requirement or anything,” Mic assured him. "They'll be your friends even if ya' don't suck their dicks.”
"Yeah. Maybe.” The husky leaned in and nudged the hyena, with a wink, "But where's the fun in that?”
And Mic couldn't help but laugh. A voice inside told him not to believe it: told him it was all an act. Certainly, Elliot didn't really want this. Certainly, this was still a mistake...but the dog was playing the role well, nonetheless.
Hunter, though, pushed on: "I think what he means is: you don't have to do this if you don't want to. No one's making you, and you can turn back at any time.”
"But I DO want to! Why the hell wouldn't I? I...” Elliot's smile faded, and he blinked as worry washed over his face, "...wait. You two want to, too, right? I mean...like...with me? M-me being here doesn't, like...ruin it or something, does it?”
And his tiger quickly waved his paws on protest, "Oh! No, hun! I didn't mean it like that, at all! Of course we do.” He pointed at their hyena friend, "I mean: fuck! Mic's been begging me to drag you into this, for weeks.”
"Well, then what's the problem?” Elliot asked more calmly...
...and Mic explained: "We just wanna' make sure you're okay, Elliot.”
"Okay? I'm better than okay!” The husky smiled his widest, yet, "I brought cards!
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"A threesome!? You want us to have a threesome with Mic?” Hunter repeated what he'd just heard, in startled disbelief...and certainly a good deal louder than he should have, for this locale. "Elliot...how is that supposed to fix anything?”
His boyfriend glanced around the school hall, ears reflexively pinned, "Well it...it's not.”
And Hunter did the same, suddenly thankful for how empty these halls were...and for how late they'd lingered for their fight, this Thursday afternoon, "But you just said...”
"I know what I said.” The husky held up his paws as he explained, "But I just want to START with the threesome. I mean: cause it's perfect, right? It's you, and me, and your best friend! And not JUST your best friend, but the guy you've done more...sex stuffs with than anyone else in the world!”
Did Elliot really think that? "No, hun,” Hunter corrected him, "that would be you. You know you were my first.”
"Okay, maybe we've gone FARTHER. But have we done it as many times?” his boyfriend looked him in the eye as he asked. And Hunter couldn't exactly argue that, so Elliot continued: "Look: my point is that...I mean, yeah! I want this threesome. I think it's a good idea. I want to finally be able to do with Mic, what YOU'VE done with Mic. I wanna'...disarm the situation. I wanna' make it something we've both done, so we can make it a non issue, and...just move on.”
"You wanna' do what I'VE done?” the tiger gulped at the sound of that. And -- although he was afraid to speak his mind -- after everything they'd said only moments earlier, in Mr. Callaway's room, this was no time to be evasive. "That makes it sound like you'd rather take him off to some rest room by yourself, than to have a threesome...”
"I thought about it,” Elliot nodded, but just as quickly shook his head, "But it's better if you're there. It's better as a threesome. It NEEDS to be a threesome! Especially because this threesome...it isn't what I really want. It's just the beginning. What I really want -- where this is headed -- involves both of us.” He took a breath, clearly readying himself -- and giving Hunter the chance to do the same -- for something big. "Because what I really want...is an open relationship.”
But a thousand deep breaths couldn't have prepared Hunter for that.
He reeled. He stopped dead in his tracks. His own spit caught in his throat and he coughed. "What!?” An open relationship!? But only moments ago, right back upstairs in Mr. Callaway's room, Elliot had changed his mind. He'd kept the necklace. He'd decided to stay Hunter's boyfriend! Had he really flipped back so quickly? Had it all been some tease? "Elliot, I...I thought you changed your mind about...about...” limply, the cat motioning at the necklace around his boyfriend's neck.
And the husky stopped as well. He turned, and boldly -- publically -- placed his paws on his tiger's chest, "Calm down. I'm not leaving you. I said an open relationship. The key word, there, is 'relationship'! We'll still be together; it'll just be...different.”
"I don't...I don't understand how this is supposed to...” Hunter shook his head and took a long, calming breath. He said he wasn't leaving. He said they would still be together. Hear him out. Let him explain. "Sorry. What I mean is: why?”
"I don't really understand it, myself, to be honest; I'm still figuring it all out. But I know it's right. And I know it's what I want.”  Elliot paused and looked around, spotting an old bench nearby and taking a seat. "Just...just bear with me, while I try and make sense of everything, okay? And I'll try to explain.” With a grin, he beckoned his boyfriend to follow...
...and, gingerly, the tiger joined him, "Sure. Yeah...”
For a moment, there was a silence between them. A particularly eerie and unnatural silence, in fact, in what was normally such a packed and noisy hall. Hunter could barely contain himself, waiting for it to be broken...but once Elliot did speak, he pulled no punches.
"I envy you,” he admitted. "And not just you. I envy Mic, and Donald, and all of your other friends. I envy my uncle, and my dad, and Aaron. I want to have the kind of fun that all of you guys got to have! I wanna' get my dick sucked by a friend in a park restroom, by surprise. I wanna' be at a party, and watch a friend get bent over and fucked in the basement, like it's nothing! I wanna' have a group of friends I can be that close with...to have fun with and make stories and memories with...with no strings attached, no pressure, no emotions, no worries about cheating or hurt feelings. Just...just getting to have fun and to be a kid! To explore, you know?” He turned and looked his cat in the eye, "You all got that, and...and I want it, too.”
Hunter smiled, albeit uneasily, "All you had to do was ask, Elliot. Mic and I could bring you along to a party like that, whenever you like!” He shrugged and looked away, "I mean...you probably have the wrong idea, though. It doesn't happen every damn time we hang out, but-”
"No.” the husky cut him short...
...and he looked back. "No?”
"No,” his boyfriend repeated, eyes on the floor. "It's not the same if I need an escort. It's not the same if you have to be there protecting me, or watching over me...or allowing me to do it, only so long as you're involved. Then it's just me and you making plans to have threesomes, or foursomes, or orgies. And I'm not saying that's not fun, or something I wouldn't love to do...but it's not the same.”
But Hunter couldn't pretend to understand, "It's not?”
"Of course not!” Elliot looked up again. "Because then it's still so damn serious and I'm still...tied down. There are still rules, and worries, and emotions I have to juggle. I mean...” he counted off on his fingers as he spoke, "is Hunter watching me? What if he doesn't approve of what I'm doing? Should I have asked before I did this or did that...or touched this guy or touched that guy? Will he let us come back and do it again, or have I ruined this experience for him? If we CAN do it again, then when will we be able to...?”
"So you're saying you want the spontaneity?” the tiger did his best to clarify. "You don't want me to HAVE to be there. You wanna' just be able to let things happen...when and how they do?”
And Elliot nodded, "Yeah! I just want it to feel relaxed and okay. I just want it to be fun!” And he paused again, before meeting his tiger's eyes, for what the cat immediately knew would be yet another confession: "And that's the problem Hunter. Because I love you...but I think I resent you.”
"You resent me?” Hunter stared right back into those eyes, as he asked: "For what?”
"For being what's standing in the way of me doing this.” The words hit the tiger like a fist to the chest, and judging from Elliot's next two words, he must have known they would. "I'm sorry. I know that sounds harsh. And I know it's not even the truth. But it's how I feel sometimes. Like...like if I wasn't tied down to you, then I could do it. And,” he leaned back, eyes on the ceiling, "and to be honest, it was one of the biggest reasons those pictures hurt! Because here I am, wanting to do something like that...with Mic, with other guys at school, with my uncle, with...” he stopped short -- awkwardly -- before continuing, "...but I'm not! I'm being good and faithful. And I was okay with that, I really was! Because I love you. But then when you weren't doing the same, for me? When you still found a way to have that sort of fun, even though I couldn't?”
"I, uhm...yeah.” Hunter couldn't deny it. He couldn't argue. That made more sense than anything else Elliot had said, upstairs or since. It rang truer than any other complaint the husky could levee...no matter how hurtful, lustful, or even petty it might sound. "...I think I know what you mean.”
"Oh, I KNOW you know what I mean!” Elliot added emphatically.  "Because I'm also worried that, if we don't do this, you'll resent ME, too!”
And the tiger shook his head immediately: "I would never!”
But Elliot didn't back down, "Wouldn't you? What if your friends wanted to hang out with you, and you had to turn them down so you wouldn't accidently cheat on me?  Or what if you were already with them, and you had to watch them have fun, but you couldn't join in? How much of that could you deal with before -- on some level -- you started to resent me?”
"I don't know...” Hunter hated how much sense this was making...
"In fact, truth be told...you resent me for what happened with Mic, already.” The husky barely took a breath, speaking too fast for his boyfriend to have the chance to deny: "You resent the fact that it wasn't more fun...because you had to worry about how I would feel, and then had to deal with me being hurt afterward. I'm right, aren't I?”
And Hunter winced and closed his eyes, hanging his head as he admitted: "You are.”
"And, you know? I think that's okay!” Elliot sounded nearly jubilant. "It makes sense! It's not a nice feeling to have, but it's a natural one, right? I mean: it's a feeling I would have had, at least.”
The tiger was reeling, still.
He hadn't stopped reeling since the words 'open relationship' had touched his ears, and every new blow had sent him teetering again. Elliot wanted a threesome. He wanted open relationship. He wanted to have the life that Hunter and the others had had. He wanted freedom. He resented Hunter. But above it all: he knew Hunter resented him back...
...and he was really okay with that? "So, you're not mad about it?”
"I dunno. No?” Elliot shrugged. "I probably should be, but I'm not. I mean: I'm still a bit hurt and angry about all of this, in general, you know? But I'm trying to understand. I'm trying to fix it. I'm trying to put myself in your shoes. And...” he laughed, "...and I'm surprised at how easy that really is.”
Somehow -- even if only because of Elliot's own heightened mood -- Hunter felt himself smile, "What do you mean?”
"I mean that I've been tempted, too, Hunter. Very tempted. And more than once.” The husky paused in thought, and his cat wondered if he was thinking of any one person in particular, "And I barely controlled myself. And in the situation you were in? With how bad things are for you, right now? It's no surprise that you couldn't.”
But Hunter just shook his head, "Like you said: that's no excuse.”
"Maybe not. But it's a fact,” Elliot argued. "And how long until it happens again? And I mean with EITHER ONE of us. How long until you're alone with Donald or Mic and something bad happens, again? How long until Aaron and my dad leave me alone with Will, and we do something stupid? How long until I can't handle all these little sneak peeks, unexpected interruptions, and errant whiffs of musk, and...” he paused, looking the cat dead in the eye, yet again, "...and do more than just LEER at my dad?”
Nothing...
No deep thoughts. No mental images. No metaphorical fist to the chest or the jaw. The tiger didn't reel. He didn't consider the implications of what Elliot had said. He didn't try and piece it together as he would later...to wondering if this was all part of Elliot's plan to climb into his own father's pants. He didn't wonder how it might affect him. He wasn't disgusted or mad...or even amused or aroused.  All he did was replay those two words in his head...
...and then out loud, "You...your dad?”
"Surprised?” Elliot flashed a timid smile. "It's not exactly the first time I've said something...”
"I...I thought you were just joking.” But, then again, with Elliot's past with Will...why should he be surprised?
"Well...” the husky's paw nervously tapped the floor, "that's what today's about, right? Being honest?”
"Yeah. I'd say so...”
"Are you okay?” Elliot bent, putting himself back in view of Hunter's wandering eyes...
...and the tiger locked his lover in his sights, "With how you feel about your dad?”
"For starters.”
"I, uhm...” he couldn't believe what he was about to say. He couldn't believe it was the truth. But, amidst everything else -- in the face of cheating and death, near break ups and open relationships, trials and uprooted lives, shattered privacy and school wide ridicule -- this just didn't matter. "...I think I AM.”
Elliot's tensed shoulders dropped and his timid smile turned hopeful, "And the rest?”
"I don't know, Elliot,” Hunter shook his head. "I mean: it makes sense, I guess? I get your point. I know what you mean, and why you think this is a good idea. I just...”
"It still sounds like I'm leaving you?” the husky asked...
...and Hunter agreed, "Round about.”
There, in the surprising privacy of an empty school hallway -- though privacy was far and away a lost cause for them both -- Elliot turned and took his lover's paw. And Hunter squeezed it and felt a tear sting his eye. Just minutes earlier, upstairs, he'd thought even this -- just holding his lover's paw -- was something he might never do again...
"I love you, Hunter. That hasn't changed, and it still won't,” Elliot lifted the paw and kissed it. "And I know you love me, too.”
"I do.”
"So then, to you...” the husky leaned in, nearly nose-to-nose, "is our relationship just about sex?”
"Of course not!” Hunter protested.
"Then how does it hurt us, if we share that one part of what we have with other people? What's wrong with us having a little bit of fun somewhere else? I mean: does it really take away from any other part of our relationship?” Elliot shook his head with a sigh, "I'm not gonna' fall in love with Will. You're not gonna' fall in love with Mic. We'll still...we'll still belong to one another! I'll still love you, and you'll still love me...no matter what we do with anyone else.”
"How can you be so sure?”
"Well...you and Mic & Donald were playing around LONG before I showed up. And you aren't dating either of them, yet. So why would that change, now? And the same goes for me and Will!”
The tiger chuckled, "Yeah, I guess.”
"I mean it, Hunter,” Elliot leaned in. Their noses touched. And his voice dropped to barely above a whisper, "No matter what happens with them, or anyone else, you'll still be the one I want to hold when I fall asleep at night. You'll still be the one I go to movies with...and imagine romantic dinners I can't afford with!”
Though hesitant to act like this in public, after everything else that had happened, Hunter happily added: "You'll still be the one I lie with, under the stars, at my grandmother's old farmhouse.”
"The one I call my boyfriend when I talk to my dad. The one my family knows.” The husky sparked a devilish grin, "The one I piss off our classmates with, by going to some stupid dance...”
"The one I kiss, and hug, and nuzzle ...” and nuzzle, Hunter did, against his lover's cold nose, "...just because I can?”
In return, Elliot planted a single kiss on his lips, "And we will still be together long after all of our stupid, little playmates are gone.”
And with that, his monochrome lover stood, and pulled the tiger by a paw, to join him. So many voices in the orange cat's head screamed as he stood. This was wrong. This was stupid. This was a mistake. Elliot was wrong. It would fail. It would split them up. They weren't ready for anything so risky...
...but in this moment, it felt right: too right to argue. It was what Elliot wanted. And Hunter would give it to him.
And as they stood face-to-face, the husky squeezed his paw, again, "You're mine. I'm yours. And this does not change that.”
"Will we really be okay?” Hunter checked once more.
"We will,” Elliot smiled. And they turned and padded as one, continuing on their way toward the front doors of the school, only yards away, "But the first step to getting there...is standing on the other side of this door.”
And they made their walk those few short yards, paw in paw, and they pushed open the doors to the bright afternoon before them: to the sight of a wolf marching away from the school steps in a rage...a white folf scurrying quickly out of sight...and the terrified and familiar face of a hyena...
"H-hey Elliot..."
~
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Two days later, though, that face was far from terrified.
It was still more than a little nervous, of course, but this Saturday evening, on this bed, that face had turned hopeful, lustful...and even predatory. While the face of the tiger to its left was almost proud:
"I've gotta' give it to you, Ell,” Hunter nodded with a smile. "This is definitely new. I mean: Donald always wanted us to, but as weird as it sounds...strip poker is something we've never actually done, before.”
"Speak for yourself,” Mic contended...
...but the tiger argued, "Doing it with your cousins, when you're a cub, doesn't count.”
"It counts plenty!”
And Hunter just shook his head and turned his attention back to his canid lover, "Well, I'VE never done it before, at least.”
Of course, Elliot appreciated the praise. It was nice to know that Hunter was so proud of his choice of...entertainment for the evening. But, unfortunately, it was also quite unintentionally embarrassing.
"Yeah...” Elliot began hesitantly, "...tonight might not really change that.”
"Huh?” his tiger tilted his head...
...and he explained: "I, uhm...I don't really know how to play poker.”
On cue, Hunter let out a booming laugh. It was the only full laugh he had: one which Elliot had been forced to learn, long ago, might not be quite so uproarious -- or in this case, derisive -- as it sounds. But to the tiger's right, Mic met the admission with a far more obviously mocking roll of his eyes.
"Hey!” the husky barked, jumping to his own defense. "I get the basics, at least. It's just all that complicated stuff about...calling, and raising, and folding, and bluffing. That stuff confuses me.” He scratched nervously at his neck as he looked down at the unboxed cards, "So...I mean...it might not really count as 'poker.' But I figured we could just play a stripped down version, instead.”
"Stripped down?” Hunter repeated with a chuckle...
...and Mic joined in, "Well, yeah! That's kinda' the idea, isn't it?”
And truth be told: Elliot prized this most of all. Perhaps even more than what was to come. This sort of joking and teasing? This playful banter? He imagined, after all, that this was how it was with the other guys, too. With Donald, and with all the other imagined faces to which he couldn't even assign names. And as he looked around at himself and his two friends, sitting in a circle there on Hunter's bed...he knew that THAT was all he really wanted:
To be one of the guys.
"Stripped down as in: simplified,” he explained in as condescending a tone as he could muster.
"Okay,” Hunter nodded. "So, what did you have in mind, then?”
"Well, I thought...” the husky shook his paws out and readied himself for his explanation. "Like, we'll each make our bets: the item of clothing we're putting on the line. Then we deal, and everyone gets their paw -- their five cards -- and gets the chance to trade out however many they don't like.” He paused and winced, wondering if that step had its own term, and if he'd just opened himself up to more ridicule for not knowing it, "Uhm...trade? Exchange? Replace? Is there a special word for that, in poker?”
But Mic just shook his head, "Maybe? But not that I know of.”
And that, thankfully, washed away Elliot's nerves immediately. For a moment there, he'd begun to worry that Mic was some sort of card shark! "Well, either way: everyone gets their chance to do that, and then we'll just play our paws! No fancy betting stuff -- no one calls, or raises, or folds, or whatever -- we just play our paws and see who wins!”
"And the clothes?” Hunter asked. "Does the one who has the worst paw lose his clothes? Or does the winner choose who loses something?”
"I, uhm...actually, I thought we could treat more like a real bet.” Elliot hummed softly, hoping to do his best to explain: "Like, when there's money involved, everyone who loses the paw, loses whatever money they put on the line, right? It all goes to the winner. So in this, everyone but the winner loses whatever clothes they bet!”
"That'll make for a quick game,” Hunter noted.
"But what about the winner?” Mic asked. "Does he get to put anything back on?”
"No,” Elliot answered...
...but Hunter offered his own explanation as to why: "Because that would make for too LONG of a game!”
"Of course!” their hyena friend chuckled.
"But does it make sense?” Elliot asked hopefully, and turned to Mic in particular. "Like...is that right?”
Still chuckling, his friend nodded, "Close enough.” And he tilted his head, "But ya' know everything else, right? Like...which paws beat what?”
The husky felt himself blush, "Mostly?”
And again, Mic rolled his eyes, "If we run into any trouble, I'll help.”
"Wait!” Hunter interjected. "Why? So you can lie about it, and cheat?”
"Why would I wanna' cheat? I wanna' be naked JUST as much as I want the two o' you naked,” the hyena argued. "You must not understand the point o' the game!”
"Yeah, yeah,” Hunter crossed his arms stubbornly. "Fair enough.”
"So are we ready?” Elliot asked, smiling ear to ear.
"I am if you are,” Hunter nodded...
...and to his right, Mic simply snatched up the deck of cards and began to shuffle, "And just in case it comes up, kiddos...aces are high.”
Shamelessly, Elliot asked: "Aren't they always?”
And Mic suppressed a laugh to answer: "No.”
"Oh...” Though embarrassed, the husky moved right along: "Well, uhm, what are we betting on the first paw?”
"Why don't we start slow,” Hunter suggested, "and all just bet our shirts?”
"I'm okay with that.” Mic winked as he shuffled, "I DO like bein' teased!”
And Elliot nodded happily, "Yeah! Me, too.”
"Let's do it, then!” the hyena proclaimed as he cut the cards and immediately went about dealing the first paw.
Elliot watched as the cards slid weightlessly across Hunter's comforter, before he quickly collected his five. And when he had, there in his paws were a two, a five, an eight, a ten, and an ace. It took him a moment -- a longer moment than he would have liked to admit -- to realize that he had nothing. But at least he had an ace, right? And it was high, so that had to count for something, didn't it?
And so he looked around at his lover and their friend, curious as to just how they felt about their own paws. Hunter was excited, clearly, and made no attempt to hide it. And Mic, meanwhile, was nearly emotionless.
Hey! Was that what they call a poker face?
"You first,” Mic spoke up, jarring Elliot from his thoughts...
...and it took the dog a second to realize what he was being asked to do. He had to trade out cards, now, didn't he? So he looked at his paw and wracked his brain for what to do. And then he remembered one set in particular. He couldn't remember the name...but wasn't having all of the top cards -- ten, jack, queen, king, and ace -- one of the better paws? And he had a ten and an ace already! So maybe, if he was REALLY lucky...
"Three!” he chirped hopefully, and dropped the two, five, and eight onto the bed. But, unfortunately, the jack, three, and nine which were soon cluttering his paw, immediately dashed his hopes. He still had nothing...
And Mic moved right along, "Hunter?”
"One,” the tiger dropped a single card and collected its replacement. And if the look on his face before had been 'excitement', then the one that took its place now was pure, unadulterated bliss.
"And I'll take two...” Mic muttered to himself, and exchanged his cards. But before Elliot could gauge his reaction...
"Okay!” Hunter piped up. "What do we have?”
"Nothing,” Elliot sighed, as he displayed his useless paw...
...and Mic fanned out his own, with a wide, proud smile, "Three of a kind!”
But Hunter, meanwhile, could barely contain himself as he asked all-too-innocently: "And...this is a straight, right?”
The tiger looked Mic right in the eye, and watched in clear and undeniable glee as his friend's smile faded away before the cards could even be played. And then, one-by-one, he laid them out -- a three, a four, a five, a six, and a seven -- each one curling the hyena's lip just a little more...
...before he finally growled in frustration. "That IS a straight. And yes!” he snapped, "before you ask: it beats three of a kind.”
"Ha-ha!” Hunter threw up his paws in celebration, jarring the springs, rocking the bed, and nearly scattering the cards, before he pointed at his lover and their friend. "I've won your shirts! Paw 'em over!”
Elliot was the first to move.
But it wasn't because he was more eager, and he was certain -- from what he knew of Mic -- that it wasn't because he was less shy, either. As best he could tell...it was simply because Mic had a bigger problem with losing than he did. He was just too damn competitive and too damn stubborn, to move too quickly.
And so, Elliot gripped the tail of his shirt and pulled it up and over his head in one swift movement, exposing his soft, white underbelly before he tossed the cotton swath over his tiger's head with a laugh. And then he turned to watch Mic do much the same. But even as the hyena's shirt, too, sailed through the air and landed, draped, over Hunter's still smiling face...
...Elliot's eyes sat locked. He wasn't watching that flying shirt, or Hunter getting hit by it. He was watching Mic. He was scanning his friend's torso. His dull brown fur. His flat stomach and the barely noticeable musculature of his chest. And his spots! He knew he had them on his arms, but he had no idea they were everywhere else, too!
He might as well have been a leopard.
Mic snapped his fingers at the dog, though, to catch his attention. "Second paw?” he asked as he held up the deck.
But it was Hunter, tossing their shirts aside, who responded, "Wait. You're dealing again?”
And Mic asked: "Does anyone else know how to shuffle?” And -- met with nothing but silence and averted glances -- he went right along shuffling, yet again. "I didn't think so! So what are we bettin' this time?”
To that, the tiger puffed up his chest in pride, "Well, thanks to my mad skills, you boys don't really have any choice but to bet your pants! So, even though I still have a shirt, how about I show solidarity and do the same?”
And Elliot definitely liked the sound of that: "Pants all around?”
"Pants all around!” Mic nodded happily, and quickly began to deal their second paw...
This time, things went a bit differently. Hunter's look of elation was nowhere to be seen. In fact, he looked down right worried. And Mic's poker face was gone, just the same: replaced with a thoughtful, furrowed brow. Elliot, meanwhile, had actually been dealt a slightly useful paw! Two eights, a jack, a six, and a nine!
He had two eights! Two of a kind! Or was that called a pair?
And after a pause, Mic broke free of his own thoughts to snap the husky free of his, "Elliot? You're up!”
"Three.”
He didn't know how sound of a strategy it was. Perhaps he should have kept the jack. It was high enough, right? But he didn't. He dropped everything but his pair of eights, in the hopes of getting anything nice to go with them. And, to his amazement, he did! A useless four and pair of twos!
He had two pair now! Was that a good enough paw? Could actually win with it?
Meanwhile, Mic moved along: "Hunter?”
"Three...” the tiger grumbled with a sigh, and looked no more pleased with his replacements than with the cards he'd dropped.
"And, y'know what?” Mic added after a long moment of deliberation, "I'll ALSO take three!”
And despite the look of pure elation that washed over the hyena's face as he surveyed his new cards, Elliot remained jubilant and confident in his paw. "Let's see 'em!” he yelped happily as he slapped his eights & twos down onto the bed before them. "Two pair! That's a thing, right?”
"That it is, pup!” Mic nodded with a proud and friendly smile...but a smile which turned, quickly, to an impish smirk, "But, uhm...mine's bigger than yours.” And with a wink, he displayed his own: two queens and two threes.
"Damn-it!” the husky barked...
...and the tiger to his right simply huffed, "You win,” as he played his pair of fives.
"Then let's see them panties, boys!” Mic snapped his fingers and pointed -- one paw for each -- at the husky to his right and the tiger to his left.
And again, Elliot made the first move. Now, though, that was for a very different reason. Hunter's competitiveness wouldn't hold him back like Mic's had. Oh no. This time Elliot WAS the more eager of the two! This was quickly becoming serious. But not quickly enough for him...
So the husky stood and rocked the bed...and before he even reached for the button, he knew they could see his tent. He blushed. He wondered if they were nearly as excited as he was. He wondered if they would make fun of him for it. And he twitched at the thought of being so exposed and so vulnerable...as he unbuttoned, unzipped, and flashed his bright white -- and already stretched and dampened -- briefs to the leering eyes of his tiger and their hyena.
And as he tossed the pants aside and sat back down, he considered covering himself for a moment. He considered sitting in a way that he would be less...conspicuous. But instead, he spread his legs, with a wide and proud -- albeit blushing -- smile.
And he let them stare.
Especially Mic.
The hyena's eyes were soon drawn away, though, when the bed shook again, as Hunter stood to do the same. He unbuttoned. He unzipped. And they dropped to his ankles to expose his orange and black striped legs, his white inner thighs...and his bulge.
But that was all it was. A bulge. It was round, it was large, and it was stretching its cotton confinement as far and tight as it could. But it was only a bulge...not a tent. Hunter -- at least thus far -- wasn't even close to as excited as his husky...and a small part of Elliot wondered why.
But most of him simply noticed the boxer briefs.
Tight gray cotton hugged his tiger's bulge and the highest part of his muscular thighs. Boxer briefs! They were the husky's favorite. Hunter had always preferred looser boxers -- said they were more comfortable -- but Elliot had begged him time and again for something tighter. For this in particular. And here they were, clinging to those bright, striped thighs, and that soft, delicious bulge, only feet away...
Hunter had worn them for him!
Yet again, Mic spoke up and drew the dog back to reality, "Somebody's in trouble. This could be a bad paw for you.”
He smiled, eyes on Elliot's tented briefs before he motioned around the group. And sure enough, he was right. Hunter still had his shirt. And Mic still had his pants. But all Elliot had left to lose was his underwear. He really wasn't doing so well.
Or was he?
"Ready for paw number three?” Mic asked. And, when his two friends simply nodded, he began to shuffle once more, "Looks like there's no show o' solidarity this time around, kiddos. Everyone'll just have to bet whatever they can.” And a few quick shuffles later, he went right about dealing, "Pants.”
"Underwear,” Elliot, of course, had no choice...
...but Hunter did. "Underwear.”
Elliot froze. The dealer froze. And -- in some weird way -- Elliot almost expected a dealt card to freeze, too, mid-air. Underwear? He'd chosen underwear when he could have just put his shirt on the line? Was he that eager to show off? Or was he being nice?
Was he making sure Elliot wasn't the only one in danger of being exposed?
With a whimper, Mic finished dealing, "Oh God, I hope I win this paw!”
The three boys gathered up their cards. And just like with the first paw, Elliot spent longer than he would have liked to admit, looking through his cards to figure out what he did or didn't have. An ace, a two, a seven, a six, and an eight? Nothing!
Except...wait! No! Six, seven, & eight? That's only two cards away from...what did they call it earlier? A straight! What else did he need? A four and a five? A nine and a ten? It probably wasn't likely. But it was definitely worth a chance!
Mic let out a long, disappointed sigh, "...okay.” So much for that poker face of his. "Elliot?”
"Two.”
Elliot prayed in silence as his replacements were dealt, and he even bit his lip as he slipped them into his paw. Would it work? Had it worked? A five and a nine? A five and a nine! It worked! Five, six, seven, eight, nine! He had his straight!
And, as the husky did his best not to celebrate out loud, Mic turned to the tiger, "Hunter?”
"Uhm...two?” he asked, his face showing almost as little emotion as Mic had shown in previous paws. The slightest hint of disappointment, though, still slipped through, at the sight of his replacements.
"And...fuck it! I'm takin' four,” the hyena exclaimed, before trading out almost his entire paw...only to look even MORE disappointed after he did. "Damn! I really wanted to win this one, too!” He dropped his cards immediately. "I got nothin'.”
Elliot, meanwhile, was nearly bouncing beside him, and couldn't wait a moment longer, "I got a straight! I got a straight!” He played his cards with a proud, toothy smile, "I finally won, right? Did I finally win?”
"Seriously? Am I really the first one showing off my bits tonight?” Hunter hung his head as he, too, played his paw: three twos, and two jacks. "And I was off to such a good start with that first paw, too. I thought I was gonna' be on a roll...”
straight away, the tiger's thumbs dug into the waistband of his tight, gray underwear. But before he'd even pulled the elastic away from his fur...
"Wait!” Mic halted him.
"Huh?”
"Elliot didn't win,” he explained...
...and the husky blinked, "I...I didn't?”
"But he got a straight,” Hunter argued. "And you said a straight beats three of a kind.”
The hyena nodded, "It does. But that's not three of a kind.” He pointed at Hunter's cards, "A three of a kind and a pair...is a full house.”
"And...” Hunter's thumbs slowly withdrew from his waistband, "...a full house? That beats a straight.”
"By a bit, yeah,” Mic laughed...
...as Elliot let out a long groan, "I lost again?”
"Don't feel so bad. So did I,” the hyena pointed out, with a affable grin as he began to unbutton and unzip.
"Yeah...but you're only losing your pants.”
"True,” Mic winked, and then went about tugging off those pants without even bothering to stand up.
Elliot, of course, couldn't give the display quite the attention it deserved. He was just too preoccupied with what he was about to have to do. But, still, he was far from blind to it! He saw those spotted leg and their boxers come into view. He saw the colorful silken pattern stretched and distorted by its tent. And he felt his eyes widen as he wondered about the monster beneath, which was big enough to make a tent that size.
And then he turned his eyes to Hunter, hoping to gage his reaction as well. Which was a simple task, it turned out, thanks to the tiger's own suddenly prominent and leaking bulge. It wasn't a tent to match Mic's, but it was there, nonetheless.
And for a moment...Elliot's fears came rushing back...
This was wrong. This was stupid. This was a mistake. Hunter and Mic agreed too easily. They liked one another too much. What if he never got the chance to enjoy this open relationship, but had given them the freedom to do so whenever they pleased? What if they only agreed to this threesome because they wanted to fool around with one ANOTHER? What if the only reason Hunter was finally tented...was because he could finally see more of Mic?
But it was only a moment. And he pushed it aside.
This was the right decision. This was for the best. This was that he wanted. His tiger and their hyena didn't agree too easily. Of course they liked each other, but they liked him, too. Hunter, in fact, loved him. If he didn't get the chance to enjoy being open, it would be his own fault for not trying hard enough. And, if it came to it, Hunter would agree to end all of this, at the drop of a hat. And they DID want him here! Mic had been begging to fool around with him for weeks! And as for this? The sight before him? So what if Mic was the one who finally made Hunter hard?
After all: how many times had Elliot been hard from looking at his own father?
And so...it was only a moment. And he pushed it aside.
Not a moment too soon, either, before Hunter spoke up, "Come on, Ell! This was your idea, hun. You can't back out, now!” The tiger leaned back, his striped legs spread out, and his soggy tent on display, "You owe us a show...”
And, of course, Elliot didn't argue. He didn't even speak. It was true, after all: he DID owe them a show. And so he stood -- uneasy upon the springy bed -- and he watched their eyes rise, as he rose. He hooked his waistband, just as Hunter had done moments before, and he peeled off the damp, white cotton.
Slowly, he rolled it down his hips, lifting and pulling outward to let his rigid, sticky, marble-red shaft peek free. It twitched in the air...its knot engorged but trapped, still, inside the sheath, and its tip dry from the cotton, but already oozing out more and more droplets of pre to remoisten the flesh...
And he rolled his briefs farther and farther down, exposing his bright white sack, and pushing the twisted cotton down his legs until they'd inched past his thighs and could fall on their own. But he knew, despite keeping his own eyes on the task at paw, that Hunter and Mic were NOT looking at his briefs.
And he loved the feeling!
He loved being exposed and stared at. Loved being the center of attention, and knowing that he had become -- even if only for the moment -- the evening's entertainment. He was embarrassed and exposed. Vulnerable and tense. Frightened and overjoyed!
And he wondered what it would be like in the future. Tonight, he knew they were all in this together. He knew they, too, would be nude, soon enough. And he wondered what it would be like if he DIDN'T know. How would he handle his fear with friends less familiar? With someone who might not join him...or who was simply looking to humiliate him or play some prank. Would that fear be exhilarating? Would he be able to cope it if it went wrong?
And why was the mere thought making him harder by the second?
With his briefs kicked aside, he stood proud and burning red, looking down at his boyfriend and their friend, and watched their eyes scan his entire frame, shoulder to toe. Hunter's tent had grown, lifting and folding the shirt he still hadn't lost, hanging above it.
See? He knew the tiger wasn't just reacting to Mic.
And as for Mic?
True to brazen form, he was already shamelessly groping himself through his boxers -- his last bit of clothing -- as he spoke up, "Well I guess that's it for the game.”
"Told you it'd be fast,” Hunter reminded the hyena...
...who quickly added, "So, what should we do with our husky now that he's lost?”
Elliot, though, put a stop to that immediately. "Whoa! This game isn't over, yet,” he smiled. "I still get one more paw!”
"How do you figure?” Hunter arched an eyebrow.
"It'll be like my...last chance round.” Elliot explained: "if I win, I get to put something back on, and both of you lose your underwear!”
"Hey!” Mic argued, "You said the winner didn't get to put anything back on.”
"More importantly,” Hunter added, "our underwear? I still have a shirt I could take off, first!”
And just like that, Mic was suddenly on Elliot's side, "Oh, come on, Hunter! But you were so brave last paw!”
"Yeah!” Elliot agreed. "You're not turning into a big pussy...cat on us, are you?”
"Fine!” Hunter gave in, but pointed a finger up at his husky, "But what if you lose your little 'last chance round'?”
Mic's brow furrowed, and he turned his eyes on the dog, as well, "Hey! Yeah! You don't have any clothes left to bet.”
But Elliot just grinned back, "I'll suck the winner's dick!”
"Shuffle. Now,” Hunter turned and demanded...
...but Mic was already picking up the cards as he spoke, "Already on it.”
And the hyena shuffled his quickest, yet...so much so, that Elliot had barely sat back down before he was dealing, again. No one spoke. They simply took their cards and pressed along. And Elliot, on the very first deal, already found himself with four of a kind!
There in his fingers were all four fours! This was the very paw he would have killed for just minutes earlier. But now? This round? He'd known before he even saw his cards...
...that he intended to lose.
So before Mic could even ask, Elliot dropped two of those fours to the bed with a barely contained smile, "Two.” And to his perverse delight...they were replaced with a king and a queen.
Perfect! One of them would be sure to beat him, now...
"Three.” Not waiting for Mic to ask him, either, Hunter confidently flung down his old cards and collected the new. And a smirk lit upon his muzzle at the sight of the completed paw...
...while Mic, as always, traded out his own, "...and two.” But the instant they were in his fingers, he drew in a breath and recoiled. He eyes shot wide. His jaw fell slack. And the cards nearly bent in his grasp.
Hunter was smiling. Mic was stunned. And Elliot felt himself flex and leak at the sight. There was no question, now. They would beat his meager, little pair. One of them would win! One of them would have him by his ears, soon enough. One of them would breed his muzzle while the other watched.
And he honestly didn't care which...
So he smiled and licked his lips as he played the paw: "Two of a kind.”
And to his right, Hunter flashed a huge, white, and predatory gin, "THREE of a kind!” And as his three sixes hit the bed, Elliot could have sworn he saw the cat's tent jump.
But, unfortunately for Hunter -- and for his writhing tent -- Mic still hadn't played his paw. And so they both turned their eyes upon the tremoring and grinning hyena. They both watched his arm drop, and his cards fan out across the bed...
...as he spoke in a muted rasp: disbelief mingling with lustful elation. "Flush...” the cards lay in no real sequence, but they were all spades, "...I win.”
Mic's eyes, sharp but unsure, were motionless, locked on Elliot's. Elliot himself, though, looked away. He looked to Hunter, where expected to find protest...expected a demand of proof. The tiger had accused Mic, already, of potentially lying about the paws: of cheating. And Elliot expected, now if ever, would be that time. He expected Hunter to dispute the ruling.
But he did not.
He must have known enough to know that the hyena was telling the truth. His flush beat Hunter's sixes. Mic had won the husky's muzzle. And so, instead, all his tiger could do was shift his eyes from the hyena's throbbing tent to his lover's damp, open mouth...and back again. And Elliot imagined what Hunter must have imagined: the image of the two together. The image of Mic slipping in between those lips...
So he turned. There was no protest. So there was no reason to wait. He turned, he gathered and stacked the cards, and he pushed them aside. The stack fell...but he didn't correct it. He only needed it out of his way, after all, not neatly arranged.
And Mic's eyes finally broke away as the husky crawled across the bed. They flitted back and forth, again and again, from Elliot's nude, crawling form, to Hunter, where he sat by the headboard. Mic was nervous. He was worried. And no matter how much he wanted it, he was uneasy doing it here and now, right in front of the tiger.
Elliot knew. And it would have been easy to pretend he didn't care how the hyena felt...but that would have been a lie. He did care. He cared very much about the fact that his friend was anxious, scared, and on edge. But the truth was: he liked it.
He loved watching Mic squirm.
"You know...” the husky growled softly, as he stopped before the hyena, "I can't do this if you don't get up.”
"Right!” Mic blinked and shook his head, as if coming out of a trance. "Right...” he repeated, shooting Hunter one last glance, before inching backward and standing up at the side of the bed.
He was jittery, and he was nervous, but he was expectant. Notably one part of him, in particular.  And that part swung there before the husky's muzzle, moving with the beat of his friend's heart, and hanging high over the edge of the bed.
Knelt there on the mattress, Elliot looked over that spotted frame, from his head to where his legs disappeared behind bed's edge. He could see what Hunter saw in him. He could see the attraction. But what he REALLY wanted to see still lay behind the silk. And so the dog took hold of the waistband, ready to tug it down and take his prize.
Or rather...ready to give Mic HIS.
But before he'd even moved the elastic band more than an inch, a thought crossed his mind. "Underwear,” he commanded, abrupt and direct, his eyes jerking to face the tiger by the pillows.
And Hunter was jolted, caught off guard, "Huh? What?”
"Your underwear,” his boyfriend repeated, paw still gripping the elastic. "You lost the paw, too, and you agreed to put them on the line. So the rules say that I can't show you Mic,” he tugged down ever so slightly on the silk, revealing the barest inch of the fur below his waist, "until he gets to see you.”
But it was Mic, not Hunter, who protested, "I really don't mind.”
"Hey!” Elliot looked up through a playful grin, "Rules are rules.”
And as the hyena whined aloud...
...the tiger chuckled, "That eager to see me?”
"Oh, that's not what he's eager for,” Elliot corrected him...
...and turned back to see Hunter already at work shimmying free of his gray cotton prison. He tugged and twisted, leaned back and kicked his feet, clearly in no mood to put on a show. And Elliot was fine with that. The show was HIS job, after all, not Hunter's.
And as soon as the boxers were off, and his lover's rigid, red, barbed shaft was exposed, Elliot turned back to the task at paw. He wanted to savor the moment. He wanted to take his time revealing what would only be the third cock, other than his own, that he had ever seen this close...ever touched, and smelled, and tasted.
But he didn't. Watching his boyfriend and their hyena strip throughout the game -- and stripping for them just the same -- had teased him enough. And he knew that Mic would agree.
And so he pulled the boxers out and down, hooking the waist under the hyena's ample brown sack, and releasing the towering beast beneath. The glistening monument of flesh put his own to shame. It put Hunter's, Will's, and his father's to shame, in fact. And the scent set his mouth to drool. But amidst it all, he had to stifle a laugh. No one wants someone's first reaction at seeing their dick to be laughter. But it was just so hard to contain...
...because -- black and pink splotched -- even IT was spotted.
He grasped his friend's hips and leaned in, tongue flicking out and exploring the shaft from its tip to its base. It was a tart and powerful taste, to match a sharp and potent smell. Was it better than Hunter? Than Will? Did it matter? It was new! And, tonight, it was his.
And so he trailed his tongue up and down the flesh. And he felt Mic wobble in his grasp. He nuzzled the furry sack and rubbed himself against the shaft, smearing its leaking fluids into the fur of his cheek. And he felt the hyena grab hold of his shoulders. He wedged his nose between those balls and the silk anchored beneath, bathing himself in the scent. And he felt his friend pull him close. He finally took it into his mouth, ravenous and deep, letting it slide across his tongue and tickle his throat. And he felt two paws grip his ears.
Soon enough, there was a rhythm: Mic pulling those ears as the husky dived in, and shuddering as he pulled away. Soon, Elliot felt the flared head pushing into his throat, and saw the hips drawing ever closer to -- though still so far from -- tapping his nose. And soon...
...Elliot pulled away completely.
There was resistance of course. But, with a long, quivering whine, Mic did let him go. And the husky grinned as he licked his lips. He wanted to torture him. He wanted to tease him and edge him along. He wanted to make him beg. He wanted to put him through every last moment, right there in front of their audience. And he wanted to watch the hyena twist in the wind.
And so, his paw gripping that spotted shaft, he dropped his muzzle low. He nuzzled those balls yet again, and turned his eyes upon his audience. First upon the stiff, red flesh between his legs, then up across the shirt he'd never lost to the game, and finally to his face. But when he saw that face, it gave him pause.
The look. Those drooping lids, and that sullen mouth. The sudden averted gaze as Elliot's eyes met his. He was hurt. All this time, Elliot had been so focused on the hyena -- so focused on making their friend uncomfortable for his own entertainment -- that he'd completely forgotten how any of this might make his lover feel. He was so enjoying watching Mic worry that this might bother Hunter...that he didn't stop to think that it might ACTUALLY bother Hunter.
And so he stopped, and lifted his head, "Hun? Are you okay?” But despite his concern, his paw never left the hyena's shaft.
"I'll, uhm...” Hunter stammered to answer, "I'm fine.”
"No you're not,” Elliot shook his head...
...and the tiger, at first, looked poised to deny, "I just...” But quickly lowered his shoulders and asked: "Look, it's okay if it's a yes, but...is this like...revenge?”
"Revenge?” Elliot recoiled.
"This,” Hunter pointed at the scene. "Me having to watch this. Are you...?” He paused and shrugged, "It feels like you're trying to punish me or something. Making me just sit here, uninvolved, and watch you do something with someone else? It's like you're trying to get back at me.”
Gently, Mic pull back and the husky finally let go of his shaft...
"Is it bothering you that much to see this?” Elliot asked. "I didn't think that it...”
To his side, the hyena began to pull his boxers back up, but-
"No!” Hunter answered...
...end Elliot quickly grabbed hold of the silk to stop their friend from covering himself, "No?”
"It's not like...it's not the act itself. I don't mind that,” the tiger explained. "I agreed to the open relationship thing, and even if I hadn't...this is a threesome and I'm here. But, just...the thought that you might be doing this out of spite. The thought that you're still upset...and that something like this could be used for-”
"No,” Elliot stopped him. "This is just him collecting his winnings, Hunter.” To punctuate himself, he took hold of the spotted flesh once more, "Nothing else. I'm not trying to hurt you. I'm not angry. And I'm NOT doing this out of spite.”
"Are you sure?”
The husky nodded, "If it's bothering you, we can stop this right now and laugh at Mic for being blue balled...”
"Hey!” Mic complained.
"Or...” Elliot calmed the hyena with a gentle stroke. But his eyes remained on his lover...and on the tiger's still rigid and twitching meat, "...you can get up, come over here, and see if Mic'll be nice enough to share his winnings.”
Above him, Mic whispered, again and again, repeating: "Oh, please say yes...”
...while Hunter smiled a hopeful smile, "Really?”
"Really.”
And so Hunter slipped from the bed, stood, and joined them at Mic's side.
Elliot was in heaven! He'd dreamed of this. He'd prayed for this. He'd masturbated to this time and again. It wasn't always these two cocks in particular, of course. It wasn't even always limited to just TWO, in fact. But having these two males standing over him, with their leaking dicks inches from his face? It was everything he'd ever dreamed.
Their scents mingled in his nose, as his paw took hold of his boyfriend's sticky, barbed rod. He stroked them both, there, one in each paw, and his eyelids fluttered closed. His world became a blur. All he could smell was them. All he could think was how they wanted him. How he was theirs. How he would be used and abused. And how he would make them cum...
He could still taste Mic on his lips when Hunter slipped into his muzzle. There were fingers on his head, forcing him down -- he didn't know whose -- and Mic swelled in his stroking paw. He bobbed there for a time, before pulling away to nuzzle and lick...to paint himself in his lover's pre, before taking the hyena in again. And as he sucked and stroked, three paws were in his head fur, now, pushing him on. And he let them. It burrowed into his throat. He gagged. He couldn't breathe. But he let them. And as Mic's groin pressed against his nose, he felt Hunter grinding against his cheek.
He had to pull back. He had to breathe. And of course, he had to turn his attention to the insistent shaft against his face...
And so it continued: on and on. First one, then the other. Each of them fucked his throat. Each told him what a great job he was doing, both for themselves and for their friend. And neither one went a moment without attention. When one was on his tongue and in his throat, the other was in his paw. And even, for a moment, both of their heads were forced in between his lips, fighting with one another -- and with his tongue -- for position.
But soon, it changed. His arms grew tired, and he found himself holding their hips just to keep himself from falling. And so, when Mic rammed his throat and Hunter's paw was in his hair, pushing him down...it was MIC's paw that was stroking Hunter! And when the tiger's pre was dripping onto Elliot's tongue, that tiger returned the favor, and took the hyena into HIS palm...
His jaw grew sore. His fur dried and matted. He panted and whined. And by the time they came, he could barely hold himself up. Hunter pumped Mic's massive shaft, while Mic teased his. And Elliot's arms had fallen near limp, as he watched them swell in one another's paws. 
Mic fired first, a white rope exploding from his tip and splattering the husky's shoulder and cheek. And Elliot turned, catching the second volley from mid air in his open maw, as Hunter thrust that spotted shaft in his paw, plunging it forward, into his boyfriend's lips. Elliot obeyed his tiger's silent command, and felt the hyena spasm and fill his muzzle. He swallowed it all.
And as he felt another set of streams splash against his ear, his neck, and his chest -- as he felt his lover, from Mic's paw, unload into his fur at the mere sight of him swallowing their friend's load -- he could take no more.
And he erupted. He hadn't touched himself once, and neither had they. He had heard about this. He had read about it. But he'd never believed it. Never once had he came paws-free. Never once had anything turned him on so much that he simply spilled his load. But tonight he did. Again and again his knotted shaft flexed and bounced, sending line after line of thick white cum out along the bed, the floor beside it, and -- as he would soon learn -- Mic's legs.
The hyena slipped free of his muzzle, and Elliot collapsed, falling back, sticky, stained, and tired, onto the stack of cards. But he didn't care. Mic didn't say a word, but he followed suit: toppling beside the dog and burying his face in his fluffy cheek, where he groaned and panted, as he lapped up Hunter's...deposit.
Elliot giggled.
And slowly, Hunter climbed in beside them, as well, to breathlessly ask, "You really are okay, aren't you?”
"I really am,” the husky nodded, craning his neck to Mic's rooting and licking. "So...” he smiled, "...when do I get to meet Donald?”
~
Just an average night. 
So far, that was all this Saturday had been for Aaron Jones: a nice, relaxing night on the town with his lover. With William Masters. They'd dropped Elliot off with Hunter. They'd had a meal. They'd seen a movie. And their next stop was home, to retire to the comfort of their shared apartment...their shared bed.
Not long ago -- almost more recently than the rabbit could even believe, himself -- the activities of his 'average nights' had been something quite different. Something more akin to the activities they'd left Elliot to, only hours ago. And if he had known what'd become of Elliot, Hunter, and their hyena friend, behind Stanley's closed doors...
...it wouldn't have affected his night at all.
He may have been nostalgic, of course. Who wouldn't? But jealous? Envious? No. No cloud of regret would have hung over his evening. He wouldn't have spent it resenting his lover, or wishing for a return to happier, freer days. He had had those times. And he had had his fill. And, though they were fun, he had chosen his new life. He was happy...because he had the one thing he wanted:
Will.
And now, free of their car, past the stairs, and pushing through the door to their apartment, Will pressed on with this evening's debate: "I promise you: the book was better.”
But Aaron just rolled his eyes as he closed the door behind them, "How could it have been better? It still starred a kid, right?” He shrugged and tossed his jacket aside, "I just don't like action movies about little kids...”
"He wasn't exactly 'little'.”
"Younger than Elliot...”
And the dog chuckled in his adorably condescending way: "His actor's a little older, actually!”
But from the living room, Kristoff's voice joined the fray, "Just give it up, Aaron. You'll never convince him.” The elder husky stood and stretched, to greet his returning brother and his leporid lover, "And you should learn to get used to this, too. He'll be taking you to see this 'young adult' crap, forever!”
"Hey!” William protested...
...but his elder brother just waved him off, "Oh, be offended later! I have much more important things to talk about than some sci-fi movie.” He laughed softly through an open smile, "Robyn is already at it again!”
Will arched an eyebrow, "And why is that a reason to smile?”
"Because it's getting to the point that it's fucking ludicrous!” Kris threw up his paws as he padded toward the kitchen, with his brother and Aaron not far behind. "I mean, really. It's laughable: pathetic even. If she keeps this up, she's going to make an idiot out of herself.”
"What's she doing, now?” the younger dog asked...
"She's turned her guns on YOU!”
...and he recoiled, from the finger suddenly in his face, "Me?”
"Yeah!” Kristoff laughed aloud. "She realized that she couldn't convince anyone that I'd raped my son, so now she's claiming that YOU did! And on top of that, she's claiming that...this house is unsafe because you and Aaron are in a gay relationship, or whatever.” He shook his head, speaking through a continued muted laugh as he fished a drink from the fridge, "Anyone with half a brain can see she's just grasping at straws, at this point.”
Clearly, Kris was beside himself. Finally, every bit of seriousness this situation had once held -- every bit of sober threat it had carried -- was lost on him. Lost, as he'd said moments before, to how ludicrous it had all become.
And as Aaron looked on, he understood why. He imagined it was the healthiest response, and -- given what Kristoff did and did not know -- the most sensible. But Aaron wasn't just watching Kris. He was also watching the blank and terrified expression overtaking his boyfriend's face.
And so, the rabbit spoke up, "Uhm...how can she even do that?”
"Huh?” Kristoff turned to face him...
...and Aaron explained: "Like, I mean...is this even allowed? Doesn't making a new accusation like this undermine her old one? Isn't there some point at which they have to tell her no?”
"Oh! But, that's the best part, Aaron,” the husky declared with enthusiasm. "She's claiming that she has some sort of 'proof,' now! Evidence that me or Will actually did something to him.
"Proof!?” William yelped.
And Aaron felt himself rock back -- felt himself reel and teeter -- but not nearly as much as he could SEE that his lover had. Proof? Proof was the last word they needed to hear. Accusations were one thing. Inquiries were another. But evidence? Proof? For William and Aaron...that was a far more dangerous word.
"H-how exactly is this good news?” the rabbit asked, since he knew his lover could not.
"Because we're innocent!” Kris exclaimed. "Nothing has happened, at all. So whatever 'proof' she thinks she has, won't do anything but exonerate us! Especially once we find out what her 'proof' is, and we and Elliot can defend against it.” He took a sip of his newly gotten drink and leaned back against the counter, "It's good news, because it means that ALL of this will be over soon, and we can finally prove that she's just full of shit! Once this is done...no one will ever listen to her, again.”
But not everyone in the room was so sure. Because not everyone in the room was innocent. For one of them, exoneration was the last thing evidence should hope to bring. Kris, of course, had no idea. But Aaron and Will knew better. Knew the truth.
And as their 'average night' crumbled around them, Kristoff continued: "She doesn't know it...but we've already won.”




~
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And you were all so damn convinced that Elliot had made a stupid decision!
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But either way...
The second arc of Sibirskaia ends here.
These six chapters have been Act 1 of Sibirskaia. Blood & Water: these chapters have been about family and friends, and what those people -- and those words -- mean to our cast. And it ends on this.
Hunter's only remaining family are his friends: Stanley, Elliot, and Mic. And Elliot's family is being stretched to its limits. With Robyn's constant accusations, how much longer can they keep this all together?
...especially now that she's turned those accusations on the one person who's actually guilty.
Join me on the road to finding out in Sibirskaia Chapter 11:
Part 1 of 5 of "No More Lies"
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  Sibirskaia: No More Lies Part 1

  No More Lies
No Turning Back


(October 6th)
The last forty-eight hours had been...eventful to say the least.
The months ahead would prove taxing. Chaotic. Infuriating. And at times, even laughable and absurd. But it had all begun here. In the past two days, William had lost his job, and Aaron had gone from being his lover -- his boyfriend -- to something more. And soon enough, they would be living together. Robyn, meanwhile, had discovered the truth about her son...and about her husband. And they'd fought before a crowd of onlookers, where their marriage began its all-to-inevitable collapse.
In time -- though they were the catalyst of it all -- these events would stand pale before those to follow. A divorce. A funeral. A custody battle. Police interrogations. Candid photographs. And new threats to their happiness and stability looming behind every corner. But today? This Sunday? Despite the chaos of the last two days...
Aaron Jones was content.
Three weeks ago, he'd reconnected with a long lost friend, and, in that old friend, found something far more precious. He'd found love. He'd found his reason to settle down, and call someplace his home. In days, they would be living together. And no matter the stresses facing those around him, HIS life was better than it had ever been. And this quiet afternoon, he sat in the arms of William Masters, lost in some pointless old movie...
...until his husky unexpectedly muted the set. "Aaron?” Will spoke before the rabbit could ask why he'd shut off the sound. "When you were in high school, did you ever fool around with any older guys?”
THAT was not a question he'd expected, and -- on reflex -- he tensed and averted his eyes, "I...uhm...”
William laughed and held him closer, "Calm down. You know I'm not the jealous type. This isn't a trap.” He shrugged as he let the rabbit go, "And besides, I know about most of the stuff you did back in high school, already. Some with my own brother, even. So no matter the answer...I really don't think it's gonna' upset me.”
And Aaron could only hope his boyfriend was telling the truth. "Okay, then. I did,” he admitted. "But why do you wanna' know?”
"How old were they, exactly?” the husky asked, ignoring his lover's question completely.
"I didn't really bother checking IDs,” Aaron chuckled, "but I'm gonna' guess the oldest was about...forty?” And he repeated: "But why?”
But again, Will ignored him. "Anyone I know?”
"There was one teacher in the mix, so probably. Yeah,” the rabbit could hear his voice falling flatter with every answer, as he grew quickly annoyed with his husky's disregard. "Why?”
"Do you hold any negative feelings toward them? Like... do you see them as bad people or-”
"Will!” he finally snapped. "Why?”
And as he watched, William closed his eyes and drew in a silent breath, steeling himself to say whatever it was that was on his mind. But...whatever? No. Aaron wasn't so naïve. The husky was scared. He was stalling. And with the subject at paw -- the subject he, himself, had broached -- it wasn't difficult to guess why.
"Okay, look,” finally, the dog spoke. "This is just really scary for me, okay? I mean: if even just ONE person who shouldn't know about this were to find out, I could be in so much fucking trouble! And I just...” He took another breath and looked his rabbit in the eye, "But if you and I are moving on to this next level -- if we're gonna' move in together and be a REAL and committed couple -- I can't build that on lies.”
"It's okay, Will. You can tell me anything.” But it wouldn't be 'anything'. It would be one very specific thing. Aaron had a good idea what to expect; and he expected to hear Elliot's name. "It'll stay between us.”
One more breath, and the husky finally began: "Three weeks ago...just before I met the fabulous Patrick Roark,” he paused to smile at his silly little joke, "Toffy and Robyn asked me to babysit Elliot...”
~
(November 9th)
It was a month, though, before that 'startling' confession meant a thing.
Aaron had made his jokes, of course, especially in front of other people. After all, it was just so fun to watch his husky squirm. But really? He couldn't be bothered to care. Elliot clearly didn't mind. He and his uncle were closer than any that the rabbit had ever seen. So what harm was done? And their little affair had ended before Will and Aaron actually became a couple -- not long before, but before, nonetheless -- so he had never been unfaithful.
And so, in the end, it didn't really matter. It never had, and he was certain it never would.
That was, at least, until tonight.
Until he and Will came home from their date, to be met with Kristoff's newest revelation. Until Robyn began accusing William of...well, of exactly what he had done. Until she began claiming to have proof. Until there was real and present danger of 'someone who shouldn't know' actually finding out. And until the far flung threat of legal repercussions became an all-too-real possibility.
"Okay,” Aaron rumble breathlessly as he closed their bedroom door behind him, "Do you have any idea what kind of proof he could be talking about?”
Will, though, just shook his head as he sat on the edge of his mattress, "I don't. I really don't.”
The rabbit furrowed his brow in thought, before suggesting: "You told me about the photo booth. Did you two...take any pictures while you were in there?”
"Oh God no!” William yelped. "Those things get spit out from the side of the booth! What if someone outside had seen them?”
"Any other pictures?”
"Not unless the boy was taking them in my sleep.” The dog laughed, "And that's the last thing I need, too. I mean, I can see it now: me sitting on a witness stand while a jury compares Elliot's pictures of my dick, to the pictures the cops took...” He paused with a hum, "Might be fun letting the cops get me hard for the picture, but-”
"Focus!” Aaron snapped.
"Sorry,” his boyfriend flattened his ears. "Jokes are a defense mechanism.”
"And you can't think of anything else? Text messages you two sent? Emails?” The rabbit winced as he considered the worst case scenario: "You didn't leave behind any...uhm...”
"Cum?” Will finished the thought for him. "No. And even if I had, it would have long since been washed out of his sheets or clothes before she had any reason to go looking for it.”
"Well does anyone else know anything about this? Anyone who could've made a statement?”
"Just me, you, Elliot, and Hunter, as far as I know. And I know you and Elliot wouldn't say anything. And even if Hunter...” The husky stopped and shook his head, "But, I mean: that wouldn't be proof of anything, anyway! Just his word against mine and Elliot's.”
Defeated, Aaron slumped back against the door, "Any other ideas?”
"None that would make any sense!” his boyfriend threw his paws up in exasperation. "The only thing left I can think of is like...that she SAW something happen between us? But she wouldn't have waited until now to say something, if she had. And she damn sure wouldn't have pointed at Toffy, first, either.”
The problem was, though, that it didn't matter what kind of proof she had. All that mattered was that, somewhere, it existed. "Will...you know that if she really has evidence of him doing something with an older husky...”
"...then I'm that husky,” he conceded. "I know.”
"So, what are you gonna' do?”
"Lie! Deny it. Fight it to the bitter end until they have DNA evidence, or a picture or video of us doing something together, that has my fucking face in it!” William pointed emphatically, "I am not admitting to anything!”
And Aaron opened his muzzle to reply: to ask what good that would do when he didn't even know what evidence he was trying to dispute. To suggest that he should at least CONSIDER a more tactical approach than simple denial. Or a longer discussion, here and now, if nothing else...
...but before the first syllable left his lips, his husky continued: "Well...not to the police, anyway.”
"Wait. What?” the rabbit stalled and blinked...
...as Will raised his head, to look his lover in the eyes, "Aaron...I have to tell Toffy.”
Reflexively, Aaron screamed, "YOU'RE GO-” before catching himself mid sentence, so he could lower his voice. The last thing Kristoff needed to hear, a room away, were the next words coming out of his mouth: "You're gonna' tell your brother that you fucked his son!?”
"I didn't fuck him. We just sucked each oth-”
"That's not the point!”
"I know, it's not,” the husky agreed. "The point is...that I can't send Toffy into this blind. He may not be happy with me for it -- case in point: I know he won't be -- but if I get pinched for this, he'll lose Elliot just as surely as if HE were the one on the hook for it.”
And as much as he wished he could deny it, Aaron knew he was right: "Because he endangered Elliot, by letting you two be alone together...live together...”
"And she will damn sure spin it, so it sounds like he knew about everything, too.” William slumped and sighed, "He needs to know the truth. He needs to know what we're really getting ourselves into, here...so he, Elliot, and I can fight this together.” He put his head in his paws, "The last thing he needs is to be blindsided.”
"Well, that is: other than how YOU'RE about to blindside him,” the rabbit chuckled, despite himself...
...and Will looked up to do the same, "Other than.”
Aaron wasn't sure that his lover was right...but he couldn't come up with one good reason why he was wrong. And more importantly: nothing he could say would change the dog's mind, either way.
So the best he could hope was that the confession might go as well, with Kris, as it had with him, "So, how do you expect him to react?”
"Well...we have a first-aid kit, right?”
~
Silent moments.
Sometimes, a simple moment of silence -- a gesture, a glance -- can say more than an entire conversation. It can display more truth and more complexity than any number of words, no matter the tongue or the hand to craft them. A moment of pure, unfiltered emotion, without the limits and inadequacies of language to dull it -- to warp it -- or the lies to hide it.
And tonight -- for Hunter Thurman -- that moment was a simple smile.
In the back seat, Elliot and Mic laughed and talked, while Hunter watched quietly from the front. It was a happy scene. Loud. Joyous. Shameless. And to a normal pair of eyes, it would have been just that. But Hunter's were not normal eyes.
He was Elliot's boyfriend. And he had reason to be nervous. It had only been days since he'd broken the husky's heart, and not even hours since their experimental cure had begun: the threesome to launch their open relationship. And, as such: he had a definite call for concern...and reason to fear that it could all fall apart at any moment.
And he was not immune to the thoughts that come with such anxiety. To the worry that it all might be an act: that his lover wasn't really happy at all...but was simply putting on a show for company. And neither was he immune to jealousy: to the creeping fear that Elliot was only happy because he was with Mic. Happier with Mic, even, than he was with Hunter...
But in a moment of silence, their eyes met.
Elliot turned away from Mic, and caught his tiger's gaze. And he smiled. And in that moment, Hunter knew. Elliot loved him. He was happy. And everything was okay.
Of course, another thought dawned on him in the wake of that moment, as well. The realization that all throughout this day, Elliot had been his only concern. He had worried if Elliot could handle the threesome. He had worried if his husky could really forgive him. He had worried if the dog would leave him -- be it for Mic, or just in general.
But he hadn't once worried about himself. If he could handle the threesome. If he really wanted the open relationship. If HE were really okay.
But he was.
Soon, the car pulled to a stop: Stanley's car, at Mic's house. The threesome had come and gone, Saturday's sun had faded away, and Stan -- with no interest in hosting a house full of teenagers after a day's work -- was busy ferrying Hunter's guests home. And Mic was the first stop.
Before the hyena could do more than simply open his door though...
"Hey!” Elliot stopped him, "is it okay if I come inside? I...kinda' need to pee.”
"I don't see why not.” The hyena turned to survey his home, "Doesn't look like my folks're here, right now, anyway.”
"Awesome!”
Hunter, meanwhile, simply smiled and followed his friends, each one out their doors and up the walk, with Elliot in the lead. Mic didn't notice -- or at least he didn't seem to, from where Hunter was standing -- how energetic the husky had become. How Elliot bounced on the balls of his feet. How he sprang from step to step. Of course, maybe he just really had to go...
...but Hunter was pretty sure it was something else.
And, at the door, Mic unlocked and pushed it open, only to have Elliot dash right on by.
"Thanks!”
"It's-” Hunter called after him, hoping to tell him where the bathroom was, here in a house he'd never visited before. But by the time the tiger had stepped through the door, his husky was already gone, "Uhf...oh well.”
"He'll find it; don't worry” Mic chuckled. And as he closed the door behind him, he turned to his friend with a wistful little grin, "So...is it just me, or were we both very wrong?”
"Hmm?” Hunter cocked his head...
...and the hyena explained: "Elliot. He seems...”
"Happy?” Hunter finished the thought.
"Unless you can see somethin' I can't.”
"No. He is,” the cat nodded and looked off to where Elliot had disappeared. "I really expected this to blow up in our faces, y'know? But it actually went well.” He tapped his chest, "I enjoyed myself...YOU enjoyed yourself...”
"Yeah, I did!” Mic laughed.
"But most importantly, HE enjoyed himself.” Hunter turned back to look at his friend, "We're still together, he gets to enjoy his little exploration phase, and we're gonna' have all this fun along the way? I mean: I've gotta' paw it to him. This was a good idea.” He shrugged as he amended: "A good night.”
"And you're not worried?” the hyena asked. "Not scared that he might leave you for one of his new...playmates?”
"I'm really not.”
Mic nodded in the silence that followed, and Hunter watched his eyes shift about...watched him glance all around the room: at everything but the tiger's face, "So...do you guys have any rules set up? Like...about who's fair game, or...how and when, or-”
And he cut the hyena off: "You're wanting to invite him over here sometime, aren't you?”
Mic could only cough and sputter, of course. Clearly, still too nervous to make such a suggestion...
...so Hunter kindly alleviated his fears: "Go for it!”
And he watched as his friend's shoulders dropped in sudden relief, "Fuck, Hunter. I'd be happy just doin' again...what we did earlier tonight. You know: if we still can.”
"Oh, I'm sure we can,” the tiger nodded. "I mean: know I want to!”
"Hey now!” from behind the cat, Elliot's voice reentered the fray. "Don't go answering questions for the both of us.” And as they turned to great him, they found his arms crossed in mock defiance, "What if I don't want another threesome?”
"You mean you don't?” Mic frowned...
...and the husky explained: "Well, it was fun. But I can't spend ALL of my time with the two of you! I have other people I need to play with, too, remember?” He uncrossed his arms and stepped closer, a paw lighting on his tiger's shoulder, "Like Donald!”
Hunter, though, just shrugged, knocking that paw back, as he pulled away, "Oh? Fine with me! All the more hyena dick I get to myself, then!” And to punctuate himself, he grabbed a fist full of Mic's groin.
He could feel his friend tense in his grasp. Could hear his breath stop. But before Mic could react in any more vocal or animated of a fashion...
"Pfft!” Elliot drew close, as well, "you can have it! I already had my fill of that, tonight. Of course, that's not to say I wouldn't mind getting introduced to, uh...” and he snaked his own paw around and behind their friend, grabbing his ass tight enough to bring him up onto his toes, "...other parts.”
With an audible whimper, but no active attempts to remove their paws, Mic murmured: "You two need to go.”
"Awww...” Elliot, though, simply crowded him more, "but we were just starting to have fun.”
"Oh, come on, Ell.” Luckily -- or perhaps unluckily -- for Mic, Hunter knew that they didn't have time for a repeat performance. Not with Stan waiting. And so he let go of his friend's already swelling bulge, and tugged his husky away, as well. "Let's leave Michael and his paw to their alone time...”
To which Elliot could only give a resigned huff, "...fine.”
"See you later, Mic!” Hunter winked and flashed an impish grin as he opened the door, and pulled his lover along with him...
...but Mic only offered the briefest response, "Yeah. Uh-huh,” before closing the door behind them.
With Elliot's paw wrapped in his own, Hunter stifled a laugh, as the two padded away from the door and down the walk. And for that short distance -- those few yards -- it felt like it had in the beginning, all over again. The stolen glances. The silly smiles he couldn't restrain.
And he squeezed his lover's paw, "Tonight went so much better than I expected.”
But Elliot laughed in response, "Oh, the threesome was the easy part. Hardest part's still to come!” He leaned his head on the cat's shoulder, "You still have to deal with my dad...”
~
He'd never forgotten.
How could he? He'd watched his dick slip in between his own nephew's lips. He'd done it in a photo booth, and in his brother's -- his nephew's father's -- bed! That wasn't the sort of thing someone could just forget. And, in fact...truth be told: he cherished the memory.
He called it to mind when he was alone, with his thoughts and his paw. He shamelessly let it float to the surface nearly every time he saw Elliot's face. He smiled when his lover -- his dusty little rabbit -- Aaron, made his offhand jokes. And he would have liked it if Aaron hadn't cared, at all...but he LOVED the perverse and giddy joy that his bunny took in it. He had never regretted it, and he had never really let it slip from his thoughts.
But, until today...
...though he'd never forgotten it, he had kept it locked away. He'd compartmentalized his life. It was something that happened, but it was almost like it had happened to someone else. It was an event completely unto itself, which had no effects and no ramifications, positive or otherwise, on his life or the lives of those around him.
He had no choice. He couldn't lose himself in fear and worry. He couldn't let himself consider his brother's reaction. He couldn't stop to imagine the horrors of prison, and the stigma that would follow. He had a life to live...a rabbit to love...a brother to house...and a nephew to guide. It was the healthiest choice, really. Push it away. Pretend it didn't happen. Enjoy it for what it was...like replaying a movie behind closed eyes. But never, ever let it be real. Never let it matter.
Until today.
And so, here he was, standing in his living room. The televisions was on, but he wasn't watching it. His gaze lay, instead, on the back of his brother's head...but even that wasn't what he saw. No, he saw flashing lights: red and blue. He saw the hate in Toffy's eyes. He saw a court room. He saw Elliot trapped in his mother's web. And he saw iron bars...
But he had no choice. It happened. It was real. It mattered.
And it was time.
"Hey, Toffy?” when he spoke, his throat felt like sandpaper and glass...
...and when his brother turned to look at him, "Yeah?” he nearly lost his resolve, on the spot.
He wanted to shrink away and run. He couldn't do this! He couldn't bear the scorn and the hate. Couldn't lose his brother, and his nephew. Or see Aaron through prison glass. He couldn't let his life crumble around him. Couldn't be alone and hated. Or face the nightmare ahead.
He couldn't let it be real.
But somehow...he did. "Could you, uhm...could you turn off the TV for a minute?” And inside, he laughed. A minute? Just a minute? This was going to take a lot longer than a minute.
"Yeah, sure,” Toffy paused the built in DVR...
...and William lost himself in that simple little event, hiding away in the minutia to ignore the train bearing down. Because, what a marvel DVR was. It let them pause live TV! But it was a simple enough set up, right? All it did was constantly -- albeit temporarily -- record the channel they were on. But how much of that temporary recording could it hold, if they never actually pressed that little red recording button on the remote? An hour? Would this conversation be over in an hour? What if it wasn't? He couldn't let his brother miss his show! So, maybe he should come back later.
But Toffy's voice dragged him back to reality. "What's up?”
And he sighed. This was happening. He had no choice.
"We need to talk.”
~
It had been dusk when they'd left Hunter's new home...but the twilight still lingered, even by the time they'd stopped at Mic's. Now, though, as Stanley -- their dusty furred driver -- switched off his ignition, here in the parking lot Elliot's apartment complex, darkness had finally fallen.
Every hint of the sun's light had slipped away. Even the moon was nowhere to be seen. Elliot didn't exactly pay attention to the cycle of the moon, of course. He wasn't a wolf, after all. So for all he knew it was a new moon, tonight. But perhaps it just hadn't risen, yet...or -- if it had -- was hidden behind the clouds.
Either way, though, the only light here in the parking lot was artificial: Stanley's headlights and -- when they were shut off -- the street lamps lining the sidewalks.
But in the darkness, as the young husky stepped out of Stan's car, what little light there was caught white and tan fur. Caught the dusty fur of a rabbit, and the stark white half of a husky: Aaron and Will...the dog seated on the bottom step of a flight of stairs, and his rabbit standing alongside.
Neither one said a word. Neither one moved to greet them. And only Aaron bothered to even look their way, as Elliot, his tiger, and their chaperone drew close...
...and from that alone, there was no question in Elliot's mind that something was wrong.
"Hey,” he offered a timid little smile that he wondered if they could even see. "What's going on?”
And from behind him, Stanley added: "Is everything okay?” Apparently, Elliot wasn't the only one who could tell something was up.
"It's been worse,” Aaron answered as he stepped away from the stairs to approach his brother. "Why don't we go sit in your car and talk?” he asked, as a paw lit on the elder rabbit's shoulder.
Stan, though, motioned up the stairs, toward the apartment, with a hint of disappointment in his voice, "I kinda' wanted to go inside and get a drink.”
"Trust me:” his little brother ushered him backward with a half-hearted little chuckle, "you'll need one a lot worse, in a minute.”
Elliot watched them leave, in confusion and concern. What could possibly be going on, that Aaron would need to talk to Stanley about it, alone? And he turned back, to look at Will, to search the seated husky for any clue as to what had happened...
...but what he saw, instead, was the bottle of rum in his uncle's paw.
"Will?” he stepped closer...
...but the elder dog just further averted his gaze, his face hidden in shadow, "Kris needs to talk to you upstairs.” He turned the bottle up, choking down a long gulp of the clear liquor. And as he winced at the burn, it occurred to his nephew:
Kris? He called him Kris, and not Toffy? This wasn't good. This wasn't good at all.
But before he could speak, William went on: "Both of you. He needs both of you.”
Elliot wanted to investigate. He wanted to know what he was walking into, upstairs. He wanted to know if Will was okay, if his dad was okay, and even if HE would be okay. He wanted answers and reassurances.
But his uncle's head fell, eyes on the concrete under his paws. And Elliot thought better of it. He would leave him be. Leave him to his thoughts and his drinking, and find his answers, instead, upstairs with his father.
And so, he passed on by, with Hunter mere footsteps to his back. But in the shadows behind him...there was an answer. Or at least a clue. A hint. One he would see for himself, before the night was out. And one he would have seen, already, had it been exposed by the light of day. But one that was hidden in the moonless night.
Blood. A darkening streak of red...painted across stark white fur.
But, oblivious, on up the stairs and through door he went. And inside, Elliot found his father rising from the couch.
His eyes locked on his son -- wide and unblinking -- but only for a moment, before they darted away. Elliot stepped in. Hunter closed the door behind them. Kris's metered footsteps drew him slowly from the couch. And the room lay silent, but for the sounds of footfall and breath...
Kris glanced, time and again, at his son, but Elliot's eyes never left his father. He scanned his face, his movements, and his every mannerism and gesture: from his heavy gait, to the phone in his paw...to those repeated, fleeting glances. Elliot's eyes never moved, but Kristoff's never lingered...
And Elliot's heart stuck in his throat. His own father couldn't bear to look at him...
It was Hunter who spoke first. He stepped forward, bold and sure...but Elliot knew, before the cat even opened his muzzle, that this had nothing to do with Hunter.
"Mr. Masters, I just wanted to say, that-”
"Hunter,” Kris stopped him, shooting him a gaze far steadier than any he had afforded his son...
...and the tiger stood at attention, "Sir?”
"You and me?” Kristoff's voice came firm, but muted. "Someday, we're gonna' have a conversation. About a father protecting his son. About what happens when you make my boy cry. About what you're gonna' have to do to earn back MY trust, no matter how Elliot feels. But today,” he pointed at the cat, in a sudden burst of volume and heat, "is NOT that day! And I'd advise you keep that apology to yourself, until I'm in the mood to hear it.”
"Yes sir,” Hunter nodded in submission...
...but Elliot felt compelled to defend him, "Dad, you don't have to-”
"And you,” his father snapped, turning his gaze sharply on his pup...but the instant their eyes met, his expression changed.
And Elliot was set reeling. Not by the timbre, but by the look that followed it. He couldn't place it. Couldn't explain it. Was it an expression of surprise? Of shock? No. No, it was guilt! As if he'd regretted his tone the second it escaped his lips. But why? What had happened while Elliot was gone? Why was his father so angry? So on edge. And...it wasn't like he'd never yelled at his son before. So, why the sudden remorse?
The elder husky, though, began again, his voice falling softer, gentler: "You and your boyfriend need to sit down,” as he motioned with his empty paw to the couch. "We have some things to discuss.”
"Is everything-”
"Just,” Kris snapped and cut him short again, but immediately stopped to draw in a long, soothing breath. "Just...sit down. Please?”
This wasn't Elliot's fault. That was the answer. Whatever had happened, it was more than his father could handle. He was barely holding it together. He was on the verge of exploding, in fact. But it wasn't his son's fault, and he knew it. And that's why. That's why he'd snapped...and why he'd regretted it immediately.
But what was it? What had happened? What had Elliot missed? And why couldn't his father look him in the eye?
Quietly, the boy did as he was told. Hunter in tow, he took his seat upon the couch and waited...choking down the lump in his throat, and tremoring beyond control...
...as his father finally looked him in the eye, "William told me everything.”
No.
"Everything?” Elliot froze. "E-everything about what?”
"You know what,” Kris answered. "From what I hear: both of you do. In fact, from what I hear: I'm the only one who DIDN'T know.”
No! No, no, no.
This wasn't happening. This couldn't be happening! It had to be something else. Anything else! What other secret could William have been hiding? What else could he have possibly confessed to? What else could his dad know about? It wasn't that. It couldn't have been that. Anything but that!
There was no way Will would have...
No way.
No.
His tremors returned as he spoke, "Dad, I-”
"Stop. Please, Elliot...just stop.” And now Kristoff was tremoring as well. A quake to match his son's. But he calmed it, he pushed it aside, and he offered his boy a smile. Or as close to one as he could force, "It's okay. You're not in trouble. No matter what happened, you didn't do anything wrong.” Elliot looked away, but his father's voice rose to re-ensnare his attention: "Elliot! I need to know you're hearing me. No matter what. You did NOTHING wrong. Okay?”
He'd never seen his father so scared. So nervous. So angry. Never seen him struggle so hard to maintain his composure. But he was smiling. In spite of it all, he was smiling! That was a good sign, right? If he really was saying what Elliot thought he was saying...
...at least he was still smiling.
So the boy nodded. He couldn't bring himself to speak. Couldn't bring himself to look at Hunter, for fear of what the cat's face must look like in this moment. Couldn't rise. Couldn't run. Couldn't bear to believe this was really happening.
But he'd heard his father. And he could nod.
And, so Kristoff continued: "I don't need you to confirm it...but please don't deny it.” He looked his son right in the eye, with a calm and reassuring certainty. And with love. Through it all: love. "I already know. I know what happened. I know when. I know where. And I think I even know how many times. But what I don't know...” he paused to hold up the phone, "...is whether or not I'm gonna' call the police.”
"The police!?” Elliot yelped and shot from his seat.
It was a reflex. It was a reaction of fear and surprise. And it was over before it had begun. He wasn't even off the couch before he was planted again. Two firm, orange paws held him fast...one at the hip, and one on the shoulder.
Hunter held him down.
His breaths were uneven. His muscles were so tense they'd grown sore. For an instant, he was nearly blind. And managing even the simplest of words was a feat beyond hope...
...as his father went on, laying to rest any doubts. "Will told me about the weekend he babysat you. He told me what happened on the couch, and on the bed, and in the photo booth. And he told me what happened the following weekend, when I left you two alone. And...” his voice had risen steadily with every word, louder and angrier by the moment. And finally he paused, pushing back his temper with a growl, "And now he's got a bloody lip to show for it.”
Elliot was light headed. And he could only mutter in response, "You hit him...?”
"Woulda' done a lot worse if Aaron hadn't of stopped me,” Kristoff admitted. "And now, I need you to answer a question for me, Ell. And I want you to know: no matter how you answer it, you will not be in trouble. I will love you. I will protect you. WE will be okay. And I will be RIGHT by your side through whatever comes next.” That love. That genuine smile. Elliot watched them grow and spread across the elder canine's face. "Just one question. If the answer is yes, I will put this phone down, and me, you...” he paused and winced, "...AND William will face this like a family. But if the answer is no, I start dialing.”
"One question...” the boy repeated, taking and squeezing his lover's paw so hard, that he was sure it hurt. Yet, still, he didn't look to see. "Okay.”
"Was it consensual?”
"Yes.”
The phone tapped against the coffee table -- a hollow treble of plastic -- and Elliot's eyes dropped to the carpet. He watched the fabrics take shape. He watched the carpet become a magical dreamscape that was not his life. He drifted away to a world where he'd never had to admit such a horrifying truth to his own father. Where that simple 'yes' had never come...nor any of the realities and nightmares that could bring it to bear...or follow it. He left the world behind, even the arms of the tiger holding him, and keeping him from collapsing, into a heap. He was numb. And he was happier for it.
His father, though, had no such luxury.
Kristoff couldn't simply escape reality. He couldn't pretend his lawyers hadn't called, or that Robyn's newest accusation hadn't come. He couldn't pretend that William had never confessed, or that Elliot hadn't claimed consent. And most of all: he couldn't pretend that THIS had never happened.
His brother may have been able to compartmentalize. His son may have been able to escape into fantasy and denial. But Kristoff? He had no choice but to face the reality around him. The reality of his wife's threats, of his brother's bloody lip, of his own startling obliviousness...
...and the reality that his own son -- the boy sitting in front of him -- had been having sex with his brother.
But how could he reconcile this? How could he assimilate it into his life, into his very concept of reality? He was talking about his own brother, here! His own brother betraying his trust. And his son! His son was party to it? He was willing? He wanted it...?
And, on top of it all, Kristoff could even picture it...in every graphic detail. After all, it wasn't that difficult. He'd seen all the parts, right? He'd seen his brother's dick more times than he cared to admit. And he could see his son's muzzle, right now, only two feet away. So, whether he wanted it or not, the image was there: one slipping into the other...again...and again...
Damn-it! Why SHOULDN'T he call the cops!? This was wrong! It was all wrong! His son was too young to consent! Let alone to his own uncle's sick advances! But...but no. He'd promised Elliot he wouldn't call. He promised.
And none of it made sense, anyway. If he was old enough to do it with Hunter, then he was old enough to do it, period, right? Old enough to consent, and to know exactly what he did and didn't want. Just like William and Aaron were back in high school. Or for that matter, Kristoff himself. And sure, it was a different matter doing it with his uncle...but could Kris really fault the incest? Especially after everything he and Will had done?
And so recently, even...
But no! No! There was the AGE difference if nothing else. An adult taking advantage of a naïve child. And the lies! And the breach of trust! And even if all of that could be forgiven -- even if Elliot really was willing and unharmed -- was he really considering, even for a SECOND, being okay with this? Okay with his brother fucking his son!? And...
And why didn't that question have an easier answer? The answer was no, right? Just no! Wasn't it that simple? Why couldn't it be that simple...?
And what if he WAS okay with it? Wouldn't that be tantamount to giving them the green light? To telling them that they could keep right on doing it, when and however they pleased? But...but, then again, would it really matter, now, if they DID? They already had! How would it change anything, now?
But, if so, where would he draw the line?? How much is too much? Who DOESN'T get a pass? What if Aaron wanted to join them in a threesome? What if Stan was interested? Or those two teachers: the fox and the raccoon? Or...
...or himself?
His stomach turned and he exhaled. It was too much. It was all too much. He was talking about his baby, here! His son! It was one thing, when he was just a curious boy going through puberty. Or a teenager in love with his tiger. But now, even if it WAS only in Kristoff's head -- the never ending succession of adults defiling his boy -- where did it end!?
But...
But he was just making this harder on himself. He was driving himself mad and he needed to calm down. He was going to fucking explode if he didn't! Or vomit, or collapse, or cry -- if not all three. And he couldn't let himself fall apart like that. He had to remember that this was about his son! No matter what...this was about Elliot.
And he'd promised him he wouldn't be mad. He'd promised him they'd be okay. And he couldn't forget what kind of hell this must be for his son, either! The poor boy had just been forced to admit something like this to his own father. He'd been exposed and laid bare. And the last thing he needed was to be punished for it...even unintentionally, to be given any reason to regret his honesty.
The last thing he needed was to face this alone.
And so, he shook his head and slid back into the moment -- into the here and now -- and found his son's face staring up at him. He was terrified. Tears had collected in the corners of his wide, shivering eyes. And he looked just as sick at his stomach as his father...
Kristoff was right. His son needed him.
"Ell?” he stepped closer. "Come here.”
Elliot stood, and Kris pulled him tight into a hug. He drew the boy's head onto his shoulder, and in that moment, everything fell away. He was a father again, holding and protecting his son. Nothing more. Everything finally made sense. All the confusion fell away. The divorce. The sex. His brother bleeding downstairs. And it was just him and his boy.
Nothing else mattered.
"I love you,” he assured his son. "You didn't do anything wrong. And everything's gonna' be okay.” He didn't worry if he should be saying this in a whisper. Didn't worry if it was embarrassing Elliot, to hug his father like this in front of Hunter. Such trivial little worries were the least of his concerns...and he could only assume they would be for his son, as well. "You don't have to keep these secrets from me anymore. It's okay. It's okay...”
Gently, Kristoff stroked the back of Elliot's head in time with his words...
...and the young husky fell limp in his arms.
"I'm here,” he promised. "I will always be here.”
It felt right. Kris felt like this was exactly where he belonged. No. Where they both belonged. This small, limp frame held here in his father's strong arms. This head on his shoulder. This head fur between his fingers. And his son's breath. The sigh in his ear, the draft across his neck, and the rise and fall of that small chest. He felt loved. He felt needed. He felt strong and important. He felt like he might never to let go. He felt...
Kristoff shook his head.
He broke the hug and backed away, a quick smile at his son before turning to the tiger on the couch. "Hunter? Can you go downstairs and let everyone know it's okay to come up?”
The cat nodded and rose, silently padding for the door. But before he'd even turned the knob...
...Elliot finally managed to speak, "Dad, I...I'm so sorry.”
But his father simply shook his head, "Elliot, I already told you: You don't have anything to apologize for. You didn't do anything wrong.”
"But I did!” Elliot yelped. "I caused all of this. This is my fault!”
"Don't talk like that.” Kris took his son by the shoulders and looked him in the eye: "That's not true, and you know it.”
"Yes it is,” the younger husky argued, pressing on quickly to keep father from interrupting: "You just punched Will in the face, Dad! And it's my fault. I mean: I'm the one who came on to HIM! I made him do it. He tried to stop me, and I wouldn't let him. And-”
"Elliot! Stop it,” Kristoff halted him again...nearly having to shout to get his attention in the midst of his tirade. "William is an adult. He could have stopped you if he really wanted to.”
"William? William!?” Elliot backed away, shaking his head. "You're not even calling him Billy anymore! A-and,” he flung a paw, to point at the door, "he didn't call you Toffy when I was downstairs, either! You two are fighting, now, and I...I just...”
"And you're not to blame,” the elder canine gently reassured. "You're just a kid, Ell.”
But he could only watch on, in vain, as it fell on deaf ears...
"No! That's just it: I'm not. At least...not in this situation.” Elliot, with a confidence and certainty on his face like Kris had never seen, looked him square in the eye, "I knew what I was doing. I knew it was wrong. I knew it was dangerous for him. And I didn't care! I was being horny and stupid, and now everything is fucked up because of it. And I...” he tensed up and shook his head, barely keeping his calm. "I just don't want you to be mad at Will for something I did, Dad.”
"Elliot. Listen to me,” Kristoff stepped forward, closing the gap his son had made, and took him by the shoulders yet again. "O-okay, maybe you're right. I'm sorry; you're not a kid anymore. And maybe everything you said, just now, was true. You were...” he found it more difficult than he expected to repeat, "...horny and stupid. Fine. So, you made a mistake! But that doesn't make all of this your fault.”
"Doesn't it?”
"No!” he answered with a genuine, though difficult, smile. "Because, fine: maybe it's not entirely HIS fault either. Because you were an...active participant. But so was he! At the very least, Will...” he paused to correct himself, for his son's sake, "...Billy still has to share SOME of the blame.”
"But not all of it,” the younger dog amended.
"No. Not all of it.” This was a struggle that Kris had long expected. He knew, eventually, it would come. It was inevitable. One day he would have to come to terms with the fact that his son was becoming an adult. But he had no idea it would be under circumstances such as these. "But whether you're a kid or not, he's still older than you. And he should've known better.”
But no sooner had he become an adult in his father's eyes...than he was Kristoff's child yet, again.
Still in his grasp, Elliot trembled -- quaked -- as tears began to trickle down his cheeks. "I just don't want you to hate each other,” he hiccupped and sobbed, tremors turning to convulsions, as he let himself go...
...and again, the elder husky pulled his son into his arms, "Okay.” If that was all Elliot wanted -- just for his father and uncle's relationship to be okay -- then he wouldn't deny him that. He wouldn't just sit back and watch his son cry. "Okay. I promise...”
The quivering body in his arms...it was his boy. It was the child he'd watched his wife give birth to fourteen years ago. The child he'd bathed, fed, and clothed. The child whose scrapes he'd bandaged, and who he'd tucked in, at night. But the boy in his arms was also an adult. In one sense, if nothing else...
Elliot was his to protect. To hold and comfort. To love. But he was something more than that, now. And -- in this private moment, most of all -- the images and realities floating through Kristoff's head? The truths he'd so hoped he needn't yet accept...?
They left him feeling lost. Feeling confused. Feeling no less nauseated than proud. Confident, angry, and unsure. He felt needed. He felt it was time he let go. He felt as frightened as he was content. And he felt...
He quickly pushed away from the hug, yet again. But there was no time afforded him to analyze or to reel, before...
"Wait,” Elliot blinked, as a thought seemed to flash before him. "I don't understand.”
And Kristoff shook away his own thoughts to ask: "Don't understand what?”
"Why did Will tell you?”
But it was a third voice who answered: "Because of your mother.”
The two huskies turned toward the voice, to find a third stepping through the door. William: slumped shoulders, drooping eyes, red stained lip, and an ever diminishing bottle of rum in his paw. Behind him came Hunter, Aaron, and Stan...the last of whom bore the distant gaze of lingering shock. Of denial and disbelief.
"Where's your alcohol?” the elder rabbit asked...
...before his brother ushered him toward the kitchen, "This way.”
"My mom?” Elliot asked, at last, his eyes darting back and forth between his father and uncle.
And Kristoff sighed. "Yeah...sorry. I hadn't gotten to that part, yet.” He took a breath and somberly explained: "The uhm...the lawyers called, today. Your mother's arguing that it's not safe for you to live with a gay couple: with Aaron and your uncle. And, well...she's turning that accusation she made against me -- that I'd molested you -- against Will, now.”
"So?” Elliot just shrugged it off. "Why would that be any different than before?”
"Because she says she has evidence, hun. Proof that someone did something to you.” Kris crossed his arms with a huff, "The same evidence that she used to convince the cops they should investigate ME. And since she can't prove it was me...she's gonna' try and prove it was him, instead.”
And, leaning heavily against the wall, William added, "And the problem is: if she really has proof o' somethin'...”
"Then,” Elliot concluded, "it probably IS evidence against you.”
"Yep!” William chirped through a sarcastic glee, as he gulped down another belt of rum...
...and Kristoff cast his eyes about the room. Elliot was staggered by the news. His eyes wavered and his footing grew unsteady. But his tiger had come to his side, and slowly pulled him down onto the couch, in his arms. And, instead of his son, Kristoff felt his eyes drawn to his brother, and to the bottle of rum at his lips.
He'd made Elliot a promise.
"Ell?” He asked, "Uhm...could you give me a minute?”
"Wh-what?” the boy's head jerked up, his eyes fearful and confused.
"Don't worry. I'll be right back,” Kris flashed his son a comforting smile. "We still have a lot to talk about. But...I think I need to take care of something first, okay?”
But William was blind to it all.
There, against the wall, he didn't see Elliot's frightened reaction. He didn't see Hunter move to his aid, or hear Kristoff take his leave. The alcohol was doing its job. Where his compartmentalization had failed, his rum had happily taken over. He was numb. He was in denial. He was dreaming he would wake up tomorrow to a world where this...none of this...had ever happened.
And he didn't even see his brother drawing close, until a single word roused him from his waking coma...
"Billy?”
"Toffy?” Will blinked and shook his head, pulling his eyes up to meet his brother's.
And it WAS his brother! It was Kris. He called him Billy! And those eyes. They weren't the eyes he'd seen less than an hour before. The rage and the disgust? The cold hatred? They were gone. Of course, they still weren't the eyes he knew. They still weren't Toffy's. But it was more than he'd dared to expect, either way.
He felt a smile parting his lips...
...and saw Kris meet that smile with his own, "Let's, uhm...let's get you cleaned up.”
William set the bottle aside, and followed his brother along toward the bathroom. He felt he might cry at any moment. And then he felt he might laugh! Had the rum really left him so emotional? But he had reason to be. Jokes aside, even without the rum...he had reason.
And despite himself, he wiped away a tear as he and his brother stepped into the bathroom.
Less than an hour ago, Kristoff had attacked him. Justifiably...but still. And now? Now he was pulling a cotton ball, a rag, and a bottle of rubbing alcohol from the cabinets.
"Just so you know...” his brother's voice was low, as he placed the cotton ball at the open mouth of the bottle, "I'm not apologizing for hitting you.”
William watched the alcohol soak through the cotton, "I didn't expect you would.”
Kris turned, a paw gently taking his brother by the arm, and pulled him toward the sink, "Lean against the counter.”
And Will did as he was told, though not without a token protest: "You don't have to do this, you know. I could handle the clean-up, myself.”
"I know,” the elder husky gently tilted back his patient's head. "But you're still my little brother, Billy. And I still have to take care of you.”
The soaked cotton made contact with tender, broken flesh, and William jumped. His toes curled, his paws griped the edge of the counter, his eyes screwed shut...
...and his brother laughed aloud, "Or maybe I just wanted to watch you squirm.”
"A sadist, you are,” William couldn't help but laugh along.
"Maybe a bit.”
Toffy held his brother still, a paw on his chest, and, from that simple gesture alone, Billy felt another tear roll down his cheek. He was drunk. He knew he was drunk. And his brother was making the effort to help him stand erect. He was cleaning his wound. He was caring for him. And despite everything...he was still Toffy...
Billy heard the water running in the sink, and a moment later felt the warm, wet corner of a rag on his cheek, brushing through his fur. His cheek? Washing away his tears? Apparently, there'd been more than the couple he'd noticed.
"Toffy?” the whimper in his voice surprised him.
"Yeah, Billy?” as did the love in his brother's.
"Does this mean we're gonna' be okay?”
And the only answer he received was the dry corner of a rag blotting the moisture from his cheek...
...but it was close enough.
~
"I'm a doctor, remember?” Stanley reminded the room full of friends and family around him.
To his left and his right, Kristoff and Aaron sat with him on the couch. On the floor in front of him, Elliot was curled up in Hunter's arms. To the boys' back, in a wooden chair he'd pulled in from the dining room table, William continued to nurse his rum.
And as he sipped at his own drink -- a vodka and tonic -- Stan continued: "I do have some experience with this sort of thing,”
"You've worked on rape cases?” Aaron asked.
"No.”
"Child molestation?” Will specified.
"No! No.” The rabbit held up a paw to stop them so he could explain: "I haven't personally been involved in anything of the sort. But enough of my colleagues have that I know how it works. And plus, we're given more than our fair share of training on what to expect, should we ever be the attending physician in a case like this.”
"And,” Kris sounded hopeful, "you think we don't have anything to worry about?”
"I didn't say that,” Stanley shook his head. "What I'm saying is: if there were real physical evidence -- I'm talking fluids of some sort -- then there would have already been a warrant out for one or both of your DNA. And the same could be said for any pictures she might have.” He looked up at William, "If she had a photograph of your genitals, you two would have already had a very...entertaining photo shoot with the police.”
"Makes sense,” Hunter nodded. "Meshes with what I've seen on TV, anyway.”
And Stan continued: "So I have to assume that whatever evidence she has is just that: evidence. Something suspicious, and enough to get the cops' attention.” He smiled, "But nothing damning. No real proof.”
"So whadda' we do, then?” Will asked, through his miraculously well-controlled slur. "We have no idea what she's got. So how d'we handle it?”
"Oh, I think facing this part should be fairly simple. Especially now that we're all on the same page.” The rabbit began pointing from one fur to another, around the room, as he spoke, "If it's not enough that both the victim and the suspect will be telling the same story...we've also got the victim's father and boyfriend, the suspect's boyfriend, and a friend of the family's,” he raised a paw, "all on board, as well. And I doubt her 'proof' will mean much in the face of that sort of solidarity.”
"But wait,” Kristoff stopped him. "A minute ago, when I asked if you thought we had nothing to worry about...”
"I implied that you still do,” Stanley finished the thought for him. "But it's not her 'evidence' you need to be scared of. It's the other half of her argument.”
Aaron verified: "That it's dangerous for him to live with me and Will?”
"Why?” William asked...
...and Elliot added: "Isn't that just more of her homophobia?”
"It is. But...” Stan paused and thought for a moment, before leaning forward to better explain himself: "Let's just start with the basic fact that she's a woman.”
Elliot tilted his head, "What?”
"Oh, yeah.” Kris, though, slumped in his seat, "I know where he's going with that.”
"Do you?” Aaron asked...
...and his brother, the elder rabbit, simply motioned to Kristoff, giving him the floor.
"Unless there's some...extreme circumstances, the mother will usually win a custody battle,” Kris explained. "My lawyers warned me about that, up front. Told me that my only real advantage, here, was Elliot's age, and that he WANTS to be with me.”
And Stanley nodded, "Which would normally be a rather large advantage, I'd wager. Probably enough to tip the scales. The problem we have now, though, is that we don't live in a very progressive state. Gay marriage isn't legal here, yet. Neither is adoption...”
"Hell!” Will amended, through a much thicker slur than before: "There's not even any protection against w-workplace diss...crimination!”
"Precisely!” Stan agreed. "It's bad enough that she's already got the gender advantage. But, unfortunately, because we live where we live, this argument will carry a good deal of weight.”
Kristoff sighed, "I was so busy worrying about Billy going to jail, that I'd almost forgotten this was all just about the custody battle.”
"Well is there anything we can do?” William asked...
...and Aaron added: "How can we convince a judge that there's nothing wrong with Ell living with a gay couple?”
"Actually...” Elliot sat up, at a sudden thought, "I think I have an idea!”




~
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Sunday afternoon.
A breeze rolled through the back yard. His fur shifted. It was cool. In fact, it was bordering on the cold...but Jeffery didn't mind. He didn't even bother to pull his clothes tighter to ward it away. After all, he was so used to wearing nothing but the collar, that any amount of clothing was warm enough. The sun was high...or at least as high as it ever was in the fall. The dead and dying leaves shifted about, and he wondered how this back yard -- this yard that was still so new to him, no matter how familiar it felt -- would look covered in snow.
The rustle of leaves. The movements of little feral critters all about. And the sounds of suburbia to every side. It was calm. It was peaceful...relaxing. It was serene, even. But above everything else...
...it was boring.
This? This was how he spent his Sundays? How he'd spent the Friday and Saturday before, and nearly every one for weeks and weeks, gone by? Sure, it was better than the street. It was better than hiding in fear of his biological father. But it was just so damned boring!
Jeffery Hammond -- and it WAS Hammond, not Anderson, no matter what the official records might say -- was a fourteen year old boy! Where were the parties? The sleepovers? Camping trips? Dates? Movies with friends? Games? Food court rendezvous, at the mall? Anything!
This was it? Day in, day out: just Scott and James? No friends, no social life, no life at all!
And the worst part was: he'd barely noticed. Sure, it had crossed his mind. But it had never come barreling on, with a head of steam like this. It had never left him sitting, brooding in silence on his back porch. It had never made him want to rage or cry.
So why today?
No. He knew why. It was because of Scott and James. Today was to be their 'special day' out! They'd warned him last night, so it was no big surprise. But it wasn't until after lunch -- only minutes ago -- when it really hit him. They were leaving. They were going out to town, to see their movie and have their date, and he would be left here...
Alone.
But he wasn't jealous. Not in the strictest sense, anyway. He had been jealous before, and he knew what that felt like. When he thought he was losing Scott to James -- and before he accepted that it was actually for the best -- he had learned what it was to be jealous. He'd seen his fox disappearing into someone else's arms, and he was frightened, and angry, and possessive. But this wasn't that.
He didn't regret their arrangement. He loved seeing how happy his fathers were together. He cherished his new, comfortable live, and having two parents who loved him so dearly. And he knew, no matter what he felt for Scott, that one day he would find something much better with someone his own age. He didn't want Scott, back. He didn't want James. He didn't even want a boyfriend or a lover, at all, yet.
He just wanted friends.
No. This wasn't jealousy. It was just...loneliness. Plain and simple. He hadn't had anyone he could call a friend or a peer since the streets, or any ACTUAL friends since he ran away from home. Except, of course, for Elliot and Hunter. But, barring the funeral, he hadn't seen them in over three weeks!
And now, with the prospect of spending his Sunday alone, while Scott and James left to have their fun...their night on the town? It only stood as a reminder of how alone he really felt. Seeing their love life flourish only reminded him that he didn't have one. No love life. No social life.
No life at all.
The door behind him opened, and the sounds of tapping footpaws approached. But it was no surprise. He knew he hadn't hidden his mood very well. He never could. But honestly? He couldn't say that he'd really even tried this time.
Scott Hammond -- his father, his master, and the fox whose name he would one day take -- sat down at his side. "Okay, Kitten,” he settled himself on the edge of the porch, "let's talk.”
"Talk?” The little gray cat stammered, "A-about what?”
But his master just shrugged, "You tell me.”
"I don't...I don't know what you mean. I...”
"Uh-uh,” another voice joined in from behind, "None of that.” And Jeff turned to see James standing only feet away, by the now closed door, "You're not gonna' fool us that easy, bud. You're not a good enough liar.”
"We know something's wrong,” Scott agreed. "So just let us help.”
But Jeffery only shook his head, "R-really. I'm fine.”
"No you're not,” his vulpine father sat steadfast. "Haven't we learned by now that lying to one another just causes more problems?”
Meanwhile, his raccoon lover, through a hint of timidity, offered: "Would it be better if I left you two to talk alone?”
Great! Now James thought Jeff didn't want him here? Thought he wasn't comfortable talking about this in front of him?
"No!” the kitten assured him. "No. Y-you don't have to go. I just...” he shrugged, sincerely hoping they'd just leave it be, "It's just not that big of a deal, okay?” The last thing he wanted was for them to find out it was their date that had set him on this little fit of depression.
Scott though, wouldn't be turned away so easily, "Not a big deal? Yeah, I've heard that before. And if memory serves, it was back when you were upset about me and James being together.” He raised an eyebrow at the boy, "You know? When you loved me but didn't want to say?”
"But, hey!” the raccoon behind them chirped. "At least we're making progress. We got him to admit that SOMETHING's up.”
"And now we find out what,” Scott nodded. And with a soft, comforting smile he looked his kitten in the eye, "It's okay, Jeffery. I promise we won't be mad. You can talk to us about this, no matter what it is. And -- whatever we've done to upset you -- we'll fix it.”
Oh, well this was even better! He hadn't even said anything about the date, yet, and they already thought it was their fault!
"But,” James added, "if you don't tell us, then we're just gonna' keep right on doing it, keep right on hurting you, and...well, you've seen how that stuff can snow ball.”
"W-wait. You? No. No, no, no,” the cat shook his head, and then looked back and forth between the two. "You didn't do anything wrong. This isn't your fault. It's just...” There was no point in hiding it. They couldn't help him, but they wouldn't leave him alone until he gave them an answer. And it was far better that they knew the truth, than to think that he was angry with THEM. So, "I'm just lonely, okay?”
And his raccoon repeated: "Lonely?”
Of course, he didn't need to tell them that their date had anything to do with it. "I just wanna' have friends, again,” he explained. "I-I love you -- both of you -- and I wouldn't give up what we have for anything. But...but it would be nice to have a few friends, too.”
Softly, Scott's paw lit upon his shoulder, "Kitten...”
"I know,” the boy stopped him. "I know I can't go to school or anything, and...” he sparked a little smile, "and I know I already have a few friends, too! Like, y-you know? Elliot and Hunter? But I haven't even seen THEM in weeks. And I just...” with a shrug and a sigh, he simply repeated himself: "Like I said, I'm just...lonely.”
"Well, is there anything we could do to help?” the fox asked.
"No. Not really,” Jeff shook his head, yet again, and turned his drooping eyes on the ground. "I mean: it's...it's not like you could MAKE them want to hang out with me.”
Behind him, though, James laughed aloud...
...and he sharply turned his gaze on his master's boyfriend, "What's so funny?”
"You,” he answered. "You're being silly.”
"I am not!”
"Yeah you are.” With a wide smile, the raccoon explained: "Elliot and Hunter aren't avoiding you, kiddo. It's not like they don't like you, or don't wanna' hang out. Their lives are just kinda'...well...fucked up, right now.”
And Scott added: "What with Elliot's parents' divorce, Hunter's grandmother's funeral...”
"...those pictures...” James interrupted.
"...and the accusations Elliot's father is having to fight?” the fox went on. "I mean: you remember me telling you about the detectives, right?”
"Yeah...”
"With all of that, they really just don't have the time for much else,” his father concluded...
...and the raccoon to his back echoed the sentiment: "It's nothing against you. Their lives just really suck, lately.”
"Okay? So...” Jeffery took a breath, being careful to phrase this just right: "...isn't that the BEST time for them to have a friend?”
And Scott could only blink in silence...
...as the cat continued: "Someone to talk to and hang out with? Someone to vent to? Someone...just to distract them from all the shit they're dealing with? I mean: that could be me! Or...” his moment of certainty, though, passed him by, "I-I could try, at least...”
"You know, Scott?” James spoke up again: "I think he's got a point.”
"Okay!” his vulpine father clapped his paws together. "How about me and James talk to them tomorrow, then? I'm sure they'd be up for it. Because, with everything going on, they've been too busy to even THINK about contacting us...but if we contact THEM? I'm sure they'll be over here in a heartbeat!”
Jeff felt a smile spread across his muzzle, but before he could say a word -- before he could thank his fathers, ask them any questions, or make even the smallest of suggestions -- he heard James snap his fingers. Scott's eyes turned toward the sound, and the raccoon approached. He knelt, and borrowed his muzzle in the fox's upturned ear.
Jeffery couldn't hear what was being said: only the Morse buzz of his one of his fathers whispering to the other. He watched Scott's eyebrow rise...his eyes widened...and, as James stood and stepped away, his forehead fall into his paw.
"I'm an idiot,” his vulpine father groaned.
"No you're not,” the raccoon argued. "You had good reason: you were just being careful. You didn't know if you could trust him with it, at first.”
"But that's been a thing of the past for a while now,” Scott looked back up...
...and Jeff finally asked: "What are you two talking about?”
"James's fantastic new idea!” his fox turned to him with a smile. "Tomorrow after school, I'm going to go get another line added to my cell phone plan.”
"Just for you!” James added. "Like any normal teenager has.”
And Scott nodded, "And then, from now on, you'll be able to get a hold of them on your own! Whenever you want...”
In a burst, the cat dived forward, wrapping his arms around his master, "Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!” It was everything he could've hoped for and more!
But, above the two, a raccoon stood pouting, "Hey! What about me? It was MY plan!”
And so, Jeffery released his fox, stood, and wrapped his arms, instead, around his other master, his other father, and his raccoon: James Callaway. Happily, that father lifted him off of his footpaws and swung him around with a grin...
...as, behind them, Scott stood as well, "Why don't we take this back inside?”
And back on solid footing, Jeff just nodded and went along...letting his fathers lead the way. To say he was ecstatic seemed nearly an understatement. But was there really a better word? After all: what more could he possibly ask for? This was perfect!
He could call or text Elliot and Hunter whenever he wanted to! There was no more wondering when or what they could do. No more waiting around and hoping they might contact him, or trying to get Scott and James to make the connection, for him. He could just do it himself, like any normal teenager! And why should it stop there? Certainly they had other friends, too: friends he could meet through them and make into his own!
Because...they DID mention that hyena, after all...
Meanwhile, though, as his head spun, and he imagined all the varied possibilities -- both platonic and carnal -- his fathers had slipped away to the far end of the living room, muttering and whispering amongst themselves. Again, he wasn't sure about what...
...but after a few moments, James broke away and drew close, "Uhm, kiddo?”
"Yeah, yeah,” the kitten just waved a paw. "I know: you two have your big day all planned out,” he acknowledged, assuming he knew what the raccoon had to say. "Don't worry. I'm all better. You two go have fun.”
"Actually...” James tilted his head, "that's not what I was gonna' say.”
And Scott followed along behind, "See? We talked it over. And I'm sure the cell phone plan made you very happy, but you're still feeling lonely.”
"And,” his raccoon father continued, "your little high is gonna' wear off pretty quick once we leave, and you're left here all by yourself.”
"So we decided that we can wait to have our night on the town some other time.” Their fox smiled, "You know: save it for when you don't need us.”
"And, instead, we're gonna' spend the day with you!”
~
A cry shot from his lips, as James's cock pierced his hole.
It was a short, sharp, and feeble little cry -- a yelp -- and it was to be expected. After all: it hurt.  It always hurt. No matter how good it ever came to feel, Jeff had never completely overcome the pain. So he'd expected that yelp. He'd expected the gritted teeth and the collecting tears in the corners of his eyes, as the raccoon's shaft plunged deep beneath his tail.
Of course, this time, the yelp wasn't Jeffery's. They weren't his shifted tail, his stretched hole, his gritted teeth, or his watering eyes.
They were Scott's.
Jeffery sat, nude but for his collar, with his small, barbed, feline prick in paw, and watched as his master was fucked. Watched his ankles hoisted into the air, and his calves laid upon James's shoulders. Watched his back arch out -- from its place flat on the bed -- and his paws grip at the sheets...
...as his raccoon pulled those orange hips against his own, forcing inch after inch of his thick, knotless meat deeper and deeper inside. Jeff was more than familiar with that meat, himself, by now. He knew how it felt. He watched it disappear into his master's hole for as long as he could...and, then, once the view was obscured by hips and thighs, he turned to watch his vulpine father's face.
There was no point in watching James's, of course. He already knew how the raccoon's eyes fluttered shut as the heat enveloped him. How he sighed and shook as he hilted. And how he grinned as he pulled back...just before the real ride could begin.
But Scott's face? That was a sight to behold!
Especially how his eyes shot open and his jaw fell slack. How his chest heaved and his breaths rolled free, when the raccoon's thrusts truly began. When his body was rocked back and forth on the bed, there, at the mercy of his lover...of Jeff's second father...of the rigid and unforgiving lust of James Callaway.
"S-slow down, honey,” Scott begged, a meek and helpless little whimper like Jeff had never heard.
"Oh, don't be like that!” His raccoon, though, just smiled, fingers digging deeper into his hips, "You know you like it.”
And Jeff's master met his lover's continued speed with a rumbling growl, "Seriously. Just...just be a little gentler, okay?”
But James -- with a punctuated thrust -- simply answered: "You're not being a very good fox!”
"Ohh...” Scott's head fell back, "I'm gonna' make you regret this...”
"Well then I better make the most of it, now...right?”
And as the raccoon leaned in, sped up, and as the slapping sounds of their hips filled the room...
...Scott turned his strained, but loving eyes on his boy. "Enjoying the show, Kitten?
Jeffery could only nod in rapt silence. And if that nod wasn't a good enough answer -- it nor the leaking barbed cock in his paw -- then nothing else would be. This was exactly what he had hoped to see!
His masters had felt guilty. Despite his best efforts, they knew their date had contributed to his sullen mood, and when they all inevitably ended up nude and in bed...
...they gave him a choice.
This would be for him. They wouldn't use him as their pet. They wouldn't take his frail little body and make it theirs -- like they so loved to do -- unless it was what HE wanted, today. That was how they phrased it. Word-for-word. And he could see in James's eyes how much the raccoon hoped that that was, indeed, what Jeffery would want. But of course, what the kitten DID want...definitely didn't disappoint the 'coon.
Scott, after all, was always on top. He'd never so much as taken his kitten's little thorn, let alone James's impressive bone. So, once -- just once -- Jeffery wanted to see HIM have to be the one to submit. And James was more than happy to make it happen!
The boy loved the show.
It was everything he wanted it to be. But, of course, he wasn't content with just sitting on the sidelines, either. And so, before his father even knew he had moved, the kitten's rough tongue was snaking its way out and into the fox's sheath.
Scott tensed and inhaled as the tongue touched his tip. He sighed as it traced circles all around, and lapped up his pre. He moaned as he swelled, trading the warmth and moisture of his sheath... for the warmth and moisture of his son's muzzle.
And Jeffery sucked, and lapped, and drew it out into his mouth...but his eyes never closed. He watched James's stomach advance and withdraw with every thrust. He watched Scott's balls bouncing to the rhythm. And he watched his master's knot swelling in his sheath...before he finally took hold of his father's white-furred sleeve of flesh, and pushed it back to reveal the swollen bulb beneath.
It was difficult for him to pull away. It took some effort to leave such an enticing view, or to give up the taste tickling his tongue. But he did. He replaced his muzzle with his paw, and he turned his grinning, sticky face toward his master's...
"See?” he giggled, waving the twitching, leaking, marble-red meat all about. "You DO like it!”
Scott's breaths were ragged from the thrusting that had never stopped, and never slowed...but he managed to meet his kitten's giggle with a laugh of his own, "You're, uh...definitely distracting me from the discomfort.”
And without another word or wasted moment, Jeffery climbed over the fox, and lifted his tail. For an instant, he wondered if James would pull free of Scott and take his opportunity with the cat's suddenly-presented, pink hole. But Jeff knew better. The raccoon wasn't about to give up this afternoon's vulpine prize.
And so the cat lowered himself down, pointing the slimy, dripping rod directly at his hole. And he took it all! In one sharp, violent drop: everything but the knot! And it hurt. It always hurt. No matter how good it ever came to feel, Jeffery had never completely overcome that pain.
But after the show he'd just been given?
He was too pent up to care. He needed it. He wanted it. It was worth the pain!
And so the kitten bounced there on one of his fathers, as the other's thrusts rocked them more and more violently with every plunge. He gripped Scott's chestfur in his paw. He clenched his eyes shut. He sprang again and again. And finally, he slammed down with all of his weight! The knot slipped in, with a brutal and audible pop, but one drowned out entirely by the sound, in stereo...
...of both Scott and his son howling aloud.
~
"So, what about Ender's Game?”
The bathroom was filled, wall-to-wall, with steam. No surprise to anyone present, though. After all, none of the three would take anything less than a scalding hot shower.
Luckily, the water heater was up to the challenge.
Scott, already in his underwear, stood at the sink, obsessively grooming his nearly dry fur in the foggy mirror. Behind him, Jeffery, with even his collar cast off, now, rubbed violently at his own fur with a towel, desperate to soak up every drop of water from every gray hair. And behind the near-opaque shower curtain, James continued to scrub himself down...
...especially the stickiest parts of his groin and sheath.
"I'm not sure,” Scott answered his pet. "I liked the book. But that could be a really good thing...or really bad.”
"Ender's??” James called out, louder than his lover and their son, so he could be heard over the shower. "Doesn't that star a kid?”
"Yeah,” their kitten answered. "So?”
And his fox explained: "He has a...problem with that sort of thing.”
"Ah!” Jeff nodded and turned his muzzle toward the curtain, to joke: "You don't wanna' get a hard on in the theatre, huh?”
"Nah!” The raccoon joked back: "I'm sure you'd help me out, if I did.”
"Now, now. Don't get his hopes up!” Scott chuckled.
"Hey!” the little cat hissed playfully...
...while James continued from behind the curtain: "Seriously, though. I just find kid heroes in situations like that to be uh...a little too unrealistic.”
"And I keep telling you,” the fox called back, "it's different in Ender's. They don't try to make him out to be a...badass.”
"Yeah, that's what you told me about Potter, too. But, still, I-”
A piercing chime abruptly cut him short.
The doorbell.
Curses dripped from Scott's muzzle, as he snatched up his clothes and rushed out into the hall.
His pants were in his paw and his shirt was flung over his shoulder. The doorbell rang again, and the fox stalled in the living room, hopping on one foot to shimmy his way into his pants. Buttoned and zipped, he stumbled on, blinded for a moment before his head could pop through the neck of his shirt, and nearly knocked over a lamp with his flailing arms.
But, as the doorbell chimed its third, he finally reached the door, clothed, disheveled, and ready to greet whomever this was, with reason to visit, unannounced, on a Sunday afternoon.
And as he pulled the door open he was met with two smiling faces. One stark and monochrome, and one striped: orange, white, and black.
Elliot and Hunter had come to visit.




~
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His tail still stung as he slipped himself into his briefs. But after such a lively tying, what else could he expect? His fur, after his shower, had yet to dry, and the porous cotton briefs clung to every contour of his ass and sheath. And all down the carpeted hall, he could feel the trail of soggy little prints left in his wake.

He could have waited.

He could have better dried himself. He could have slipped away, to his room, and dressed. But Jeffery was curious. He was impatient. Someone was at the door, and he wanted to know who.

He drew to a stop, his nose and an eye peering cautiously into the living room and at the distant door. And there, just beyond his master's hastily clothed form were two others...a husky...and a tiger.

Elliot and Hunter had come to visit.

And Jeffery scrambled. His legs fumbled beneath him, his paws gripped and shoved against the wall to push his body on, and a piercingly cheerful, little chirp shot from his lips...

"Hey!”

...as he stumbled to a stop, front and center: damp, clinging fur; tightened, translucent briefs; and three pairs of eyes on his every shameless feature.

Elliot could only blink and stutter as his eyes zeroed in on the bulging, barely hidden, little package before him, "H-hey...”

"...Jeffery,” and it was up to Hunter to finish the greeting, though his own eyes were no more tame.

Of course, the kitten had known they would notice...known they would look. He'd hoped for it. He'd counted on it. And he wasn't disappointed. After all: he liked the attention. And in his peripherals, he could see Scott's eyes widen. He could see his body tense up in time with a barely audible little cough. He didn't approve of the display, but he wasn't speaking up.

And Jeffery could only stifle a laugh.

"This is perfect timing! We were JUST talking about you two!” the boy chirped again. "I haven't seen you guys in weeks, and I just was telling them how much I wanted to hang out with you again, and...and now here you are!” He waved his paws out at his surprise guests, only to just as quickly startle and snap his fingers, "Oh! Oh! And I need your phone numbers, too! Scott's gonna' get me a cell phone tomorrow, so we can actually get in touch with each other whenever we want, and be able to make plans to hang out and stuff! But I don't have your numbers yet...”

There, in the door way, Elliot opened his muzzle to speak, but before he could do little more than draw in a breath...

...Jeff twisted his gaze onto Scott: "And this works out perfect for you, too!” He nearly bounced as he spoke, "Now you and James don't have to stay home and keep me company! You can go have your date!”

This time it was Scott who moved to speak, but, yet again, the kitten's jubilation gave no quarter, as he turned back to their guests.

"So, did you wanna' hang out here, or were we gonna' go do something else?” he asked. "I mean, like: do I need to get dressed?” He looked down at himself, covered in nothing but sodden and nearly see-through briefs, "I should probably get dressed. Let me go get dressed.”

"Jeffery, sweetheart?” finally Scott thread a gap in his son's rambling elation. "You don't even know what your friends came over here for, yet. Maybe you should find that out first, before you start making plans. They might not be here to hang out.”

Hunter though, quickly laid such doubts to rest. "What?? Of course we are!” he roared happily as he tramped forward, from the door. "What other possible reason could we have to be here, other than to see our favorite, private-schooled kitty cat?”

"See?” Jeff smiled defiantly at his father, before turning his eyes back on his friend: "So what are we doing? Should I ge-”

"Whoa! Whoa, calm down,” the tiger held up his paws to stop the boy. "We can do whatever you like, kitten.”

And Jeffery felt his chest swell. He'd never been called 'kitten' by someone his own age, save for school yard mocking. But, here and now, in such an earnest and affectionate tone? And especially from another -- and so much larger -- cat? It was disarming...surprising...

...pleasant.

"But Elliot needs to talk to Scott first, too,” his big, orange friend went on. "So why don't I go hang out with you in your room, while you get dressed? And then Elliot can come get us when he's done...and we'll figure everything else out from there.”

His room? Yes! His room! This was the entire reason he had one. Scott and James had built it for him, in the basement, for this exact situation: so their kitten could entertain his friends, and offer at least the pretense of a normal life. THESE were those friends. THIS was that situation!

And he actually, finally, had the room to take them to!

"Sure!” Jeff strode forward and grabbed his friend's paw, "Come on! I'll show you the way!”

And Hunter smiled, but before the kitten could drag him along, his other paw was taken by Elliot, and he was tugged back toward the door.

"Just one second, okay?” the big cat held up a finger and slipped back toward the entry way...

...and Jeffery watched on as they spoke. Muted & private whispers, rolling eyes, waggling brows, and sharp & mischievous grins -- first Elliot, then Hunter, and back again -- while behind them, Scott gently closed the door. The kitten could make out nothing...but somehow, he knew that his friends were talking about him. Perhaps it was the way Elliot's eyes fell again on his barely clad sheath...or the way Hunter smiled as he whispered his last, before turning back to the little gray cat.

"Okay! Let's go!” he crowded the boy...

...and Jeff desperately wanted to pry into what was said. Into why they smirked and stared. But, whatever it was, somehow he felt certain he'd find out soon enough.

So he took his friend's paw, again, and pulled him on out of the room, "This way!”

And two pairs of eyes watched them go. Elliot's, of course...but Scott's, as well.

The fox watched in silence as his son dragged the lustful, visiting tiger away and into the farthest private corners of their home. He wanted to sigh aloud. He wanted to grimace. He didn't mind, of course, his boy's dalliances -- or he assumed he wouldn't, once there were any dalliances TO mind -- but his brazenness on the other paw?

He wanted to show his frustration at his kitten's little show: the briefs that may as well have not been there, the complete lack of shame, the blatant flirting...

But why? If it were ever okay, the time would be now. Here: in front of friends like Hunter and Elliot. Especially Elliot. And if there were any chance that his kitten's little display had risen a flag or two with the boys, which Scott would rather it hadn't...the fox showing any uneasiness, on his part, would only fuel the fire.

So, instead, he simply turned back to the husky still lingering in his entry way, "So why are you really here?”

"Hmm?” Elliot blinked, as if roused from a trance.

"Well, I know you're not here for Jeff,” Scott explained. "Or at least you weren't before you saw him in his underwear.”

At that, the boy's eyes shot open wide...

...but the fox just laughed away his surprise: "What? I was a gay 14-year-old once, too.”

"Weren't we all?” a familiar voice echoed from the hallway, and Scott turned to see James -- luckily more clothed than Jeffery -- stepping into view. "Hey Elliot! Is Hunter not with you?”

"He's downstairs with Jeffery,” Scott answered for the boy...

...and his raccoon lover paused, "Alone?”

"Yep.”

James laughed to himself, before raising a brow at Elliot, "You okay with that, pup?”

"We, uhm...” the husky coughed, "...we have a new arrangement.”

"Well at least there won't be any pictures this time,” James joked.

Elliot though, furrowed his brow and tilted his head in confusion. "You two...” he looked back and forth between them, "...you don't seem very worried about them...y'know: being alone.”

The raccoon just shrugged, "Would YOUR father be?”

But Scott felt it best to better explain: "Don't take it the wrong way. We aren't exactly encouraging it. But we were honestly surprised that you boys were so...tame during your last visit.” He smirked, "Like I said...we've been fourteen.”

Elliot visibly winced and audibly sighed as he ran a paw through his headfur. And Scott grinned at the sight. If there was ever a perfect representation of someone mentally kicking themselves...this was it.

"So,” James asked his lover, as he cocked his head toward the boy, "why isn't he down there with them?”

"I don't know, yet,” the fox answered with a shrug. "They came over here for something else, but then Hunter had go downstairs and pretend that they came to visit Jeffery.”

"Ah!” James nodded. "And this one hasn't told you what he's here for, yet.”

"Right.”

"Well then, have a seat, kiddo!” the raccoon waved an arm, beckoning the boy along as he walked deeper into the living room. "Maybe it'll be easier making you open up, than it was with Jeff, today.”

Scott and Elliot followed behind. James plopped down onto the couch, and Scott joined him...but Elliot hesitated. He glanced at the couch, and Scott knew that he was considering following suit. But sitting next to his teachers like that? No chance he felt that comfortable here, yet.

And sure enough, he moved along, taking his seat in a lone chair, by himself.

"So, what do you need, pup?” Scott offered a friendly smile...

...and with a breath, the husky began, "Well...uhm...how much do you know about what's going on with my mom? Y'know: so I don't have to explain it all ,again.”

James answered first. "Well...you told us about what your dad let you and Hunter do. And about the divorce...” he thought for a moment, "...and then you moved in with your uncle, right?”

"Yeah.”

And Scott continued for the pair: "And then last week I spoke with a couple of detectives. They were following up on some accusations against your father.” He paused, tilting his head to and fro as he thought, "...I think that's everything.”

"We miss anything?” James checked.

"No. You're pretty much up-to-date.” But the boy sighed as he amended: "...until yesterday, anyway.”

"What happened yesterday?” the fox asked.

"Well...those accusations? My mom's not done with them.”

"She's really got the cops THAT convinced that your dad did something?” James scoffed in disbelief...

...but Scott speculated: "I'd assume a mother's word carries a good deal of weight.”

"No!” Elliot yelped. "Or...I mean: yes. But it's not my dad, anymore.” He corrected them, "It's my uncle.”

"Wait,” the raccoon held up a paw. "She's saying your uncle did something to you, now?” His face bent into a glower, "Doesn't that kinda' ring of bullshit, coming less than a week after she accused your dad?”

"No...” Elliot solemnly contended, "...'cause now she says she has proof.”

Proof?

Scott leaned back with a hum, "Does she, now?”

"Shouldn't be a problem, though, right?” James tilted his head with a shrewd little stare, "I mean: you can't have proof of something that never happened.”

"Right!” the husky startled and yelped again. "But we don't really know what this evidence IS...or how little it might take to make a jury believe her...or...”

"Of course, Elliot,” Scott held up a paw to calm and quiet the boy, as he glanced at James. "We understand.”

And his lover double checked: "So you're just giving us a heads up, then? Letting us know to expect more cops?”

"Yes and...and no,” Elliot shook his head. "Not just that.”

"What else, then?” Scott asked.

"Well...she's also playing this other card. She says that it's not 'healthy' for me to be living with Aaron and Uncle Will.” He leaned forward, elbows on his knees and paws clasped, "It's not bad enough that she has...or says she has,” he corrected himself, "evidence that my dad or my uncle did something to me, but now she's saying that me even living in the same house with a gay couple is a problem...”

And Scott felt his heartbeat in his throat. Damn it. Now he knew where this was going...

"Yeah...that argument's nothing new.” James, though, clouded with righteous indignation, clearly hadn't caught on, "It's why gay adoption's still illegal in so many states, and why me and Scott still have to hide our sexuality, around the school. We deviants are a terrible influence on the youth, you see!” He shook his head in disgust, but then offered a little shrug as he asked the boy: "But why should it matter with you? It's not like you're JUST living with them. Your dad's there, too.”

"He is. But she's saying that THAT proves my dad isn't fit to raise me, because he's...exposing me to this sort of thing. And she's like...trying to tie this into everything else, too!” Elliot tossed his previously-clasped paws into the air. "I'm too young to be gay. I'm too young to be sexually active. And clearly, I wouldn't be if I wasn't exposed to all this fagotry at home! And now that she has some sort of proof I've been molested,” this time, he didn't think to correct himself, "she's saying that -- even if it wasn't my dad or Will -- I'm still in a dangerous place where it could happen again.”

"Well of course!” the raccoon tossed his own paws up, as well. "Because ALL gay guys are pedophiles...”

And Scott couldn't help but note the irony.

"And Stan says that-”

"Stan?” James cut the boy short.

"Hunter's...uhm...dad, kind of,” he explained. "Remember the rabbit at the funeral?”

"Ah. Right.”

"Well,” Elliot went on, "he's telling us that this state is so anti-gay, that no matter what her evidence is, and no matter how innocent Will is...” he sighed, "...that this other argument may still work.”

"Okay.” Scott finally spoke back up, "So what do need from us?” Of course, he already knew...

"I need Jeff.”

The fox could only sigh in resignation...

...but beside him, James violently recoiled, "Jeff?”

And Elliot explained: "I need a witness, or...or an ally, I guess? Someone who can uhm...” he stammered, struggling to find the right word, "...attest to the fact? Or uhm...demonstrate! Someone who can demonstrate that it's okay!”

"That...what's okay?” the raccoon asked.

"This!” the boy motioned around his teacher's living room. "I need someone who can be an example that there's nothing wrong with a gay couple raising a kid. And who better than Jeff?” He smiled an innocent, hopeful smile, "I mean, he came from such a terrible place before, and then Scott adopted him, and now his life is so much better! I mean: he's even going to an expensive private school! And...I know the adoption wasn't done in this state, but it's still legal, right? So you guys are like the perfect proof of how well this can go.”

"Elliot...” Scott tried, gently, to settle him down...

...but the husky leapt immediately to the defensive: "I know! I know it's a lot to ask. But I...” he tensed up and shook, "I can't get sent back to live with my mom! I just can't. And I can't think of anyone better to defend my living situation -- to defend Aaron and Will -- than Jeffery.”

And in the wake of his request, the room fell silent. Neither adult could raise their eyes to look at the boy. And all three were beset by nervous jittering...wringing paws, tapping feet, scratching fingers, and heavy breaths...

...until, finally, Scott managed to speak.

"Elliot,” he looked to James, who nodded silently in return, "We need to talk.”

~

Sheetrock.

Visible nails. Half plastered seams. And not a drop of paint. This was Jeffery's room? These two walls erected to section off a corner of the basement? No carpet, and only a pawful of rugs to cover up the concrete floor. Nice rugs, though they were...this place was clearly unfinished.

Not that that was really a surprise, of course. It had only been three weeks since Hunter had last visited, and Jeff had told him, then, that this was just being built. But if it wasn't finished...why was it furnished? Why not wait, before bringing in his bed, his dresser, and everything else?

Why not wait for it to really be a room, before making it into...HIS room?

But, it was what it was. The tiger had seen worse places that friends had called home. And he, of all people, couldn't exactly fault impatience.

And as he looked around, his little gray friend nervously broke their silence...

"Sorry that I'm just...running around in my underwear, like this,” he offered a timid little apology. "I promise I'd normally be dressed. It's just that you happened to show up right after I got out of the shower.”

The shower? Well, that explained the soaked briefs. But, wait...wasn't Scott wet, too? Were they...both...?

No. Of course not!

"No worries,” Hunter smiled. "I don't mind.”

"Oh, I bet you don't,” the smaller cat laughed. "Still though: I should probably cover up. It's a little impolite, yeah?”

"Or maybe you're just being a tease!”

"That too,” Jeffery winked and pulled back the curtain serving as his closet door.

Inside, only a small few hangers swung from the empty bar...and only two of those few bore any clothing. A single pair of pants and a single shirt. One outfit. His host reached in and tugged the shirt from its hanger...

...and the tiger couldn't help but ask: "Is...is that all the clothes you have? Just the one outfit?”

"Wh-what? No!” Jeff seemed startled, freezing up before he could pull on the shirt. "Nonono. It's just that, y'know...what I was wearing today? I just took a shower. So, i-it's in the laundry.”

Did Hunter hear that right? The boy only had two pairs of clothes? One of them was dirty, and the other was...this one? Isn't this what he saw Jeffery wearing the LAST time he visited? And...and he went to a private school! Was the missing, dirty outfit -- that is: his only OTHER outfit -- his uniform? But, no. No. His friend must have just misspoken. Maybe he meant that ALL the rest of his clothes were in the laundry...

But then again...he seemed so nervous when he answered.

"So, uhm, yeah. What do you wanna' do?” the little cat offered an awkward grin as his head popped through the collar of the shirt. "I haven't eaten dinner yet, and -- I'm not sure if you two have any money -- but Scott or James one should have enough to pay for me, at least, if you wanted to go out and eat.”

Something...no...EVERYTHING was wrong. Every little detail: it was all just...off. If only slightly. Off. The tiger scanned the room, letting it really sink in, and...it didn't even look lived in! There was no clutter. No books, or posters, or anything else personal. No trash waiting to be picked up...and not even a trash can to put it in, if there was!

"Like I said...” Hunter answered distantly, "that's completely up to you...”

His game console was back in the living room, too, wasn't it? And even if it were moved in here, there was no TV to connect it to. No TV. No computer. No stereo...

Beside him, Jeff went on as he pulled his pants from their hanger, as well. "Well, it can't be COMPLETELY up to me! I mean, you two had to have had some idea of what you wanted to do, before you came over, yeah?”

And even the bed was wrong! It was just too carefully made. And not just for a teenager, but for anyone! Not even Stanley's bed looked so perfect. Had Jeffery ever even slept here?

"Not really,” still distantly, the tiger explained: "We were just in the neighborhood and decided it'd be a good idea to stop by,” he shrugged, "especially since Elliot needed to talk to your dad, that is.”

The kitten's clothes...the perfect bed...the cleanliness...the complete lack of any form of entertainment...the half finished sterility of everything here. It was all just wrong. Unnatural. But maybe...maybe it was just because the room was so new. Maybe he hadn't been living in it, yet, because it just wasn't ready, yet. That would explain everything, right?

Or, at least...everything except the question of the shower.

But as the tiger mulled over his thoughts, his little friend fell limp. His arms dropped to his side, and the pants he had yet to step into dragged the floor. "That's not...” he spoke with a heartbroken little whine, "...that's not the only reason you came over, is it? Just for Scott?”

And finally Hunter was snapped out of his daze.

"What? No!” he shook his head and whipped around to face the boy. "Sorry. I was just a little distracted. I didn't mean for it to sound like that.” He offered the widest, friendliest smile he could muster, "Of course we didn't just come over for Scott. I mean: Elliot did have something important to talk to him about. But you're our friend, Jeff. And even though we haven't...uhm...” his voice wavered and his eyes widened, "...haven't visited...in a while...”

And there it was. Just behind the kitten.

But how had he not seen it? It was right there in plain sight. Lying right out in the open on the dresser...

A collar.

Unclasped and set aside for the boy's shower. A collar. Jeff's collar. And standing tall in the middle of the loose, leather ring? A single bottle of lubricant.

Jeffery's eyes followed his friend's to the dresser, to the collar. The pants fell from his paw. And, in a flash, the collar and the lube were scooped up and shoved away into a startlingly empty dresser drawer. And he turned back with his awkward little smile...

But it was too late. Hunter had seen it. And everything else had fallen into place. Every question. Every suspicion. Every flaw. Jeffery wasn't an adopted child.

He was a pet.

Hunter's eyes never moved. Barely blinked...as the boy slowly backed away. Jeffery's, of course, darted all about the room: flitting to the floor, the plastered walls, the closed dresser drawer, and even, from time to time, to the tiger's face. But, as that tiger leisurely stalked his prey...Hunter's eyes never moved.

Step by step, he drew ever closer, until he'd finally cornered the boy against an unfinished wall. The kitten gulped and shook there, in his T-shirt and briefs. His eyes finally locked on the predator looming over him. And, as a tongue flicked across threatening teeth...

...Hunter's nostrils flared.

Even through the scent of water and shampoo from the recent shower, he could smell sex on the boy. Albeit faint. The scent of sex. And it smelled like...

"A fox,” the tiger whispered. "Scott?”

Jeff shook his head in near-frozen terror. But it was too late.

"No...” Hunter leaned in, his nose in the kitten's neck, "I can smell him on you.”

He could feel the boy quiver at the touch, at the feel of his shifting fur, and the breath rushing across his flesh. At the feel of the tiger taking in a long, deep breath. Taking in the scent of kitten...fox...and coon.

But Jeffery neither argued, nor shrunk away.

"How did I not catch this before? I...” the larger cat pressed his body against the smaller one, "I should have known.”

Strong orange paws gripped lithe gray hips. And a kitten tremored and mewled. Hunter's fingers slid through dampened fur, and lifted the boy's shirt. And Jeffery simply submitted in silence, arms rising as the shirt was pulled up, off, and tossed aside.

Again, the tiger's muzzle was in the boy's neck. His nose...and now his lips, his tongue, and his teeth. He could taste the water. But he wanted to taste the boy. He wanted to feel his body tremble and throb. He wanted to feel the warm depths of his muzzle and ass pulse around his already aching shaft. He wanted to throw him down and take him here and now...

His paw snaked its way into the boy's sodden briefs, and under his tail. A finger probed the cleft of flesh beneath, and wriggled its way inside. It was easier than he expected. Looser. Hotter than it should be. Swollen and slick. It was slimy. And it was used.

"How long ago?” Hunter whispered yet again. "Just before the shower, wasn't it?” his finger probed deeper as he felt the boy's body arch. "Knot and all...”

The kitten whined and whimpered, "Please don't tell anyone, Hunter.”

But he did nothing to stop the assault.

"Oh, no worries. Your master's secret's save with me.”

He slipped his finger free, and shifted the paw, sliding it all the way around the boy's hip without ever pulling it free of the cotton. And, soon enough, that paw found the kitten's bulging sheath...gripping it and coaxing the little barbed shaft out and into his fingers...

"Even from Elliot?”

Jeffery's meek little whisper hit the tiger's ears...and he froze.

Elliot.

And for a moment, he was no longer in this shabby, half finished, sheetrock lie. He was back in the living room, only minutes ago. His husky had pulled him back, away from their little gray friend...and the dog was whispering in his ear:

"You jumped on that alone time real quick, didn't you?” his lover rolled his eyes...

...and the tiger arched his brows as he shamelessly admitted: "The kid's in his underwear! Can you blame me?”

Elliot sighed, but sparked a dark and playful grin, "Just be gentle, okay?” And his eyes shifted, again, to the kitten's soaked little bulge, "He's still a virgin.”

"Don't worry,” the big cat whispered his last, as he backed away, with a smile. "He'll still be plenty tight for that knot of yours, when I'm done.”

And so soon thereafter, here he was: alone with the cat...with his friend...with his teachers' secret pet. Small barbed thorn in paw. Nose breathing in the dulled scent of recent sex. And yet...he couldn't go on.

He pulled away -- muzzle and paw -- and smiled down at Jeffery. Elliot had given him the go-ahead. But he just couldn't do it. He'd already had his fun, after all...in a park restroom a week before. And it only seemed fair, now, that Elliot should be the first one to take advantage of their new arrangement.

No matter what the husky might say. No matter what new rules their relationship might entail.

It just didn't feel right.

No, until Elliot had finally exercised their new rights for himself...Hunter would always feel as if he were cheating, all over again.

Of course, what he said out loud was slightly different.

"Actually...” he licked his lips and smiled, "You know what? No. I think Elliot should hear all about this.”

And Jeffery's eyes snapped open in terror.

"Don't worry,” Hunter gently patted the boy's still swollen crotch. "The secret'll be even safer with him than it is with me. Trust me on this one,” he winked. "But more importantly: you've seemed a lot more interested in his knot than in my barbs, anyway. And...” he chuckled softly, "...now I guess I know why.”

The kitten only offered an embarrassed little nod...

...as his tiger friend went on, "So why don't we wait on him to join us? You know: give you a shot at what you really want?”

~

"Kiddo?” James's voice faltered and trailed off...

He didn't know how to say this. He didn't know where to begin. It wasn't even his answer to give...his story to tell...or his secret to reveal. But Scott was hesitant. He was unsure. And the fox was...well...the love of his life -- as weird as it was to feel that so soon after they'd met.

Scott couldn't do this on his own. He needed his raccoon's help. His support.

But that didn't make giving it any easier, "We're can't really, uhm...”

And so, though clearly not without a bit of a strain, Scott cut to the chase: "Elliot, Jeff's not gonna' be able to help you.”

James watched as their student's head fell, and his shoulder's drooped. Watched as the words hit him...and the breath slipped from his open jaw. Watched how their refusal completely crushed his every hope, "Oh. I, uhm...I just thought that...”

"No. Hey,” and the raccoon couldn't simply sit by and watch him look so shaken and alone. "It's not that we don't want to.”

And Scott added, "It's that we can't.”

Slowly, Elliot looked back up, "I don't understand.”

"No. You do,” the fox stated confidently...

...and his lover explained: "You just don't know it yet.”

Elliot looked back at the two with nothing but silent confusion in his eyes. And James turned his own to Scott. The fox stared back, and the two shared their silent moment of collusion. Their consent and agreement.

And then James turned back to the boy, to take the lead.

"Look, uhm...William, right?” he began. "How much trouble is he looking at?”

"Trouble? I-I don't...” Elliot stuttered.

"You know?” The raccoon explained: "With your mother's evidence?”

"Proof,” Scott corrected.

"It's clearly not concrete,” James went on. "If it were, he'd be in cuffs already. But it was at least enough to get the cops' attention. And if the investigation unearths the truth...well...” he trailed off...

...and Scott took over, "This custody battle might be the least of your worries.”

"Th-the truth?” the little husky stammered his way into an awkward laugh. "There's no truth to be unearthed.” He contended sharply: "She's lying. She's wrong. YOU're wrong. Will and I haven't-” and he stalled and corrected himself: "I mean: Will never...”

But through it all, James and Scott just stared back in silence. They knew better. James had suspected for some time, but after today? There was no question. Especially now, in this very moment...

...with how the boy jumped first to deny that he and Will had done anything together, before realizing that he SHOULD have been denying the fact that Will had done something TO him.

There was no question. The only hurdle was in making Elliot accept that his secret was out.

And with a sigh and clenched eyes, he did. "How long have you known?”

Scott was the first to answer, "Honestly? Only for a few minutes.”

And James explained: "You wouldn't have been so worried about the proof, if there wasn't something for there to be proof OF.”

"But, to be fair, we've suspected for a while,” the fox went on...

...and his raccoon added: "After all...I was standing right there when Hunter let the name slip.”

"And we talked about it...and of course: there are other Wills.”

"But how many of the other Wills would've stirred up such a look of terror in your eyes, just from Hunter saying their name?”

Before them, Elliot wrung his paws, and stared down at the floor as he asked: "And, so that's why you won't help, then? You don't want to protect...somebody like him?”

But as a wistful, little smile broke out across Scott's face, James met the presumption with an uproarious burst of laughter. And Elliot could only look on in continued bewilderment.

"No...” James managed through his tapering laughter, "No.”

And Scott assured the boy: "Not at all.”

"Just...just answer the question first, okay?” the raccoon pressed on. "Do you really understand how much danger he's in, right now?”

Soft and unsure, Elliot nodded, "I do.”

And the fox finally shifted them to their point, "Then perhaps you'll understand why we can't put ourselves in the same danger.”

"We care -- we really do -- and we'd love to help,” James promised earnestly. "But Jeff isn't the, uhm...'example' you think he is. He can't help. And what you're asking of us? Well, we can't put him and Scott at that sort of risk...”

"Elliot, we can't even let anyone else know he's here.” Scott shrugged through an uneasy little grin, "We took quite the risk with you, already.”

With every word, Elliot's eyes had grown a fraction larger. His back had set a degree straighter. And the cartoon gears, which he still liked to picture in his mind, turned just a little farther...bit...by bit...

...until the truth finally came clear, "He's not really your son.”

"He's my...pet,” the fox hesitated to admit, before looking to his raccoon. "Or, rather, our pet.”

Pet?

Pet! Not three weeks ago, Elliot and Hunter had guessed just that. But it was a joke! Just a joke, right? It couldn't be true, could it? Jeffery wasn't really their son? He was their pet? He and Mr. Hammond had...?

And he and Mr. Callaway, too...?

They were all...?

And everything else, then? It was all just a smoke screen? He wasn't really adopted? He wasn't really going to a private school? His last name wasn't even really Hammond? And the room! The room he'd said they were building for him! Was it really down there, at all? And even if it was, did he really sleep in it? Or did he sleep with Scott? How did this happen? How long had his teachers been keeping a secret sex slave? And...

...and one that was Elliot's own age, even!

Slowly, the husky managed a short few words: half lidded repetition of the thoughts circling through his head, "So, then...the adoption...the private school...Hammond...?”

"All lies,” James answered.

"And his terrible home life?” Elliot added...

...to which Scott gently shook his head, "That part, unfortunately, was all too true.”

Oh no...

Oh no. This couldn't be happening. This was his only plan. His only hope! On any other day Elliot would be reveling in this. He would imagine the new track his and Jeffery's friendship might take. He would wonder if Scott and James might be in the market for another playmate. He would picture Jeff -- and himself for that matter -- in a collar and leash. He would dream of threesomes. Foursomes. Even...

...what's the proper term for a fivesome?

But he needed this 'yes'! He needed Jeffery's help. He needed someone to stand up for his uncles. Someone to argue on their behalf, and to fight for his right to keep living with his father! With the family that loved him...

But now...?

And as he rocked in his seat, Mr. Hammond's voice drew him from his thoughts...

"I found him living on the street, three months ago...and I gave him a choice,” the fox explained. Apparently, he'd assumed Elliot's reaction had been one of discomfort with the situation. "He's here of his own free will. He's safe. He's cared for.”

But the husky looked up with an impish little smirk, "And YOU benefit, of course.”

"I do,” Scott smiled a cautious smile. "But he's happy here, nonetheless. We all are.”

"And we can't jeopardize that,” Mr. Callaway added.

"Yeah. I get it. Don't worry.” Elliot took a breath and steadied himself as he sat straight in his seat, yet again. He didn't know what to do, but if this wasn't the answer...he couldn't exactly change the fact. "It wouldn't do any good to risk it, anyway, right? I mean: if he's not really adopted...then he can't help me, one way or the other.”

"We're sorry, Elliot,” Mr. Hammond frowned...

...but his raccoon quickly promised: "But we'll still help, however we can! We'll say whatever else you need us to, when the detectives come.” He smiled reassuringly, "We'll tell them how well adjusted you are...how great your uncle and dad are...how much they love you...”

"And,” Scott added frankly, "if William needs one, we'll even corroborate an alibi.”

"But when it comes to defending the merits of a same sex household?” James shrugged, "You're gonna' have to be on your own.”

"I'm sorry,” the fox apologized yet again...

...and Elliot wondered if what they COULD offer would be enough. With his teachers' help -- and Stan's, Aaron's, Hunter's, and his dad's -- they could surely keep William out of jail. But when it came to their other fight, would it really be enough? Even with everyone working together, could they actually convince a judge, in this state, that it was okay for Elliot to live with a same sex couple? After all, according to Stan, gay SEX had only been legal here for little more than a decade.

But, despite himself, amidst it all, his mind wandered down a different path. The path that he knew, on any other day, would be its only one. Mr. Hammond and Mr. Callaway had a pet. They had a pet HIS age. They'd been his teachers for some time. But now he knew. If he wanted them...chances were he could have them.

In their empty classrooms at the end of the school day. In the privacy of a high school restroom stall. Or even...

...here. Now.

And his eyes trailed the length of Mr. Callaway's pant leg...across his calf, his thigh, and to the shadowy nook where one leg met the other. His eyes lingered there on the loose cloth, and he imagined what lay beneath. And as he did, James's legs slowly spread...

With a start, Elliot looked up, a blush warming his cheeks at having been caught. But when his eyes met Mr. Callaway's, the raccoon simply winked. And beside him, his fox cackled out with laugher...

...leaving the embarrassed husky to simply laugh along.

"Well,” Elliot shook his head with a smile, "I guess we should at least go tell Hunter and Jeff that we've cleared the air, right?” He motioned a paw in the direction of the hall, "Let 'em know there aren't any more secrets to keep?”

"Maybe so,” Mr. Hammond nodded...

...and his raccoon agreed: "Could definitely take a lot of the weight off Jeff's shoulders, anyway.”

"Though...then again...” Elliot paused and second-guessed himself, as he remembered what had been on his tiger's mind when they parted ways. And with a glance at the clock he suggested: "Maybe we should give them a little bit longer...”

James met the implication with a wicked smile, "Oh, but where's the fun in that?”

And his fox nodded sincerely, "If they couldn't even be bothered to wait for you to join in, I think they could do with getting caught in the act.” He stood and stretched, "Besides: a bit of embarrassment might do my kitten some good.”

"Not that it's anything Hunter isn't used to, lately, of course,” Mr. Callaway joined him on his feet...

...and Elliot was left with no choice but to follow along.

Out of the room and down the hall they padded, with Scott in the lead. And as they stepped through the open basement door and descended the stairs, horror movies flashed through the husky's head. Images of rape dungeons, gimp suits, and chains.

Wait, no. Not horror movies. Porn.

The boy giggled to himself -- wondering idly what his teachers must think of the unprovoked laughter -- and soon found himself drawing upon two, half-finished, sheetrock walls, erected to section off a corner of the basement.

This must be Jeffery's room!

And the trio pushed open the door, already ajar. But inside, they didn't see a tiger balls deep in a small gray cat. They didn't find Jeffery with a mouth full of barbed tiger dick. They weren't even so lucky as to catch Hunter red pawed, with a fist full of the kitten's sheath.

Instead, they simply found the two sitting cross legged on the bed, as their chuckling trailed off -- the final moments of laughter at a joke no one else had heard. And they turned to greet their intruding guests. Hunter was as they'd left him: fully clothed and appropriately quaffed for a visit to his teachers.

Jeffery though, sat shameless and nude, nothing but gray fur from head, to sheath, to toe...

...except of course, for his collar.

Neither Scott, nor James, nor Elliot could quite find the words...the question to ask to make sense of the scene before them. But with a smile, Hunter offered the simplest explanation he could, nonetheless:

"You guys need stronger shampoo.”




~
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  Sibirskaia: No More Lies Part 4

  


(November 11th)
"Look. If this is about the pictures, I didn't take 'em, okay?” The wolf held up his open paws, as if warding off the adults before him.
Though neither he nor they moved away.
Those paws. Everyone seemed to do that, here...at least to some degree. And didn't they call it...talking with their paws? The stark white folf, watching in secret from meters down the hall, still hadn't gotten used to so much gesticulation. But, to be fair, he hadn't exactly gotten used to all the talking, here, either.
But he knew the wolf. Or maybe 'knew' was a generous term. He knew his name: Brandon Sutela. After all, that surname was hard to forget. And he knew, as well, that Brandon and a certain recently-over-exposed hyena were no longer friends. But the adults Brandon was talking to: the badger in her pantsuit, and the graying squirrel with his tie, glasses, and manila folder? They, he did not know.
He could only assume they were the police.
"I even deleted the messages, so...” Brandon trailed off as he went on...
...and the squirrel tilted his head to ask: "Pictures? What pictures?”
"Oh,” Brandon coughed nervously. "Then, you didn't know...about...?”
"No,” the badger smiled her insincere little smile, "But you have our attention.”
And Brandon averted his gaze. His paw gripped the strap of his backpack. And his fidgeting footpaws slid him back a centimeter or more, across the tiles. The eavesdropping folf may have been confounded, more than once, by his new classmates' expressive paws...but he could read this sort of body language perfectly.
Brandon was worried.
"It's just this...this thing,” he stammered to answer. "These two guys I know: they got caught, uhm...doin' stuff. Some pictures have been floating around the school, and...”
"And why did you think we were asking about that?” the badger probed.
"Well...you asked about Hunter, so...”
But they didn't. The folf had heard them, and, quite specifically, what they'd asked about...was Elliot's boyfriend. Which would mean...
"Hunter?” the squirrel opened up his folder, "Hunter Thurman?” and flashed its contents at his partner...
...as she unknowingly voiced the covert folf's speculations: "Hunter is Elliot's boyfriend, then?”
Brandon simply shrugged, "So goes the rumor.”
And the squirrel asked: "And was Elliot the other boy in these pictures you mentioned?”
"No. It was this...this hyena we know. Michael Taylor?”
And the folf smiled. Mic!
Quickly, the badger scribbled something down onto a pad -- probably the name -- as her partner pressed on, "And you didn't take these pictures?”
"No sir.”
"But is there some reason we should have thought you had?”
Nervously, Brandon sputtered, failing to muster a response, "I...uhm...”
But, "Luckily for you,” the badger moved along to a different subject, "that's not why we're here.”
"Well why ARE you here, then?” Brandon asked...
...and she explained: "We'd like to know what you can tell us about Elliot Masters.”
"Elliot?” The teenager shrugged, "Not much. I don't really know the kid. Just Hunter. And I only know HIM through Mic.” He pointed at the detectives. Again. Those paws. "But I CAN tell you: if the rumors are true...if he's anything like the two of them, then he's a fuckin' freak.”
The squirrel's aging eyes narrowed behind his glasses, "...freak?”
"You know? They're all a bunch o' c-” Cocksuckers. The folf had heard Brandon spouting off at the muzzle before. And he'd said the word more than enough, that even the exchange student knew it was what came next. But, of course he was more cautious in front of the police. "...a bunch of queers. I mean, we found Hunter and Mic...” he tensed as he said it: "...suckin' dick right in the middle of a fuckin' park rest room!” And he paused before repeating: "Freaks!”
We.
The badger smiled her insincere smile, yet again. The folf, it seems, wasn't the only one who noticed the word: "We? 'We' found them?”
"So you WERE there,” the squirrel concluded. "But you still didn't take the pictures?”
Brandon quickly turned defensive, "Look, that's all I know about the kid, okay?” Again, the paws came up, "Before I found out that he was a fuckin' homo, Mic and I were friends. But all I know about Hunter -- and Elliot, too, from what I hear -- is that they're a...” he scoffed, "...couple, or whatever.”
"Nothing else?” the badger double checked.
"Nothin' else,” he answered. "C-can I go?”
"Go on,” she waved him away...
...and he spun to leave, marching right in the direction of the bright white folf. Swiftly, the curious boy bowed his head and turned. He couldn't let Brandon know he'd been looking. It was bad enough that Mic had caught him time and again...but at least Mic was friendly. Or at least the folf assumed he WOULD be, should they ever meet. Brandon, though?
He kept his eyes cast down, well after he'd felt the wolf pass by. His ears, though, were still honed in on the detectives. And across those few meters, he heard the squirrel's voice...
"That's it? You let him go? You didn't want to ask him about...?”
"Not yet. That's a case for another day,” the badger answered and asked: "Did you see how angry he was, though?”
"I did.”
"Do you think he was...?”
"I do.”
"Damn-it.”
The folf looked back up. Certainly, Brandon had moved along. Certainly, it was safe.
And indeed he had...but no, it wasn't.
Because, to the little white teenager's dismay, when he turned his eyes, again, upon the police officers...he found the squirrel's eyes staring back. And he wanted to turn and walk away. He wanted to escape what he knew was coming next.
But it was too late. The squirrel's paw tapped the badger's side, and then rose with an outstretched finger. Her eyes turned and followed the pointing paw. And now two pairs of eyes were on the boy, and two pairs of feet drew the well dressed, menacing adults upon him...
"Hi there,” the old squirrel greeted him with a smile. A real smile, unlike his partner's. "What's your name?”
"V-v...” the folf stuttered helplessly as he began, and then steadied himself with a breath. "Viri Virranhukka, shirr.”
"Hmm...” the squirrel's smile widened as he leaned away, "that accent. What is that? German? Swedish?”
"Finnish, shirr,” Viri answered politely, before timidly asking: "Y-you arre...de polishe?”
"We are, Viri,” the badger answered softly as she leaned in close. Much TOO close for a Finn's taste, in fact. "We're detectives. And we noticed you were staring at us, over here. Is there...uhm...is there anything you wanted to tell us?”
And the squirrel specified: "You wouldn't happen to know something about Elliot Masters, would you?”




No More Lies
No Room for Error


(November 11th)
"You can't tell me that you think teenagers havin' sex is out of the ordinary!” Mic never was the type to be shy or reserved...
...and that would be no different, in front of detectives.
"Even fourteen-year-olds?” the badger across the school's conference room table asked in disbelief. "Even THAT's not...out of the ordinary?”
"Of course not!” Mic exclaimed. "A little less common, sure. But still not weird.” And he raised an eyebrow at the detectives, "I mean, you guys are like...sex cops or somethin' right? So, you gotta' be familiar with this, already.”
The kindly, old squirrel to the badger's side simply leaned back with a grin, "Enlighten us.”
But Micheal Taylor was at a loss.
All he could do was guess as to what this was about. And he'd assumed that it was the pictures, at first. Because what other reason could the Special Victims' Unit have to speak with him?
Though...Special Victims' Unit? Was that really what they were called? Or was that just for TV?
No matter their name, though, they hadn't asked about the pictures, or the park, or Hunter...or even Brandon, for that matter! They'd asked about Elliot.
So, then, if this was about Elliot...were they here about his father? About those bullshit accusations that Elliot had been molested? Hadn't that already been taken care of? But then again, they hadn't asked about his dad, either...so maybe Mic was just jumping to conclusions. After all, Hunter and Elliot had been surprisingly dodgy this weekend...
...and if two friends who were usually so open with him about everything, suddenly WEREN'T...then there had to be a good reason. So, for now, perhaps it was best that he just answer the questions he was asked.
He could figure out the details in a moment.
"Sex is everywhere,” he began. "It's on our minds, for some us, before we even hit double digits. And by the time we're in high school, it's just about ALL that's on our mind. We wake up thinkin' about sex; we go to bed thinkin' about sex. And we can't even LOOK at anyone mildly attractive -- and fittin' into our particular preferences -- without thinkin' about sex with THEM in mind.” He tapped a finger on the table for emphasis, as he went on: "We're balls of hormones, wrapped in hormones, bathing in hormones! And do you really think that all of us could hold out like good little choir pups until we were 18? Or better yet: not even 'all'. Do you even think that MOST of us do? Or even half?”
As if she'd heard none of what he had to say, the badger asked: "So you don't think it's odd, at all, that Elliot's already active?”
And Mic shook his head, "If you have to ask that, then you really have no idea, at all, how much sex goes on at this school.”
"On campus?” the squirrel joked.
"Sometimes,” Mic smiled...
...as the elderly detective raised a brow, "And at the park?”
The park. Now that's what Mic needed to hear. So they DID know about the pictures. Good. Anything's easier once you know what you're working with.
And through his widening smile, Mic lowered his voice as if sharing a secret, "Why don't you take a black light to those picnic tables sometime, officer?” And then sat up straighter as he went on: "But what I'm sayin' is: Elliot bein' sexually active doesn't prove anything. I mean, I am! And nobody's ever touched me, unless I let 'em!”
And the hyena watched.
Was he right? Was this about Elliot's father? Would they react to his statement? Would they recoil or show astonishment that he already knew why they were here, even though they hadn't said? Or would they inquire as to what he meant, allowing him both the chance to explain his incorrect assumption, and to then ask them what they really WERE here for?
His answer came in an instant, as four eyes -- two pairs -- widened ever so slightly. Neither detective questioned the statement. No one corrected him.
He was right.
And the squirrel simply moved along, "And what about him being gay?”
Mic shrugged, "Plenty of gay guys out there, who weren't ever touched.”
"Even at fourteen?” the badger asked...
...and Mic laughed: "Even at eight!”
"And...are we to assume THIS is from personal experience, as well?” the squirrel clarified. "After all, rumor has it that you're gay, too.”
"Rumor and photographic evidence, you mean?” Mic corrected the detective...
...and he nodded through a smile, "As it were.”
"Well...” the hyena hummed to himself, considering how best to answer, "...it's complicated.”
"So you aren't gay?” the badger verified. "Bisexual, then?”
"Well...I, uhm...” with a breath, Mic leaned in, elbows on the table and cheeks in his paws. "How much do you guys know about female hyenas?”
~
"I would say I know more than my share on the subject.” Stanley Jones carefully tucked in his shirt, busily readying himself for work, even as he spoke with the detectives, "I have met abused children, officers. And Elliot is not one of them.”
"Is 'at so?” the larger detective, a crude and imposing gorilla in a leather jacket and jeans, narrowed his eyes at the rabbit. "And you'd know more'an the boy's mother?”
"I might, at that,” Stan smirked. "I know he would rather be living with his father. I know that she thinks she's helping, right now...but that, in reality, she's only hurting him.” As he spoke, he ran his belt casually through its loops, "And I know that no matter how badly she may wish it, her son will never be straight. I know, because I know what it is to be gay.”
The second detective, a well dressed and easily irritated little dachshund, sighed, "You too?”
And Stanley paused, belt buckle in paw, "Hmm?”
"Is there anyone even slightly connected to this boy who isn't gay?” the dog explained his question.
"Oh, you misunderstood, detective,” Stan laughed as he went about buckling his belt, once more, "I am firmly heterosexual.”
And the smaller detective tilted his head, "But you said...”
"I was referring to Aaron. To my brother, and William's significant? He has known that he was gay since his first days of puberty.” Stanly turned away, lifting his shoes from the floor and let out a short but full throated laugh, "And I had known that he was gay for far longer than that.” He padded across his living room, mulling over his thoughts in the silence, as the detectives followed along to his recliner, "And for that matter, I have not only Aaron as reference, but my son, Hunter, as well.”
The gorilla took on an accusatory tone, "And that makes ya' an expert on Elliot?”
"No,” Stan answered as he sat. And then slipped his feet into his socks and shoes, before going about tying his finely polished loafers. But there had been no rush to any of it: to the buttoning or tucking of his shirt, to the threading or buckling of his belt, or even to the act, now, of slipping his large, dusty paws into his argyle socks and leather shoes. He was in no great hurry. But neither did he treat this conversation as one worthy of any real interruption to his daily routine.
It was as if the whole ordeal was simply inconsequential.
"No,” he repeated. "But I would like to believe that I have a far more detailed perspective on his sexuality than his mother does. I have seen it first paw, grown up with it, and helped to rear it. It is not something that is so easily changed or influenced as she would like.” And -- though he paused -- he added before they could respond: "And in fact, I should say: I could attest to that from personal experience, as well.”
"Meaning?” the dachshund asked.
"What is it we tell our children about vegetables? How do you know you don't like it, if you won't try it?” Stanley looked up from his shoes only long enough for the quote, before turning his eyes back to the task at paw. "Sound logic for adults as well, detective.” And, with it done, he leaned back with a smile, to explain: "I gave the act its fair chance. And it was simply not for me.”
The dachshund looked displeased, "You've been with another man, then.”
"You haven't?” Stan smirked, with a sharply arched brow...
...and the dog's displeasure turned quickly to disgust, "No!”
Unphased by the detective's irritation, though, Stanley stood again, to walk the few feet away, to the mirror above his mantle. "But, without testing your heterosexuality,” he asked as he took hold of the tie draped around his neck, "how can you be so certain of it? Perhaps it's something you should investigate...” he paused to smile at the dog through his reflection "...detective.”
The dachshund's hackles rose, and his teeth glistened in a snarl. And as the sight caught Stan's eyes in the mirror, a single thought flashed through the rabbit's mind...
...why was he doing this?
Why was he doing any of this? Defending a child molester. Lying to the police. Was it all for William -- a man he barely knew? Was it for Aaron: to protect his brother's boyfriend? Or did he really, truly have no problem with what William had done? Did he advocate the crime? Was he defending it...supporting it? And why couldn't he answer such a simple question?
But more importantly, why was he doing THIS? Right now. Regardless of his reasons for lying and supporting the Masters through all of this...why was he provoking the cops? What good could it possibly do him to poke and goad? And why did it feel so damn good?
The dachshund's bared teeth let loose a low rumble of a growl and parted, ready, once more, to snap at the grinning rabbit...
...but before they could, the gorilla intervened. "We're gettin' off track.”
"Of course. Excuse me,” Stanley looked away from their reflections to focus on his tie. "To reiterate: in my professional and personal opinion, Elliot has not been abused. I could run you through each and every bit of evidence -- his hygiene, his eating habits, his promiscuity, and so on -- but it would be a spectacular waste of our time.”
"Would it?” the gorilla asked.
"Yes. The bottom line is that Elliot is a happy, healthy, and well adjusted child...save for the emotional stresses his mother seems determined to cause.” He tugged and adjusted, in his practiced and meticulous ways, to shape the perfect Windsor knot. "And, had he actually been hurt and abused by his father or William, should it not stand to reason that he would show SOME adverse effects?”
Then again, he wasn't really lying to the police, to begin with, was he? After all, he had never once claimed that William and Elliot had had no sexual contact. Never once entertained such a question with ANY sort of an answer, in fact. He had simply said that Elliot was not abused.
And that was the truth.
So this was his answer then. He wasn't doing this for William. And he wasn't doing it for Aaron. At the heart of it all, he really was in support of what had happened. Yes, William had committed statutory rape by the letter of the law. But there was no abuse.
That was the truth.
That was Stanley's truth.
And, with his tie pulled tight beneath his collar, he turned back to the detectives with a smile, "Though, I do have one question for you, if you don't mind my asking.” He straightened his cuffs, "Why exactly did you come to speak with me, today?” one by one. "Is it because I know the accused through my brother? Or because I know the supposed victim through my adopted son?”
"Fair to say: both,” the dachshund answered.
"Well, unfortunately, as those are my only two connections with the case, I feel that I have little more to say, than I already have.” He made his way across the room, yet again, as he spoke, "I am only privy to the information, here, second paw. From what interactions I have had with the boy, though, he seems fine.” And he retrieved the coat he'd left waiting, from its hanger on his coat rack, "So, if you have no more questions for me...?”
"Why?” the gorilla huffed in frustration, "Ya' in a hurry to be somewhere?”
~
"No, no. No need to rush,” Scott assured the detectives. "For a serious matter like this, the principal will see to it that our classes are covered.”
And as James closed the conference room door behind them, the raccoon agreed: "We're yours for as long as you need us!”
"That's good to know,” the old, gray squirrel smiled as he circled the table and laid his manila folder at its edge...
...but Scott came to a halt a wide breadth shy of that table and its chairs, "But may I ask? Who is this fine woman you have with you, today?” And though his words were directed toward the squirrel, his eyes were on the badger. And with a shallow little bow, he offered her a paw, "Quite the upgrade from your gorilla friend, isn't she?”
The badger smiled, taking and shaking the offered paw, as she answered for them both, "We trade partners on occasion.” But her smile was merely a display of politeness. He could see it in her fixed eyes, and in every little hair of her muzzle displaced by that smile. It was anything but genuine. "Helps us to come at the interviews from different directions.” He hadn't disarmed her, as he'd hoped. 
But with the civilities out of the way, she circled the table with her partner, Scott and James took their seats opposite, and the detectives took their own.
"I see,” Scott nodded to her explanation, before asking: "So, the Gorrilla is...?”
"With my partner,” the badger answered, "interviewing the Masters, personally, while we're here at the school.”
"So, there are four of you, then?” James double checked.
"And only four,” the aging squirrel clarified. "Department wide.”
With another nod, Scott settled back in his chair, fingers interlaced, "Well what are we here for today? Just a follow up?” He smiled with a modest shrug, "I'm not sure what I could tell you that I haven't already.”
"Ah, but it's not just you, today, is it, Scott?” the squirrel returned the grin. "You seem to forget that this is our first time speaking with James, here.”
"And I'm happy to help!” James chirped, perhaps too cheerfully compliant.
"Good, then,” the badger leaned in on an elbow. "Because, we'd like to ask what you know about Elliot's relationship with his uncle.”
"His uncle?” James feigned a little recoil at the question, "William?”
And Scott, of course, played along: "Wasn't this about his father, last time?”
"It was,” the badger nodded.
And it was all a bit ironic, really. A week earlier, when the squirrel had come with his gorilla to speak with Scott, and when the questions HAD been about Elliot's father, the fox had believed they were right. He'd pieced it together in from his own experiences -- and from Jeff's -- and had felt so certain that Kris was guilty. Almost as certain as Elliot's mother and the detectives, themselves, in fact!
And, oh, how close he'd been!
Of course, were it even in small part up to him, he would make sure these detectives never knew just how close they'd come that short week ago...or how right they were now...
"So, wait,” Scott held up a paw, "you're telling me...that when her accusations against her husband fell flat, she turned them onto her brother-in-law, instead?” He scoffed and arched a brow, "And yet, still, the department feels this is worth their time?”
"You'd rather us look the other way?” the badger contended...
...and her elderly partner concurred, "Better safe than sorry, don't you think?”
"Well, yeah, but...” James shrugged as he spoke up, "...I don't know what you expect from us. We don't know Elliot's uncle any better than we do his father.”
"Less even,” Scott corrected him...
...and the raccoon elaborated: "Just what little Elliot's told us about him.”
"But even that little bit could be of use,” the graying squirrel persuaded. "Any bit of information, even second paw, could help.”
"Besides,” the badger deftly added: "as I've been told, you may have a...unique perspective on the matter.”
"You mean the fact that I'm gay?” Scott asked.
"I do,” she nodded...
...as her partner turned to address James, "And what about you, Mr. Callaway?”
The raccoon didn't venture an answer directly. And neither did Scott presume to speak for him. Instead, the two teachers turned their gazes from the detectives, and onto one another. And in the silence, they shared a short glance and a shorter nod...before James looked back to the detectives.
"Yes,” he answered, "I am, too.”
And so the badger pressed on: "So are we to assume that you two are...together?”
~
"Not that it matters,” Kristoff growled, "but, yes: they are.”
"But you already knew that,” Billy added. "You knew Aaron and I were together before you even walked through the door.” And, after a pause, he corrected himself, "Before you walked through the door, LAST week, in fact. So why bother asking?”
"Just makin' sure we got our facts straight,” the large gorilla could barely restrain the hostility in his voice...
...but, true to form, his little dachshund partner didn't even try, "And seeing if you'd tell us the truth.”
"Off to a good start, then, yeah?” Aaron meekly and optimistically interjected...
...drawing only a dismissive huff from the small dog.
"Look, I'm gonna' give it to you straight, a'right?” the gorilla leaned in as he spoke. "This doesn't look good for you, Mr. Masters.” He stopped to clarify, "Either of you,” as he motioned to both brothers. "See? Miss Kharski's claims ain't all ya' gotta' worry about.”
And Kris, if only for a moment, was given pause. Kharski. She'd gone back to her maiden name.
"You see,” the dachshund joined in to explain his partner's claims: "Between this questionable home life you have, and the...parenting style...” sarcasm clouded his voice, "that I learned about the last time we spoke, and Elliot's inappropriate sexual tendencies-”
"Wait,” Kristoff stopped him. "Are you taking issue with him being interested in sex at his age, in general?” he asked. "Or just with him being gay?”
"Little o' both?” the gorilla answered for his partner...
...who continued, "The point is: it doesn't add up to the most flattering of pictures for you. Even YOU have to admit, it's more than a little suspicious.”
And once again, Kris snapped, "Suspicious!? You wanna' talk about suspicious?” He leaned forward in his seat, in a burst of anger, "Well then why don't we talk about my wife!?”
And the dachshund scoffed, "Your wife?”
Kristoff had tried to lie to himself.
Again and again these past few days, he had tried. He'd tried to pretend that he hated his brother. But he didn't. He loved Billy, and he always would. He'd tried to tell himself that his only motivation in this -- his only reason to lie to the police and to defend his brother -- was to protect himself. He couldn't lose Elliot, after all. And if they could prove that Billy was guilty, then they could say that Kris had let it happen. And he would lose his son. He'd tried to pretend that THAT was why he was doing this. But it wasn't his only reason. No matter what, he loved his brother...and he didn't want to see him in jail.
He had tried to believe, too, that he was disgusted and appalled with what they'd done. Incest. Statutory rape. Lies. He'd tried to say, to think, and to believe...that he'd been disappointed by his son, and betrayed by his brother.
But he hadn't.
What he felt wasn't disgust. What he'd felt, even at his most violent and angry, was something wholly different. It was a feeling he didn't want to admit to. And one that he hadn't felt in years. After all, for all her faults -- and she had many -- Robyn was at least faithful. And this? He couldn't remember the last time he'd had even had reason to feel...
And now, even here, today...he tried to make excuses for his anger with the detectives. He told himself that he simply hated this dachshund...and that his primate partner was no better. Clearly, he wasn't filled with righteous indignation on Billy's behalf. But just personal distaste, on his own.
But even that wasn't true.
Sure, he hated this stupid little wiener dog. He even found himself dreaming of a time and a place further down their evolutionary ladder, where this little shit wouldn't even DARE and show the balls to bark in the face of a husky, for fear of having his smug little muzzle bitten off!
But when it came right down to it...here...today? This dog and his gorilla had come into Kris's home and threatened his brother. His blood. And he would not let that pass.
"Billy?” he spoke to his brother, but his eyes never left the detectives. "How long has it been, now, since she showed up at our door?”
"Robyn?” the other husky verified. "About a month.”
And Kris explained: "One month ago, she comes knocking to give me an ultimatum. And if you don't believe me, you can ask Elliot, too. He was there to see the whole damn thing.” He leaned back again, arms crossed, "She told me that I could either paw Elliot over to her, right then, or that she'd do everything in her power to take him away from me.”
"So, we gave Elliot the choice,” Billy added. "And he said no.”
"He wanted to stay here with me,” the elder husky continued. "So I turned her away. I protected my son.” And this time he DID look to his brother, "And what happened next?”
"Well first,” Billy answered, "she tried to prove that our apartment was an unhealthy environment for him. Says that it's too small, and tries to get the courts to take him away.”
"So we moved to a bigger apartment,” Kris explained...
...and his brother went on, "Then she suddenly accuses her husband -- Elliot's own father -- of raping him! So you guys come to our home and berate us...you interrogate Elliot and his teachers...”
"...and, yet, you leave empty handed,” Kristoff finished the sentence.
"So, then, not a week later, she turns those same guns on me!” Billy tapped his chest as punctuation. "She couldn't prove the apartment was unhealthy. And she couldn't convince anyone that Toffy was a child molester. So why not try and convince them that I am instead?”
"After all,” his older brother scoffed, "what better target than the gay uncle?”
Stone faced and unphased, though, the dachshund simply asked: "Your point?”
"Our point?” Kris blinked. "Our point is that THAT is 'suspicious'...”
But the little detective only shrugged, "I dunno. Sounds to me like a mother desperate to protect her son from destructive influences and potential abuse.”
"You have got to be kidding me!” Kristoff barked. "You call yourselves detectives, but you don't see anything wrong with this picture??”
"Oh, we see plenty wrong, Mr. Masters,” the gorilla contended...
...and Billy laughed and shook his head, "But they mean with us, of course...not with her.”
"Well, of course they do!” Kris tossed up his paws. "We already learned, last time, that they're too blind to see through their own damn prejudices, to be able to do their jobs!”
At that, the dachshund flashed his snarling teeth, "I'd watch what you say, Mr. Masters!”
And, at once, as if hoping to quickly snuff out the growing fire, a new voice joined the fray...one that had offered but a few words before now, sitting silent amongst the fury and theatrics...
"I think, detectives, what they're trying to ask is just...” Aaron swiftly but timidly posed the question: "...can you at least tell us at what point Robyn's accusations actually lose credibility?”
~
"You need to understand, Mr. Callaway, that that's why we're here,” the female badger answered...
...and the old squirrel to her side explained: "We're trying to find out exactly how credible Miss Kharski's accusations ARE.”
"And that's where we come in, then?” James asked.
"It is,” the squirrel nodded...
...and his partner moved along: "We spoke to a few of your students today. Michael Taylor, Brandon Sutela, and...Viri...Viri...”
"Viri Virranhukka,” the older detective assisted her.
"Viri?” Scott asked. "The foreign exchange student?”
"Yes,” the badger nodded. "And we've come across some interesting rumors. Elliot Masters' boyfriend -- the one whom neither Elliot, his father, nor you would name last week -- is a tiger by the name of Hunter Thurman.”
"We've also been told,” the squirrel added, "that it's common knowledge that the two of them, along with Michael, himself, are sexually active.”
The badger went on: "And we've heard of-”
"...but have not seen...” her partner interjected.
"...pictures of Taylor and Thurman caught in the act.”
"Ah!” Scott seemed surprised. "So you know of the pictures, then.”
"As do you?” the squirrel asked...
...and James nodded, "We've actually seen them.”
"Well,” the badger continued, "all of this would paint a very disturbing picture for some: this fourteen-year-old boy is already sexually active. Involved with a tiger and a hyena who, themselves, are prone to such risky public stunts. All three of them so forward with it, that the entire school seems to know,” she counted off on her fingers as she went. "And all of this, amidst accusations of sexual misconduct by both the boy's father and uncle...”
And her elder partner took over, "But to hear the students talk -- and not just Michael, either -- this sort of behavior is normal.” He tilted his head, "It's not isolated or unique to Elliot and his friends. And, if the students we've spoken to are to be believed, most of them, in fact, are active to some degree.”
"Would you say that's true?” the badger asked of the two teachers...
...and again, James nodded, "I would. Yeah.”
"As I said last time,” his vulpine lover explained, "our students try their best to be secretive about it...”
"...but there's no question that it happens,” James finished his sentence, as the two had been growing more and more prone to do, as of late.
"Did it happen for you?” the squirrel probed.
"When we were teenagers?” James clarified...
...and Scott answered: "It did.”
"More for me, than for him, of course,” the raccoon smirked proudly at his claim.
"Now, now. Let's not compete in front of the detectives,” Scott looked to his 'coon with a condescending little smile of his own. "We wouldn't want an audience to witness your stunning defeat, honey.”
The squirrel shook his head with a laugh, and his muzzle split as if he were about to speak...
...but his younger partner beat him to it, "Would you say it's more common among homosexuals?”
"Promiscuity in high school?” Scott asked and shook his head. "No. I'd actually say it's less.”
"We, uhm...” James sought to explain, "...and Elliot and his friends for that matter? We're the lucky ones.”
"How so?” the squirrel asked.
"Well...just think about it,” he suggested, "It's already hard enough for a straight guy to...” he paused with a grin, "...well, to get laid, right?”
And the squirrel grinned back, "It can be.”
"But, see? You've got it easy! Especially in high school,” James went on. "Ninety percent of the student body is straight. I mean, some of them might change their minds later, but for right now? They're straight. And that remaining ten percent? Most of them are closeted and terrified.”
"Too frightened,” Scott agreed, "no matter how much they may want sex, to risk outing themselves to find it.”
"I mean: who would you ask?” James proposed. "Who could you approach? Who could you trust to not out you to the whole school? Or more important...”
"...to not hurt you,” Scott concluded.
"And you know?” James snapped his fingers. "I think that might be the problem you're running into here. It's why this all seems so bizarre to you.” He leaned in over the table as he set forth: "Sex really IS pretty common among kids Elliot's age. And if it seems odd to you: the idea of a fourteen-year-old boy already having sex -- especially gay sex? If that's something you're not used to seeing?” He shrugged, "Well, it's not because Elliot's weird, or messed up.”
"It's because he's fortunate,” Scott punctuated...
...and the squirrel furrowed his brow, "It seems like everybody we've talked to about this seems to agree...”
"Except for Mr. Sutela,” the badger interjected.
"...that him being gay and active, apparently, isn't proof of anything.”
"Well then...” James arched an eyebrow, "...and I don't mean to sound confrontational, but...instead of this, why aren't you going after the boys who took those pictures of Mic and Hunter?” he asked. "I mean: those two kids are being put through hell over this.”
The squirrel paused at that, humming in thought, "Hmmm. Let me see if I can...” he scratched his chin for a moment before asking: "You two know we aren't just normal detectives, right? That we're...specialized.”
"We do,” Scott answered...
...and the squirrel went on, "And you also know where it is we live and work. This isn't a large county...and it should come as no surprise that we haven't the population nor the funds to warrant every city having their own...” he paused before repeating the euphemism: "...specialized detectives.”
"So you don't just serve Sibirskaia, then,” James concluded.
"Exactly,” the badger nodded. "We serve the whole county. And not only do we have this case with the Masters family, but we've also just had another case land on our desk, from a town over, involving a wolf that...” she drew in a shaking breath, "...well let's just say that even if both Kristoff AND William are guilty...that case would STILL make this whole situation look like a Saturday morning cartoon.”
And James felt a wave of numbness ripple through his body. A wolf?
Until now, he'd put no more thought to this conversation than what he'd displayed aloud. It was what it was. Stand up for the husky. Defend the students and their promiscuity. And try not to seem too intrigued by the undisclosed specifics of the crime at paw...
But this one bit of information? An apparently brutal case involving a wolf? That couldn't be...
No. Anything but him.
"Basically,” the squirrel continued, rousing James from his thoughts, "we don't have time to prosecute a bunch of teenagers for sending and receiving some illicit texts.” And on that note, the squirrel leaned in, a finger on the table, "And you also need to understand that's exactly what we'd HAVE to do. It wouldn't just be an issue of going after the photographer. Everyone who shared those pictures would be in trouble.”
"And unfortunately,” the badger added, "so would Mr. Taylor and Mr. Thurman, for public indecency.”
"And sure:” the squirrel shrugged, "we could take the time to track the pictures back to their source and find out who took them. We could round up and press charges against each and every individual who -- frankly -- disseminated child pornography. And we could further humiliate Michael and Hunter by dragging this through the courts and the media.”
"But we have far more pressing matters than to investigate some high school prank...” the badger concluded...
...and her partner tacked on: "...or to punish a couple of kids for youthful indiscretion.”
Scott's eyes widened, "That's...admirable, actually. It's quite similar to why we didn't seek any disciplinary measures against the students who we knew had received the pictures.”
But James pressed on with his argument, nonetheless, "You misunderstood my point, though. I wasn't saying that you SHOULD round up and prosecute the whole student body. I was just saying...” he paused and held up his palms, "...and again, I don't mean to be confrontational. But I was just making a comparison. Because, see: it seems to me that these pictures are actually LESS of a waste of your time...than chasing Miss Masters' accusations.”
And, yet again, Scott finished the thought for his lover: "Because at least you know that SOMETHING is happening, here. Unlike with the Masters case, at least you have some actual evidence to work with, instead of just a few unfounded accusations...”
And in the short moments of silence that followed, James's eyes and the path of his muzzle shifted, aiming demonstratively at the manila folder lying before the squirrel, and then pointedly back to the elder detective's face...
"...unless, of course,” James posed, "you DO have some sort of evidence against Will.”
~
"Ya' ask like ya' don't know,” the gorilla narrowed his eyes at the huskies and their rabbit. "We know yer lawyers already told ya' about the evidence, Mr. Masters.”
"They did,” Toffy agreed. "But they didn't tell me what it was.”
"That's because we didn't tell THEM,” the dachshund explained. "We're not at a stage in our investigation, yet, where we feel it's best to release that sort of information.”
"And you know...” William mused, "I have a theory about that.”
The husky's head rose from where it had hung, staring at his feet. He looked across his living room and his coffee table, at the detectives sitting in his chairs. And he found all eight eyes of the room upon him: Toffy's, Aaron's, and his accusers'.
Yet he was unshaken. He was confident.
"You've got nothing,” he declared. "You're just trying to scare us.”
But the dachshund shot back to ague: "Oh, I assure you, we-”
"Sorry. Sorry,” Will cut him short. "Of course you have SOMETHING. But you're not telling us WHAT you have, because you want us to believe that it's a LOT worse than it really is, right? Because if one of us really HAS done something, and we believe that you have proof, then we'll be more likely to buckle, slip up, or confess. Am I right?”
The husky was met with only silence. And he smirked. He'd stumped them; they couldn't conjure a response...
"See?” William continued, "If you had irrefutable proof of ANYONE doing something to Elliot -- be it me, Toffy, a teacher, a coach, or a guy down the street -- you'd already have that person in cuffs in front of a judge!” He shook his head, with a fearless smile, "So no. What you've got is something sketchy and suspicious, at best...and, also, ultimately meaningless. But you're hoping you can leverage it against us, anyway. Isn't that right?”
"No,” the gorilla replied...
...and Toffy repeated: "No?”
"No, we have something very real,” the Dachshund explained. "Something very irrefutable. We know something happened to Elliot, and we know that beyond a shadow of a doubt.”
Barely above a murmur, it was Aaron who surmised: "You just don't have a name.”
And Toffy sunk, slumping in his seat, as if the news had struck him. News which Will knew was of no real surprise. News they had expected. But nonetheless, his brother fell limp...
"That's...that's why I was the first one accused.” The elder husky's eyes shook, his jaw opened and closed, as if, again and again, failing to speak. And when finally it did, only a whimper and a name slipped forth: "Elliot...”
And William marveled at his brother's acting.
This was no surprise. None of it. They had known for days now that this evidence was real. And they had known that it was most likely vague. They had even inferred that this was why Toffy had been accused first. And why the accusations against Will could stand. Because someone had molested Elliot...and the detectives' only question was who.
They knew this. They knew it all. But nonetheless, here sat Toffy, shocked, staggered, and pained...as if he had only just gleaned these facts. And more over: as if he had only just seen the truth beneath them.
That Elliot really HAD been molested.
But even that much, Toffy already knew. William, himself, had told him. But if the younger husky hadn't known that first paw...if he was watching this from the outside, in? Even HE would have been fooled by his brother's performance.
And he could only wonder how much truth lie behind those shaking eyes. How much of this was simply the lie and the act...and how much of it drew directly upon those all-too-real emotions which had flooded Toffy only two days before.
But these were questions for another day. For now, they were on their stage...and Will, too, had his role to play...
"So you KNOW something happened to his son!?” the younger husky exploded at the detectives in his living room. "You know, but you didn't inform him!? You didn't warn him! You didn't say anything to ANY of us about this evidence, so we could protect my nephew -- so he could protect his son! Instead, you just help his wife to use this as a weapon!?”
And Toffy joined in with a dark laugh, "You know? That doesn't surprise me coming from Robyn. Of course SHE wouldn't think to help her own son -- to help him to cope and heal, or to protect him -- not when she could use it for her own ends. But now you!?” he snapped. "Isn't protecting kids your fucking JOB!?”
"We're tryin' to protect 'im!” the gorilla argued...
...and his partner added: "...from you.”
"We didn't do this!!” William screamed.
"And so what if you didn't!?” the little dachshund barked. "You think that makes you innocent?”
And the room sat stunned. Toffy recoiled, and even his shaking eyes grew still. Will drew in and held a breath, completely at a loss for how to respond. And Aaron...
...only Aaron, after a moment, was able to ask: "What are you trying to say? I mean...isn't that exactly what it would mean?”
The dachshund looked, first, to the rabbit, "Not even close,” before turning his eyes back onto the huskies. "I know that one of you did this. I can smell the fear on you. I can see it in your eyes, and I could see it in Elliot's last week. You're hiding something. All of you. And it's no secret what.” He offered a long, exaggerated shrug, "But even if I'm wrong...even if, as you said, a teacher or someone down the street ends up in front of a judge over this...” he looked Toffy directly in the eye, "you, Kristoff, are every bit as guilty as them.”
And, again, the older husky recoiled, "What?”
"Well it happened under your watch, didn't it? Whether it was your brother or a complete stranger...it doesn't matter.” The little dog pointed a finger at the husky, "You're his father, and it's your job to protect him.”
"You think I don't know that!?” Toffy lurched forward in a rage, and William watched as tears collected in his eyes. "You think I feel like the hero, here? But that is MY cross to bear! It is none of your business, OR the court's!”
"Oh, but I think it is, Mr. Masters,” the dachshund flashed a dark grin. "Because we're not talking about a simple oversight here. We're talking about parental negligence. We're talking about you willfully -- and with blatant disregard for your son's well being -- putting him in the dangerous situation that let this happen.”
"How DARE you-!?” Toffy howled...
...and the smaller dog barked back: "You think we're just going to overlook your stance on your son's sex life!? The fact that you allow him this astonishing level of free reign at such a young age?” He leant in as he lowered his voice to a growl, "With that in mind, you expect us to believe that you would have ANY safeguards in place to protect him from predators?”
Toffy was about to lose it. He would be on his feet at any moment. And Will knew that it would be barely a step past that...before his brother's anger would land him in cuffs.
So before it could escalate, William stepped in: "There is a great difference between allowing the boy privacy and freedom with his boyfriend...and putting him at the mercy of a pedophile.”
But the dachshund just scoffed as he retorted: "Funny how they seem to go paw-in-paw for your brother though, isn't it? After all, he's none-too-shy to leave the boy alone with homosexuals, as it is. Lest we forget you and your rabbit here.” And he looked back to Toffy, "...or Stephen.”
"Unbelievable!” the elder husky bayed. "She's even got the COPS hounding me about Stephen now?”
"Well it's a similar situation, isn't it?” the dachshund contended...
...and Toffy sarcastically agreed: "Yes. Very! It's another example of a guy who Robyn accused of being a threat to my son, even though he never was.”
Finally, the gorilla spoke up again: "And how can ya' be so sure?”
"Because 'gay' and 'pedophile' aren't synonyms!” the husky argued...
...but the dachshund, of course, only heard one word. "So he WAS gay, then, like you and your brother?”
"You know?” Toffy answered, "I never bothered to ask.”
And the gorilla clarified: "But ya' DID sleep with 'im?”
~
"I don't know why our sex life is so important,” Hunter hissed.
"It's not, necessarily,” the squirrel answered him...
...but the tiger sat resistant. His brows were folded low, and his arms lay crossed. It felt as if this little conference room were closing in on him. And he hated it. He hated the squirrel and the badger opposite him, and he would rather be anywhere but here, as his eyes wandered about the room: to its windowless interior walls, to its decorations and its door, to its table and chairs...and to the manila folder lying inches before the old, graying squirrel...
And he watched as that squirrel drew the folder closer still, as if uneasy with the cat's eyes falling upon it. "That's just the only thing about you two that anyone's been able to tell us, today.”
And the badger, in her bogus coo of a voice, concurred: "We're not accusing you of doing anything wrong, boys. Neither of you.”
"And no matter what you tell us,” the elder detective offered an admittedly honest smile, "it's not like your relationship could get much more public than it already is.”
"How much do you know?” Elliot asked...
...and the squirrel answered: "We know about the park and the pictures. We know about Mic.”
"And we know,” his partner added, "despite your teachers' and family's best efforts to protect Hunter from being named...” she paused, as if to soften the blow, "...that the two of you are boyfriends.”
Hunter, though, just huffed and glared, "Sounds like you already know plenty, then. So what's left to ask?” He flicked his muzzle at the door, "Can we go?”
"Hunter...” his husky tried gently to calm him...
...but the squirrel just smiled and shook his head, "No. It's okay Elliot. We understand his apprehension.” And he turned his eyes on the cat, "But we're just trying to get to know you a little better, that's all.”
"Well,” Elliot asked, "what else would you like to know?”
And it was the badger who answered, with a shrug, "How you met. Who came on to who. How long you waited before the first time you...” she trailed off and paused.
"Fucked!?” Hunter finished her sentence with a shout. "The first time we fucked!?”
"Hunter,” his boyfriend, now, spoke up more firmly. "Stop.”
"No!” he roared. "This isn't any of their damned business, Elliot! What we do when we're alone doesn't concern them! In fact, it doesn't concern anyone else, at all, unless we decide it does.”
The squirrel, too, tried to calm him, "Hunter, we just...”
"What!?” he finally uncrossed his arms to throw them in the air. "You wanna' know who pitches and who catches? Our favorite positions? Whether or not cock was an acquired taste, or if we liked it right off the bat? Or, oh!” he snapped his fingers. "Measurements, maybe? I have a ruler, in my bag, if-”
"Hunter!” finally, Elliot snapped. "That's enough.”
And so Hunter turned his hissing on the dog, "Why are you putting up with this, Elliot?”
"Because they haven't done anything wrong, so far, and being hostile doesn't help the situation!” The husky pointed at the detectives across the table, "These two, Hunter? THEY're nice. You should've seen the wiener dog I had to deal with last time.”
"Nice?” Hunter just rolled his eyes, before turning to look at the detectives. "So what? I'm supposed to think you two are on our side?”
"Of course we are, Hunter,” the squirrel answered. "You two aren't the criminals here...”
And his partner added, "William is.”
And in that instant, Hunter's fury washed away. Not because of what the detectives had said, but because of a single and simple sight that the tiger caught from the corner of his eye. Elliot -- so violently it drew forth a cough -- reeling back in his seat.
Good.
Now, the tiger wasn't fighting this alone.
"Wait!” his canine lover yelped. "You actually believe that?”
~
"Why wouldn't we?” the gorilla asked. "Not like it don't fit yer boyfriend's history.”
"What??” Aaron shook his head in bewilderment. "William has never hurt anyone!”
"No,” the larger detective shrugged. "But he's got a history o' thinkin' with his dick, don't he?”
And Aaron could only blink, "What?”
The smaller dog raised an eyebrow as he answered for them both: "You don't think you're the only ones we've spoken to, do you?”
"We know how he lost 'is job,” the gorilla explained...
...but Aaron contended: "That's an entirely different situation.”
"Is it?” the gorilla asked...
...and his partner pressed on: "So the information we have is wrong then? His firm didn't let him go when they found out he was gay?”
"When they...” Aaron stopped and sat straighter, "...wait. What?”
That wasn't right.
Fired for being gay? No. Will got fired because he broke the firm's fraternization rules. Not because he was gay, right? Right? That's what Aaron had been told, anyway. The day he'd decided to move in with Will, he'd told him that...that...
Was he lying? Did he not want Aaron to know what had really happened?
If so, then...then this was all Aaron's fault! And he'd felt responsible, already, but...but now? It wasn't just that he'd flirted with his agent, or dragged him into an improper relationship, anymore. No; he was the reason that Will had finally accepted he was gay, and...and that had gotten him fired!? And now...what about Aaron, himself? Was he really stuck being represented by a company run by bigots? And...
Oh. Well, this was why Will hadn't told him, wasn't it? He didn't want him blaming himself. And he didn't want him to know the horrible situation he stuck was in, when...when, in this area, he didn't have anywhere else to turn.
So, it was true...
And as Aaron deflated in his seat, William shot to his own defense: "That has nothing to do with my DICK, detectives.” He motioned to himself and his rabbit, "Maybe if Aaron and I had been caught fucking on the fax machine, it would, but we weren't. This was me being optimistic and ignorant. It was me making the mistake of letting my relationship be public knowledge at work, and assuming that the firm wasn't run by homophobes!” And he chuckled, "You're saying that this was me being dumb? Thinking with my dick? Well I was definitely being dumb...but what I made the mistake of thinking with was my heart.”
"Well, don't worry,” the dachshund just grinned. "We'll be speaking with Mr. Anoa'i and Mr. Castagnoli as well. So we can find out what they have to say about your...self control.”
"My old bosses??” Will nearly yelped. "You're gonna' spread this bullshit around the firm, too!?”
And that was enough to draw Aaron back to reality, "No! Detectives...you can't do that.”
"Is 'at right?” the gorilla asked.
"You're gonna' ruin his career!” Aaron screamed. "If rumors like this start getting around...then he...” he stammered to explain. "The firms talk amongst one another! If this accusation becomes public knowledge, he may never be able to work for a publishing firm, in this state, again!”
The gorilla, though, just shrugged, "We gotta' cover our bases, Mr. Jones.”
"It's our responsibility,” his partner explained, "to interview anyone and everyone who could have information on the subject. Employers, friends, neighbors...”
"We already spoke to yer brother earlier today,” the primate added...
...and the dachshund went on, "And our partners are at the high school, at this very moment, speaking with Elliot, his teachers, his classmates, and...”
~
"Hunter?” the squirrel began cautiously, "...you should know: despite how hard everyone tried to protect your identity, we would have ended up talking to you, anyway.”
"No surprise,” the tiger shrugged. "You've talked to Mic and Brandon, so why not me?”
"Well, yes, there's that,” the female detective acknowledged hesitantly. "But there's also this,” she motioned at her partner, with a beckoning flick of her paw. And as he finally flipped open that manila folder, she continued: "You see, we would have spoken with you, already -- last week, in fact -- but we didn't know your name, yet. All we had was the plain text that Miss Kharski was able to pull from Elliot's phone.”
And for a moment, Elliot was stalled. Halted, as two thoughts bottle necked in his mind...each battling to be the one to find passage on his lips. The first was the realization that his mother had gone back to using her maiden name. Kharski. And the second was...
"From...” his breath caught in his throat, "...from my phone?”
Silently, the old squirrel retrieved two pages from his folder, and pawed them over to the badger...
...as she continued: "And, though Miss Kharski was more than certain that this was the boy -- the tiger -- with whom her son had been left alone a few weeks back...we still didn't know exactly who,” she stopped to read from the paper, "this 'AllHallows' was.”
AllHallows. Elliot could have sworn, in that instant, he felt his heart stop. AllHallows. So named for striped fur: orange and black. For the colors of Halloween. It was the name he'd given Hunter on his phone. The name he chose to protect his tiger's identity.
"And,” she explained, "it took us a while to get the court order together, so we could pull the full records. But in time, we did. A number...and a name...”
With that, she gently slid the papers across the table, where they settled before the two boys. Elliot's head tilted with his gaze...and from the corner of his eye, he saw Hunter's do the same.
And on she went: "I'm sure your father told you we had evidence, Elliot. And I'm sure you wondered what it was.” Her finger tapped he page, before she withdrew, "Well this is it.”
The better part of two months ago, Hunter had learned about Elliot and Will. It was the spark of their first fight. It was a short one, and it paled in comparison to their latest. But it had been an ordeal, nonetheless.
They had made up, of course. They had put it behind them. But it wasn't as simple as flipping a switch. It was a process. It took work. And here, staring up at the boys from these pages, was but one small step of that recovery...
...and one that before today...Elliot had barely given a second thought.
AllHallows
Ok I have to know. If Im gonna be ok with this I need to know more
[Received: Sep 25, 10:01pm]
Me
(Sorry for the delay) about what?
[Sent: Sep 25, 10:46pm]
AllHallows
You know what
[Received: Sep 25, 10:48pm]
Me
Oh :-S well what do you wanna know?
[Sent: Sep 25, 10:50pm]
AllHallows
Everything. How did he taste like? What did it look lik? How did it feel? Was it wierd bein with someone so much older then you?
[Received: Sep 25, 10:52pm]
AllHallows
Oh! And was it scarey thinkin you and him might get caught? Anything you wanna tell really
[Received: Sep 25, 10:52pm]
Me
Well...hes a husky, right? So he looks and tastes and feels pretty much like me. Just bigger
[Sent: Sep 25, 10:53pm]
AllHallows
Cause hes like twice your age? :-P
[Received: Sep 25, 10:53pm]
Me
Yeah
[Sent: Sep 25, 10:53pm]
Me
And yeah...it was weird. But it was also cool. He has so much more experience then me. Taught me a lot
[Sent: Sep 25, 10:55pm]
Me
Also...I bet it was a lot scarier for him than for me! XD
[Sent: Sep 25, 10:55pm]
AllHallows
Well yeah it should be! He could get in a lot of trouble!
[Received: Sep 25, 10:58pm]
Me
Especialy if my mom found out!
[Sent: Sep 25, 11:00pm]
AllHallows
Well I wont tell
[Received: Sep 25, 11:00pm]
AllHallows
Is it weird that Im startin to find this hot btw?
[Received: Sep 25, 11:05pm]
Me
Thnx. And much better than you being angry at least! :)
[Sent: Sep 25, 11:10pm]
AllHallows
True
[Received: Sep 25, 11:11pm]
Me
So...finding it hot? Maybe youd wanna save this conversation for facetoface then?
[Sent: Sep 25, 11:15pm]
AllHallows
Maybe I would. ;)
[Received: Sep 25, 11:16pm]

Hunter was the first to finish...to lean away, with his forehead in his paw. And no sooner had Elliot followed suit, pushing the paper aside...
...than, gently, the squirrel spoke, again. "We know something happened, Elliot. We know it was with a husky.”
"An older husky,” the badger added.
"The only thing we don't know is whether it was your father or your uncle.” With a comforting smile, the old, graying detective leaned in on his elbows, "But you don't have to be scared, Elliot; you're not in trouble. You...you're a victim here, kiddo. You didn't do anything wrong.”
"You can talk to us,” his partner assured the boy. "You can tell us what happened, and we'll protect you.”
"This is our job, after all.” With a beat, though, the squirrel corrected himself: "YOU'RE our job.”
Elliot's body tensed and his breaths weakened.
What could he do? What could he say? How could he dispute this kind of evidence? They'd seen it. They'd read it. He couldn't pretend it wasn't him. He couldn't pretend nothing had happened. It was right there, plain as day: him admitting, out right, to having sex with an older husky! There was nothing he could do. Nothing...
Or was there?
Maybe he could claim that they'd just misunderstood the messages. They'd taken them out of context. It wasn't really about sex! It was about something entirely different. And they'd just...no. No. There was no point to that. There was clearly nothing tame about those messages. There was no denying they were about sex.
But no! Because they didn't have to be about real sex, did they? It could just be a picture, right? Hunter was just asking about some pic Elliot had seen of an older husky. That's why he asked what it looked like, and what...damn-it. No. You can't taste a picture. Or feel it. And what about the older husky's 'experience', or how much Elliot claimed he had been...'taught'?
So then maybe he could just say it was another student! A senior! And when it came to that the one message about him being twice Elliot's age? That was just an exaggeration! A joke!
But...but then why would he have to worry about being in trouble?
"No matter what,” the squirrel pressed on, "everything will be okay.”
And all at once, Elliot's ears perked, and his breath returned.
He had it! He knew what to say.
"You're wrong,” Elliot sat straight as he looked the old squirrel dead in the eye...
....and the detective ventured to argue: "Elliot-”
"No!” but the boy cut him short. "You're wrong. This wasn't about Will or my dad,” he pushed the papers even farther across the table, back to the detectives. "We live in Sibirskaia! Do you have any idea how many huskies live in this town? Not just the Masters and the Kharskis, either. But what about that super rich family with their big gated mansion up on the hill? The Sivirskiis?”
And Hunter joined in immediately, "Or the Chukshas...the Sibes...”
"And don't forget about the Laikas!” Elliot turned to his tiger to ask: "Wasn't it one of them who was with Brandon and his friends, the other night...”
"...at the park!” Hunter finished the sentence with a roll of his eyes. "Yes. Yes it was.”
And his husky turned back to the detectives, "Just because this says I did something with an older husky does NOT mean that it was with my father or my uncle.”
So the badger asked, skeptically, "Well if it wasn't them, then who?”
"Someone whose name I'm not about to give you! I haven't even told HUNTER their name!” he claimed, hoping to stop them from grilling his cat on the subject, too. "They did nothing wrong, and I'm not letting you drag them off to jail.”
"Elliot...” the badger softly began...
...but the boy gave her no room to finish, "No. You said it yourself. I didn't do anything wrong, and I'm not in trouble, right?” He paused, allowing them the barest of moments to argue, and then moved right along when they didn't, "So you can't force me to say anything.”
The squirrel's muzzle contorted in a sad and honest frown. "Elliot, this husky...whoever he is,” clearly, he said this only to humor the boy, "he isn't your friend. He doesn't care about you, and he doesn't deserve your protection. He's used you. I know he has you convinced otherwise, but he isn't the victim here. You are.”
"You know? I DO feel victimized!” Elliot snapped. "By you. By my mother. By her lawyers. By everyone who's doing everything they can to take me away from my father. But by this husky?” he pointed at the papers. "Not at all.”
"We're not just going to let this go, Elliot,” the badger vowed, without even a hint of her partner's heartache or sympathy. "This dog is a predator, and he needs to be taken in before anyone else gets hurt.”
"He's never hurt a soul!” the dog maintained...
...and the squirrel tried once more: "Elliot, please.”
"No. You're not getting anything else from me. We're done.” The boy pushed back his chair and stood, "If you wanna' talk to me again, it'll be through my father's lawyers.”
And he turned and marched from the table, with only three more words, as he heard his lover's chair move behind him...
"Let's go, Hunter.”
~
In the parking lot of a modest little coffee shop, sat a plain black car. In that car sat a little dog -- black and brown fur, wrapped in a gray suit -- watching the doors, and waiting for someone to step out. And in that little dog's paw lay a phone pressed to his ear...
"So he pulled the lawyer card on you, huh?” the dachshund repeated. "Yeah, they did the same thing to me, in the end.”
The voice on the other end wondered if the dog had made any headway, first...
"No. I couldn't get anything out of them. I mean, I know something's up. Kristoff definitely lets Elliot have too much freedom, and lets him be alone with WAY too many gay guys.” He sighed and shook his head, "And I would bet my pension that Will's the one Elliot was talking about in those texts. But no one slipped up. Even the doctor defended them.”
At once, as a gorilla stepped through coffee shop door, the dog sat straighter...
...and he asked, "So, what about you, Jayne?”
And on the other side of town, a badger padded through the parking lot of a school. Her phone, too, was at her ear...and an old squirrel was on her heels.
"Nothing concrete,” she answered. "Pretty much the same as you.” She fished her keys from her pocket, to tap her keyless entry button. "Everyone defended his promiscuity, and his relationships, and swore how normal and well adjusted he was. Students and teachers alike.” But she paused beside her car as she opened the door, "And then, when I showed him the evidence, he stood up for his father and uncle. Said that it was someone else, and that he won't be telling us who.”
As she watched the graying squirrel pass her by and slip into the car...the dog on the other end of the line spoke of how he suspected the boy was simply protecting his father or his uncle...
...and then asked if the badger felt the same.
"Without a doubt,” she nodded as if he could see.
And then she, too, took her seat in the car. But before she buckled and turned the ignition, or even closed the door behind her...
"Oh and Chris? One more thing. We also spoke to Brandon Sutela, today...”




~




And Sibirskaia continues...
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  Sibirskaia: No More Lies Part 5

  No More Lies
No Regrets


(November 16th)
Elliot could have sworn the sound echoed through the apartment:
...the deadbolt locking in place.
The door was closed...the happy voices of the departing couple muffled by the metal and wood. They were gone. And Elliot was finally alone...with him.
This was it. This was the moment he'd been waiting for. The apartment was theirs. The day was theirs. From now 'til hours past dusk, they would be alone. No interruptions. No prying eyes. No expectations but their own.
It was time.
This was the day he would make his move. A bold paw? A bolder kiss? And he would bathe in that beautiful scent he'd only caught the most errant, passing whiffs of before. He would feel the flesh pulsing against his own. Pulsing in his paw. On his tongue. Beneath his tail. He would make dreams become reality, here and now. This day.
Or so he hoped.
Because, for all his bravado, for all his promises to Hunter and Jeff, for all his need and desire...and even for the painful tent growing, right now, in his pants, from nothing more than the echoing click of a deadbolt...could he really do it?
Could he really make a move on his own father?
And could he really hope the elder husky would allow it?
But Aaron and Will were gone -- gone for the day -- and he was alone, this quiet little Saturday, with the most powerful and inescapable object of his affections. With the one he dreamed of. The one whose mere scent set him to drool. The one his every logical thought told him he would never have. And the one who, this very instant, was stepping into view, from the entry way.
His father.
His father stood -- proud and powerful as ever -- black and white fur shamelessly bare on his uncovered chest and stomach...his legs, and the treasure between them, covered only by the thinnest layer of plaid cotton: by his pajamas. But Elliot caught this majestic sight for only the shortest of moments, before he looked away.
He couldn't. He hadn't been able to since that Saturday night one full week ago, now, when his darkest secrets had been laid bare. How could he look his father in the eye, now, knowing what he knew? And so he looked away. He cast his eyes on the living room floor.
But that tent? The painful reminder of his every fantasy and desire? It throbbed and it stung. It would not be dissuaded so easily as his eyes. And in the boldest display the little husky could muster, he did nothing to hide it. He knew his father could see him, there. He knew his tent stood on display. And he did nothing to hide it.
He wanted his father to see. He wanted him to know. To know what the elder husky's mere presence could do to him. And he wanted a response. A reaction. Elliot wanted his father to approach him, and to take that painful tent into his strong, experienced paws. But he would take any reaction he could. Questions. Admonishment. Anything.
Just so long as his father saw it. Just so long as he finally knew.
He could hear the elder husky's paws on the carpet. Hear the muffled thumps of his pads. But the boy couldn't look up, couldn't watch the approach. And he just stood and waited. And in a moment, a paw sat heavily upon his shoulder.
He wanted to pull away. He wanted to escape that touch. It sent shivers down his spine, and set his jaw to quiver. And God knows it wouldn't be the first time, this week, he'd jerked away, surrendering to his nerves.
But this time, he didn't. This time, he stayed. He turned his head, first to his father's feet...then up across his pajamas and to the hidden treasures, beneath...farther still, to his stomach, and to his chest at eye level...and then, at last, to the elder husky's smiling face.
That face. That smile. Those eyes.
Elliot closed his own and leaned heavily against his father's bare fur. And the boy throbbed and stung...
...as that heavenly scent engulfed him.
~
(November 13th)
Three days earlier: Wednesday evening.
Three days before Kristoff and his son would have the apartment to themselves. Two days since the detectives had come and gone. And four after a secret exposed, had changed his life forever...
...Kristoff stepped through the door of his still new apartment. Home from work.
The living room was empty. And for a moment, in comparison to the sounds of the world outside, the whole apartment lay eerie, quiet, and still. No voices, no television, no sound to speak of, at all. That is, until his ears adjusted to the silence, and he could hear the faintest shuffling from the bathroom in the hall.
He sat his things aside. He stretched. And he made his way to that bathroom. His knuckles rapt on the door gently, but as it hadn't been completely shut, it took only that small force to push it open. And before he even saw who was inside, he called out a name in hope:
"Billy?”
And there, in the bathroom, as the door swung wide, stood his brother, surrounded in steam and wearing only his boxers, as he dried his damp face. William stopped, his eyes wide and uneasy, and he draped the towel around his neck.
"Yeah?” he replied, a nervous tremor in his voice...one which he'd had near-constantly since Saturday.
"Are we, uhm...” Kristoff asked as he looked around, "...are we home alone?
"Yeah,” Billy nodded. "Aaron went to pick up dinner for everybody, but he needed a second pair of paws...”
"So he took Elliot?” the elder husky raised an eyebrow...
...but his brother just nodded...
...and so he clarified the question: "Why not you?”
With a shy smile, William motioned at his damp, half naked form, "Not exactly dressed.”
This was good, though. This was what Kris needed. A moment alone with his brother.
"Well...” he began, "I was actually hoping I could get you alone, anyway. Would you mind...” he trailed off as he pointed back toward the living room, silently beckoning Billy to follow him there.
And the younger husky nodded, eagerly. Desperate as of late to keep his older brother happy, he wasn't apt to say no. "Yeah, sure! Just let me-”
"Oh come on, Billy,” Kristoff cut him short, before he could suggest getting dressed. "There's not a soul we know that hasn't seen you in less, already.”
His brother's ears fell back. His eyes drooped. And Kris knew why. The younger husky couldn't bear it: any reminder that Toffy now knew of what he and Elliot had done. And, of course, Kristoff knew very well how it pained his brother. He could see it in his eyes every time the subject was broached... or even referenced. And now too, at the mere implication that Elliot could be included in that category: with those who had seen Will...'in less'.
And as they walked to the living room together, Kristoff couldn't help but pity his little brother. Because, if such a small reference bothered him so much...the conversation they were about to have would be torture.
"So...” William asked as they took their seats, "what do you need?”
"I wanted to talk, away from prying ears...” Kris answered slowly, "...about you and Elliot.”
And, sure enough, the younger canine tensed and shrunk. He wasn't ready for this. But he wouldn't say no. He couldn't. "Oh. Okay. Yeah,” he nodded with a gulp...
...but Kristoff offered him a smile. "Relax. It's nothing like that...” he assured his brother. "We're just gonna' talk. I promise.”
And Billy took in a deep breath, "Well, what do you wanna' know?”
"Details?” the elder dog shrugged. "I mean...I know it was all paws and muzzles. I know you didn't fuck him. And I know it was...what, three times?”
"Four,” William corrected him softly, as he timidly listed off: "on your couch, in my old apartment, in the photo booth...”
"...and in my bed,” Kris added...
...and the younger husky confirmed: "And in your bed.”
And there it was. That feeling, creeping up again. The one which Kristoff had felt, to some degree, ever since his brother's confession, Saturday night...
The feeling he'd tried, again and again, to convince himself was disgust. Disgust over what they'd done. Incest. Statutory rape. And the whole time lying, and doing it all right under his nose.
He tried to tell himself he was disgusted. That this was the feeling gripping his chest.
But it wasn't.
"So, who initiated it?” Kristoff asked, abruptly...
...causing Billy to jolt and stutter before he could answer. "Th-the first time?” he asked, only continuing after his brother nodded. "Hard to say, really. Me, I guess? But I mean, Elliot was...” Billy stopped and stalled with a whimper, "Are you sure you wanna' hear all of this?”
"I'm sure,” the elder canine nodded. "I don't want you to hold anything back. It's...it's important that I know.”
"Well, he was hard,” William explained with a sigh. "He was turned on...by me, by my scent, by us touching-” and he quickly stammered to amend: "In a completely tame way, at that point. But he was aroused, either way. And he wanted it.”
"So he came on to you?” Kris asked.
"No. He just asked to go paw off,” the younger dog admitted, in shame. "But I convinced him to stay. I convinced him it would be more fun if we did it together.”
Kristoff clarified: "You mean pawjobs?”
"No. I just meant watching one another,” Billy contended. But, with a sigh and an averted gaze, he confessed: "Or...no. That's a lie. I wanted to do a lot more than that.” And he took a breath as he looked back at his brother, "But it was Elliot who got bold.”
"So he touched you first?” the elder husky double checked.
"He did,” William nodded. "But of course, I was none too shy to reciprocate.”
And again, that same feeling rose up.
The feeling Kristoff had tried to call disappointment. Disappointment in a son who should have known better. A son who he had raised to be decent and sincere. But who willingly went to bed with his own uncle...and could never bring himself to be honest with the father that loved him.
He tried to tell himself that he was simply disappointed. That this was the feeling rising in his throat.
But it wasn't.
"So, whose idea was it to take the risk with the photo booth?” Kris asked, moving along.
But the younger canine simply shrugged, "Does it really matter, Toffy? Even if it was his idea, completely...as an adult, I still should've stopped him.”
"It matters,” Kristoff assured him. "Please, Billy.”
"Well, again...it was mine, I guess.” Will leaned forward as he explained: "See? He was in a bad mood. He was disappointed in himself for...” he paused, clearly hesitant to say it, but pressed on, nonetheless, "...for not sucking me off well enough, the day before. And I wanted to cheer him up.”
Surprising himself -- nearly so much as he was sure he did his brother -- the elder dog laughed.
"And photo booth sex was the answer?” he asked...
...and William, disarmed by the laughter, flashed a guilty little grin, "What? He said he was turned on by public stuff.”
With a short nod and a pause, Kris took advantage of the temporarily lightened mood to ask: "So, how was he?”
But the younger husky reeled.
He choked and coughed, stammering out little more than grunts, "Uhm...uhh...” and failing to offer even the simplest of answers.
"Billy,” firmly, Kristoff asked again, "how was he?”
Though shaking and unsure, Will answered: "Inexperienced but enthusiastic?” He spoke slowly, his voice barely above a murmur, as if a gentler tone could dull the blow, "Soft. Small. Eager.” And he took a breath and licked his lips, his chest rising and his shoulders rolling as he quietly trailed off: "Light in my arms...quivering...and...”
Kris watched his brother gulp and shiver...and he watched his arms reflexively cover his lap. But it was too late. Before those black and white arms could hide the display, he had already seen it: his little brother's growing bulge...
...swollen by nothing but the memory of his time with Kris's son.
And once more, that damned feeling washed over him.
The feeling Kristoff had desperately hoped was hatred. Hatred for his brother. The brother he had loved and protected. The brother he had been closer to than any friend, and, in ways, even than any woman he'd ever loved.
He tried -- oh how he tried -- to believe that he hated Billy. To believe that this was the feeling clenching his jaw, and setting his heart to race.
But it wasn't. He'd known from the beginning.
It wasn't.
"And,” finally, the elder canine asked, "which one of you wanted to do it in my bed?”
"Now THAT would be him,” William pointed in emphasis. "That part was one hundred percent Elliot.”
And truth be told, Kris wasn't surprised by that at all.
"Do you know why?” he asked.
And his brother's eyes darted away. Suddenly, he was more than simply hesitant to answer. More than unsure. He had answered every question up until now with excruciating honesty. Honesty that Kristoff was certain had tormented and stabbed at the younger dog.
But now? This question? This one stalled him. This one, he couldn't answer.
Luckily, though, Kristoff didn't need him to.
Because the elder dog was quite confident he already knew. That he knew exactly why Elliot had sought out his bed. And THAT was why didn't surprised him, that he had. After all, there were signs. He'd seen them. More and more, since the confession, they'd come to bear...but thinking back, they'd been there all along. He just hadn't known to look.
Of course, there was always the chance he was wrong. He hadn't quite been himself, after all. He was more than a little off balance since he'd learned the truth. Who wouldn't be? And he could easily have been reading everything wrong. Looking for something that wasn't there. Overcompensating for the weeks he'd been so oblivious to other secrets, by now searching for new ones. New ones that might, very well, not exist.
But he had to know. And this was it. This was why he needed to speak with his brother.
Because...
"I think Elliot's attracted to me.”
"Uhm...” Billy froze and blinked, "...say that again?”
"I said: I think that Elliot is attracted to me,” the elder husky looked his brother dead in the eye. "And I think it's why he chose the bed.”
"R-really?” William raised a brow, "Why would you think...?”
"I dunno. The way he's been acting around me, lately?” Kris explained, "He's more nervous than he used to be. Awkward. Stuttery? He avoids eye contact, and I can't even touch him, anymore, without...” He paused for an instant, before leaning in, "I mean, half of the time he tenses up and shies away from even the slightest touch.”
"Maybe he's just uncomfortable, now,” the younger canine suggested: "you know, because of what you found out?”
"Yeah, I thought that, too,” Kristoff conceded. "I tried to put myself into HIS shoes, and to imagine how hard it would've been for me to look either of our parents in the eye, if they had ever found out what me and you did in high school. But, Billy...I only said that he shies away HALF of the time. The other half, though?” He paused and drew in a breath, "He melts! He clings, and nuzzles, and acts like...well like Aaron does with you!”
"So?” Billy just shrugged. "Hasn't he always been like that?”
"Yeah. And that doesn't hurt my case, here, either. See: I didn't say I thought this was a new development. I didn't say that he just STARTED being attracted to me.”
"So...you think he has been for a while, then?”
"Well just think back,” the elder dog recalled. "The night he walked in on us. On me, you, Stan, and Aaron. You remember that, right?”
"I do,” William nodded...
...and Kris went on, "And do you remember the look on his face? Do you remember it being any different than the one on Hunter's?”
But the younger husky just laughed it off, "Well there were three other guys in the room he could have been looking at, Toffy.”
"Okay then...so what about a few days later, when he caught me pawing?” Kristoff asked. "There was no one else there, then.”
"And he was showing interest?” Billy presumed.
"He almost immediately ran away to paw off, too!” the elder dog exclaimed. "And then he was whimpering like a bitch in heat for the rest of the night. And at one point...the way his nostrils were flaring? Billy, he might as well of shoved his nose up the leg of my boxers, for a better sniff!”
William, now, could only rub his neck in silence...
...but Kris pushed on, "Would you like me to count the number of times he's wandered into the bathroom when I was showering, over the years? Or should I talk about his wandering eyes, when I'm in my underwear?” And he paused to remind his brother: "Or maybe I could just repeat the fact that, not two minutes ago, you said that HE was the one who wanted to fool around in my bed.”
"Okay,” the younger husky hung his head in defeat. "I see your point.”
"Yeah. But, see? I don't think you had to,” Kristoff suggested. "I think you already knew.”
At that, Will looked back up, "Wh-what?”
"Billy. Just tell me,” the elder canine looked him in the eye, once again, to ask: "Has Elliot ever told you that he wanted to have sex with me?”
And with a long pause and a breath, William closed his eyes and nodded. "He has.”
He has.
That was it. That was what Kris needed to hear. No; what he wanted to hear. The answer to the question that had brought him here, this very evening, to this couch, and to his brother. It was what he needed to finally make that feeling wash away...
And it did. It rippled across his body -- goose bumps and needles -- as a smile parted his lips. And it was gone. The feeling he'd tried to lie about, again and again. The one he'd told himself was disgust. Hatred. Disappointment. Betrayal.
But it wasn't.
What he'd felt, even at his most violent and angry, was something wholly different. It was a feeling he didn't want to admit. And one that he hadn't felt in years. After all, for all her faults, Robyn was at least faithful. And this? He couldn't even remember the last time he'd had reason to feel...
Jealous.
But he was. He was jealous of what they'd done. He was jealous of this experience they'd had that he hadn't been a part of. Jealous of how close it had made them become, mentally and emotionally. A closeness that HE was supposed to have with his son, not Billy! He was jealous of the act. Jealous of the aftermath. Jealous of their relationship. Jealous...
...because Elliot had chosen Will over him.
But now it was gone. Driven away by two simple words. 'He has.' It was all he needed. All it took. Knowing that Elliot was attracted to him, just as he was to Will. Knowing -- even in such a lewd and carnal way -- that his son still loved him...needed him...wanted him.
And so...perhaps it was time he admitted the truth. Not just to himself, as, on some level, he already had. But aloud, and for someone else's ears. It was time he made it real.
"Billy?” he finally spoke, "What if I told you I wanted it, too?”
~
(November 16th)
Kristoff's head spun.
It spun, inebriated by the cocktail assaulting his senses. Yes. Cocktail; that was the word. An intoxicating mixed elixir...heady and delicious. Of course, this cocktail was no a drink. It was a scent. The rising, warm, mingling scents of both Kris...
...and his son.
It filled not just his nose, but, in time, his every sense. It muted his ears to the television playing before them, clouded his eyes, drove his mouth to water, and set his fur on end. It surrounded him. It cradled him. And it filled his mind with one question, and one alone.
Why?
Why were they still sitting here, on this couch? Why were they watching a movie? Why were they dressed? Why didn't he already have his son in his arms, driving himself deep inside? Gripping. Clawing. Growling. Tongues intertwined, bodies entangled, and flesh aflame. Why?
There was no reason to hold back. No reason to continue this charade. He'd long since shed the comfort of his lies. He'd already admitted to himself exactly what he wanted, and -- a short three days ago -- he'd admitted it to his brother, as well. He'd bared his darkest and most perverse desires, and made them real. So why? Why sit here and keep up the pretense of tame father/son bonding, when he knew he wanted so much more?
It clearly wasn't for Elliot's sake. No. Elliot wanted it just as badly as he did...and he had for far longer. Kris had assumed as much, and Billy had confirmed it. And even now, the boy's scent, mingling with his own, made that clear. The scent...along with the tent his son had so proudly put on display. Elliot wanted this. Elliot wanted HIM.
But his son was no braver than he. The boy certainly knew...knew, just as well as Kristoff did, what was happening here. Because he could smell it, too, couldn't he? And undoubtedly, he had seen his father's even more prominent tent, stretching the plaid cotton of his pajamas. After all, the boy's eyes had never proven shy before...so why should they, today?
So why? Why hadn't Elliot made his move? Only those thin pajamas barred his path. It would be so simple. Perhaps if Kris pulled the boy closer to his side, he would lean down. Perhaps his son's paw would snake in under the elastic waist. Perhaps he would finally feel Elliot's muzzle surrounding his slick, begging flesh.
But no. The little husky was already flush against his side. His head was already in the fur of his father's chest. How much closer could he get? And besides. It wasn't Elliot's job to take that leap, anyway. He was just a boy. He was Kristoff's boy. He was scared, he was uncertain...and he needed his father's guiding paw.
It was time Kris took charge. Time he put an end to this torturous waiting game. He could fish out his own pulsing bone, and show it to the boy. See where it went. He could pull him down and force his son's nose into his balls and retracted sheath. He could bend him over the arm of this couch and-
So why hadn't he? Why couldn't he?
At last, his muzzle lowered. And he used it to gently pry his son's head away from his chest. A simple kiss. He would begin there. Lips to the boy's cheek. Start slow. Break down the barriers. Use it as an excuse to look him in the eye. That should be easy enough, right? A small enough step. And surely, all the prompting they would need.
Gently, he used his nose to pry his son's head from his chest. He leaned in, lips in rout for that white, furry cheek...
But Elliot turned. And in an instant, one pair of shocked, tremoring lips met another. And nearly everything froze. Breaths halted. Bodies tensed. And eyes shot wide and unmoving. But their hearts? A drum roll in their ears, as they stared into one another's eyes. Unblinking. Until both pairs snapped shut...
...and two tongues intertwined.
~
(November 14th)
Two days earlier: Thursday night.
Two days before Elliot and his father would be locked in their first, passionate kiss. Three days since the detectives had come and gone. And five after his darkest secret had been uncovered...
...Elliot lay nude, as his recently spent and still sticky sheath was lightly caressed by an orange furred paw. The paw of his boyfriend: Hunter Thurman.
"Really?” his tiger asked. "That often?”
"More!” Elliot answered. "It's not just every day. It's...it's like every time he looks at me, now, nothing else is on my mind!”
"I had no idea you were into your dad, that much.”
"Well, I'm not! Or...or I wasn't.” The husky took a breath, and tried to explain: "I mean, sure. I thought about it. I would see him in the shower, or catch a whiff when he walked by in his boxers and...” he shivered and his sheath stirred beneath his lover's paw. "But it was only here and there. He was just one of a million different guys going through my head. But now...”
"So what changed?” Hunter asked, his caressing uninterrupted.
"He did! Or...or I did?” Elliot shook his head. "I dunno...maybe both of us.”
"Meaning...?”
"Well, it started when I found out about him and Will, you know? I didn't just find that out my dad was bisexual, but that he was okay with incest, too! And suddenly, it wasn't just a fantasy. He wasn't just eye and nose candy-”
"Nose candy?” the tiger cut him off with a laugh.
"Shut up! You know what I mean,” Elliot barked playfully, and moved along. "He wasn't impossible anymore. There was a chance, now, no matter how slim...and it wasn't just something I could brush aside anymore.” He took a breath, "And that's how HE changed. But then...”
"Then...you changed?” Hunter repeated.
"In his eyes, yeah,” the husky answered. "Because that's when he found out about ME and Will.”
Hunter simply tilted his head as he rose up on an elbow, in his bed. Though, still, his other paw never stalled its gentle stroking...
...as Elliot went on: "And now, every time he looks at me, I know he knows! And I wonder if he's picturing it. I mean: he's seen me nude, and he's seen Will nude. And he knows!” The dog barely seemed to breathe, amidst his fevered rant, "So I think: is he imagining it, right now? Am I nude in his mind, sucking his brother's dick? And how does that make him feel? Is he angry, or disappointed, or disgusted, or is he...” he stalled and stuttered. "I mean: he's bisexual, right? And he's done stuff with Will, himself! So, is it really that big of a stretch to think that he might be...enjoying the thought?”
And his tiger finally asked, when given the breadth to speak: "So you think he might want to fool around with you, too?”
"I don't know!” Elliot gripped his face in his paws, in frustration. "But I can't look at him, now...I can't touch him, I can't even be in the same room with him without wondering if...if...” his fingers trailed up, grasping at his headfur, "Without wanting to just...just BURY my head in his crotch and pray that he doesn't push me back!”
But the next words to meet his ears were the last he expected to hear: "You should do it.”
And at once, Elliot jolted, "What!?” rising up onto his elbows in his lover's bed, as far as his spent and tired body could manage...especially with the pain his tiger had left under his tail. 
"You should do it!” Hunter repeated. "Grab hold when he's not expecting it. Lay your head in his lap like a pup, and nuzzle in under his waistband. Hop into the shower with him. Wake him up with your muzzle! Wait naked in his bed!” he listed off, excitedly. "Anything!”
Beneath the tiger's still stroking paw, Elliot's sheath began to swell. Never satisfied. Never tired. And risen quickly to attention by his lover's suggestions.
But while Elliot's cock swelled, his mind was reeling. He'd only thought he was sharing his feelings...not asking permission for anything. "You...you're advocating this?”
"Why not?” Hunter smiled. "I mean, this is gonna' sound mean, but what's the worst that could happen? He already knows about you and Will, right? And if he has a problem with it, if he already thinks less of you for it...this probably won't make that any worse.” And his gentle caressing slowly grew firmer and more deliberate, as he began to coax his husky free of his sheath, "But if you're right? If he WOULD be open to it? You've gotta' find out!”
And, in that instant, the husky didn't care why. He didn't care if it was his mind, logically agreeing with the facts at paw. Didn't care if it was the orange-striped shoulder devil, whispering in his ear. If it was his heart yearning for this to be true. Or just his dick, happy to believe any lie that might support its desires. All he cared was that he did believe. He did agree. And his tiger was right.
But just as quickly, he shook his head to escape those thoughts, at least for now...because...
"That's not what I meant,” he argued. "I meant...YOU, of all people, are supporting this? With how you reacted about Will, I thought...”
"That was different,” Hunter contended. "That was about you keeping a secret from me, and me having to find out like I did, and...” he shrugged, "...and even if I WAS a little weirded out by him being your uncle, that's in past, now. We talked about that, you shared the details, and I got over it. In fact, it...it's kinda' hot now.”
"But-”
"And besides!” the tiger cut him off. "We're in an open relationship, now. It's not like I can say no! Especially since you told me -- the day we started this -- that your dad was like the biggest reason you wanted to.”
Elliot, though, remained unsure. "So...you're really okay with it?”
"Do you care?” Hunter smirked. "If you miss this opportunity, Elliot, you will regret it, forever. Would you really let me stand in the way of that?”
And again, the husky didn't care if it was because of his heart, his mind, his lover's silver tongue, or his already rigid bone, twitching in that experienced, feline paw. But, again, he agreed. He wanted it. He would regret not taking it. And, in the end, he didn't even care what Hunter thought. Though it was nice to have the support.
Again, though, he shook his head, and pulled himself back to reality, "Yeah...but it's not like it matters anyway, right?” He sighed, "I mean: it's all just a fantasy.”
But as Hunter rose up, and slowly slid his head down his lover's form, he argued: "Nothing's impossible.”
And even as that rough tongue tickled his most sensitive flesh, the dog could only ask: "You don't really think it could happen, do you?”
~
(November 16th)
Elliot had done this before.
Other tongues had invaded his muzzle. This was the fifth, in fact. And he knew how they felt. How they tasted. How they slithered in somewhere they didn't belong, but still felt as if they did. How his own wrestled back against them...probing...exploring.
He knew how it felt to lick someone else's teeth. To have someone else's breath fill his cheeks. And it was always the same. No matter the technique or the skill, no matter how rough or slick the tongue...no matter how different...
...it was always the same.
Elliot, too, had felt other fur against his pads. Soft and coarse, short and long. He'd felt other hearts beating against his chest. He'd felt the warmth of another male against him, time and again. He'd been caressed and cradled...held and squeezed...pushed down and lifted up. He'd been at their mercy, and held them at his own.
He'd been touched, and sucked, and fucked. He'd given over every inch of his body to four different lovers, and more times than he'd bothered to count. And this act, no matter the one behind it...was nothing new.
He'd done it all before. And although he'd found that love, in ways, could make all the difference...in other ways, it was always still the same.
Until today.
Here. Now. Elliot's tongue danced across smooth, sharp teeth. Wet flesh slid across wet flesh in the combined space of their mouths. One strong paw held him by his back, and pulled him close. Chest to chest. His own claws dug into fur and flesh. A second paw slipped inside his unzipped pants...
And it touched him for the first time, through the fabric of his underwear. Gently pressing. Exploring. Gripping. And then a button slipped through its cotton eye. Fabric parted. Air rushed around exposed flesh. And the soft, trembling pads of his father's paw grazed his most sensitive skin.
He'd done it all before. This was far from the first paw to delve into the shadows of his pants. And it had always been the same.
But today?
Electricity raced through his body. His toes and tail curled. His every muscle tensed. He drew in a breath and let it out in a whine, as he finally pulled away from that enrapturing kiss. He froze. His hips lurched upward against his father's paw...
...and, at once, the moment fell away. And he melted, held up by nothing but that strong arm. The same arm he'd dreamed for so long of being held within. He was blind. He was numb. And he gave himself over. Every inch, in this moment, belonged to those arms, that paw, and that tongue. He was at the mercy of his father. And he knew, in a way...that his father was at his.
He closed his eyes. He felt his body lowering down, his back upon the couch. He felt the other husky's form looming over him. And he felt the breath on his neck...on his chest...on his stomach...and on his-
And as the warmth surrounded his sensitive, twitching flesh. As that same tongue that had just left his mouth curled around his knot. As his own father sucked him into his muzzle. Elliot howled. He bucked. He arched up into that hungry maw. And his claws pierced his uncle's couch.
He had done this all before. And it had always been the same.
Until today.
~
(November 15th)
Just one day earlier: Friday night.
One day before Elliot would feel himself throbbing inside his father's muzzle. Four days since the detectives had come and gone. And six after the confession that began it all...
...Elliot sat in the still unfinished room of his newest friend. Jeffery Hammond.
"So...what's it like?” the husky asked.
"You know what sex is like,” Jeff answered. "You've done it.”
"No. I mean with Scott.”
"Oh?” The cat smirked and waggled his brows, "Curious about my dad, huh?”
Elliot argued back at first, "No!” only to swiftly avert his eyes, "Or, kind of? But still, no...”
So Jeffery tilted his head, "Curious about...foxes, then?”
And the husky chuckled, "Again, yes! But still, no.” And, finally, he leaned in, lowering his voice as if someone might hear, "I meant: what's it like doing something with your own dad?”
But Jeff just blinked, "I, uhm, I'm not sure what you want me to say...”
"You know. Like, in comparison to-”
"Comparison to who?” the cat laughed. "He's almost the only person I've ever been with. There's not much to compare it to. I mean, sure, I can compare it to James, or to-”
"Okay, okay, I get it,” Elliot stopped him from listing them off. "But...you could still tell me what it's like, right? You know: knowing that the dick in your muzzle belongs to your dad? Looking up at him, while he's inside of you, and knowing that it's your FATHER doing that?”
"Well...not really,” Jeffery rubbed his neck. "I mean: he was my dad second. First he was my master, then he was my boyfriend, and...he was only my dad AFTER all of that.” He shrugged, "I...I guess could tell you what it's like looking across the kitchen table at my dad, and knowing he hasn't always BEEN my dad...” he flashed his friend a confused stare, "...if that helps.”
"Maybe? Yeah. Yeah, that might help,” though unsure at first, the husky nodded, and went on to ask: "I mean, like...is it awkward? When he's just being your dad, does everything feel weird or different because you've also had sex? Like: calling him dad, following his rules, or...” he paused to avoid rambling on. "Just...you know: does the sex mess everything else up for the two of you?”
"No, not really. But, like I said, we were already having sex before we ever-” Jeff, though, stopped mid-sentence to shake head his head and ask: "Wait. Why do you want to know so bad?”
A question Elliot should have known was coming. But one he was completely unprepared for.
"I dunno...I just, uhm...” he stammered as his eyes darted about...
...but the cat jolted, "Oh my god!” sitting up straight before the dog could answer. "Have you and your dad-?”
"No!” Elliot yelped and waved his paws. But, just as quickly, hung his head, "Or...not yet, at least.”
"Oh? Oh!” Jeffery clapped. "Then you're gonna'?”
"Honestly?” the husky smiled a guilty, little grin. "I...I think I might make my move the next time we're alone.”
"Ah!” Jeff nodded. "And you thought I could tell you what to expect.”
"Or tell me anything!” Elliot tossed up his paws in exasperation. "Like...like how I should make my first move, or how to handle it afterwards, or...or...”
And the cat, again, could only laugh, "I really can't help you, Ell. I'm sorry, but like I said: it's completely different with me and Scott. I really have no idea what it's like to...to have your dad become...” and he paused, with a breath, at the thought. "But you gotta' tell me how it goes!”
"If it actually happens,” Elliot scoffed.
"I've decided to be optimistic!”
"Well, could you at least tell me one thing, though?” the husky asked. "I mean: I've only ever been topped by a cat, right? So, uhm...” again, he leaned in with a whisper, "...does it hurt to take a knot?”
~
(November 16th)
Trust.
That was the look. The look in his son's eyes, as Kris laid the boy upon his bed. It wasn't alone, of course. It was clouded behind lust and hovering before nervous disbelief, all swirling about in those glazed blue irises. But it was there. Beyond all else. Trust.
Trust, as Elliot, already nude, watched Kristoff discard his pajamas. Trust as his eyes fell upon his father's marble red shaft. Trust, as the older husky climbed in atop him and kissed him on the mouth. Trust, right to the moment those eyes fluttered closed.
Elliot had always trusted him. Kris knew that. He'd trusted that he would protect him. Trusted that he would guide him. That he would advise him. And love him. He'd trusted that he would be a father.
But as he lifted his son's legs, and felt them wrap around his waist, he knew...
...this was different.
This was trust without expectation. Without hope. Without thought. Without fear. Without any explicit desire, at heart. And as Kristoff's tip lit upon the fur behind his son's balls, together, they shivered. He moved his hips -- the delicate twist -- and his tip slid down. Down between his son's cheeks, and to the hot, waiting pucker, between. And Kris knew.
Trust.
Elliot wasn't trusting this husky not to hurt him. He wasn't trusting him to be gentle. Wasn't trusting that their relationship, tomorrow, would be as it was today. Or trusting in the elder husky's protection.
He didn't trust, this day, in a father's love. He simply trusted.
Trusted Kristoff in this most intimate of moments. In this most intimate of acts.
He had surrendered. And Kris knew. He had felt him give in, at the moment their lips touched on the couch. Felt him surrender in his arms. Felt him relinquish his trust, in its simplest and purest form, not to a father, but to these arms and this mouth...and to the husky holding him down, now, on this bed.
Elliot's legs cinched tighter around the elder husky's waist, and his tailhole opened for the tip probing its ring. He'd given his trust. And Kristoff would take it.
And there, on his bed, he bore in. Drove himself on with lustful abandon, and his son howled in his arms. But the boy didn't ask him to stop. His legs squeezed his father's waist tighter still, his paws and claws gripped fast, and his chin and neck wrapped around the elder dog's shoulder.
He held tight. He braced himself for the ride they both knew he'd wanted for so long.
And Kris gave it to him.
He held the boy in his arms and swung his hips, driving himself into that quivering hole, again and again. Every thrust rocked them there, on the bed...and every time he hilted -- knot slamming against that hole -- his son called out. At first he yelped...but yelps turned to whimpers and whines...and, in time, to moans and whispered swears.
And through it all, Kristoff bayed and growled. Not one lover he'd taken had ever felt so tight. So hot. So small in his arms. So completely and utterly under his control.
So right.
And then he felt the grinding. The desperate press of his son's ass to his knot. With every thrust, his son thrust back. Each time, holding him there just a fraction of a second longer before he could withdraw again.
The boy never said a word. He hadn't. Neither of them had -- save for whispered curses -- since before that first kiss. But his nose touched his father's. And they came eye to eye as they rocked there on the bed.
He didn't say a word. But he wanted it. He wanted his father, knot and all. He wanted to be tied and bred. And who was Kris to deny him that?
It was mere moments, now. Moments, and it would be over. Each and every pounding thrust spread that tiny hole wider and wider. Soon, Kristoff would feel the pop. Soon, he would be inside. He would throb, he would twitch, he would unload his seed deep within his own son. And it would be done.
This fantasy.
This sin.
This perfect day.
In an instant, it would be over. It would pass. But they would look back on it with a smile...and no regrets. And as his knot spread that hole, one last time, he knew. Today had been a day worth remembering.
Pop!
The ring gripped his knot. Constricted. Pulled. Milked. He was inside. Twitching, throbbing, and stream after stream jolted from his shaft, as he filled his son. He felt a warmth spread amidst his stomach fur. Felt the pulsing spurts of his son's climax, too, as it painted his flesh and fur.
And he fell. Still twitching, still locked inside, he fell. Arms entangled, bodies sticky and heavy, they fell and they lay. And here, on this disheveled bed, they were one. One in desire, and need. One in this moment of absent-minded release.
But that moment passed.
And though his knot was -- and would remain for a time -- still trapped within that ring...reality came flooding back. The realities of yesterday...and of tomorrow.
The truth of why he was here. The truth of what was to come.
And Kristoff gripped his son. He closed his eyes. And tears darkened the fur of his cheeks.
But it would be okay. They would make it through. They would overcome. Because they had to. And he knew. He knew, that no matter what tomorrow might bring...tomorrow or the weeks to come...that they would, at least, look back on this day...
...with a smile.
~
(November 15th)
Just one day earlier: Friday night.
One day before Kristoff would breed and tie his son. Four days since the detectives had come and gone. And six after the confession that set it all in motion...
...Kristoff rose to the sound of a door bell.
Elliot was gone. Visiting a friend. The adopted son -- and more -- of two of his teachers. Aaron and Billy had retreated to their room, and to the movie so loud it echoed through the walls. And Kris simply sat before the television, waiting for his son to come home...until he rose.
But the bell? Elliot would never ring the bell.
So who, then, might be on the other side of this door? He turned the deadbolt. Turned the handle, and pulled. And he was met with the gray and aged face of an unfamiliar squirrel.
"Can I help you...?” he asked, from behind narrowed eyes...
...and the squirrel smiled back, "Mr. Masters?”
"Yes.”
"Are you Kristoff, or William?” he wondered, with a tilted head.
"Kris.” The dog raised an eyebrow, "And who are you?”
At that, the squirrel shook his head, "My apologies.” And he offered a paw, "My name is John Richards. I'm a detective with the county's special victim's unit.”
Immediately, as with the flip of a switch, Kristoff was incensed, "I already told your partners I wouldn't be speaking with you anymore!” And he did not shake the offered paw. 
"I know. I know you did,” Detective Richards withdrew his arm. "But please. Please don't close the door.”
And the husky didn't know why. Perhaps it was the look on the squirrel's face. Genuine. Sincere. But, for whatever reason, he didn't close the door. He allowed him speak...
...and speak, John did: "I know you've had issues with Detective Peterson.”
"Not just with him,” Kris scoffed.
"Marrow and Mansfield, too? Can't say I'm surprised,” the squirrel rolled his eyes. "But I promise you, sir, I'm not here to accuse you of anything. I'm not even here to question you.” He took a breath, and looked around nervously, "In fact, officially...I'm not here at all.”
"I don't understand.”
"I'm only here...as a courtesy,” he explained. "For your son.”
And Kristoff tilted his head, "For Elliot?”
"And for you,” John nodded. "May I come in?”
Despite himself, the husky nodded in return and stepped aside, allowing this new detective in to the apartment. After all, he couldn't pretend he wasn't curious. And so, they made their way to the couch and sat before the dim light of the television.
He muted it. And he turned to the squirrel, "So what's this about?”
Clearly, Detective Richards was nervous, but he pressed on, "There is...no easy way to say this, sir. So brace yourself.”
And Kris did just that. Though he took care not to show the sudden fear boiling up behind his eyes. He braced himself...and he waited.
"Mr. Masters, you've lost custody of your son,” the detective disclosed...gentle, but direct. "By this hour, Sunday, he will be with your wife.”
And it seemed, in that moment, as if the temperature of the room had dropped twenty degrees. Kristoff shivered. He tensed. His fur stood on end. And he wanted to rise, to scream, and to lash out! But he simply sat and stared.
Too stunned, even, to rage.
And Detective Richards went on: "It has been determined, via our interviews and the evidence at paw, that Elliot is not safe living with you and your brother. And a temporary custody order is being drafted as we speak, to leave him in the custody of your wife, at least until the divorce is final.”
"Not safe? Not SAFE!?” Finally Kris shot up from his seat, "You have NO evidence to prove that either me OR my brother has EVER hurt my son!”
"No,” the squirrel responded, his voice calm, metered...and almost ashamed. "But we have evidence to prove that he was molested by someone, in part thanks to your son's own admissions. And your wife's lawyers -- with my partners' help -- have convinced a judge that you're not fit to protect him.”
"That I'M not!? Just me?” Krisfoff bellowed. "Whatever might have happened to Elliot, Robyn was there, too! She didn't protect him from it any better than I did! So what the hell makes you think she can now?”
And John hung his head as he continued, "The argument is being made that she -- unlike you -- has no history of exposing him to homosexuals.”
"This is bullshit!” the husky barked, a finger pointed down at the detective. "This whole damned charade has never been about Elliot or his well being, at all! Not a one of you, Robyn included, gives a shit about what's best for my son...about protecting him, or about catching the dog that hurt him!” He leaned closer, not at all considering that it could be taken as a threatening advance, "This has ALL just been about taking Elliot away from me!”
But Detective Richards looked him in the eye, "I know.”
And Kris was staggered, reeling back, "Wh-what?”
"You're completely right.”
"I...I don't...” he blinked, and shook his head...
...as the squirrel explained: "Mr. Masters, ever since this case crossed my desk, I've been trying my damnedest to keep the focus on Elliot. We have a child molester to catch, no matter who he may be. And our first concern should be that alone.” His lip curled in a hiss, "But my partners? All three of them have been focused on one thing and one thing only.”
Kristoff muttered: "Me.”
"You,” John concurred. "They don't seem to care who's actually guilty, or about protecting your son or future victims. They have bought into everything your wife and her lawyers have said. And unfortunately...” he sighed and looked away, "...you've lost your son because of it.”
The husky wanted to rage. He wanted to scream, and lash out, and strike the messenger. But it was clear this squirrel was not his enemy. There was no one here to hurt. No one to punish. No one to blame. His anger -- his shield -- shattered...
...and the weight came down upon him in an instant. He fell. His legs gave way, and he stumbled back, tumbling into his chair and slumping down. Elliot. He was losing his son.
"I can't believe this is happening...”
"Mr. Masters, I know something happened to Elliot. The evidence is irrefutable, and your son himself admitted to it.” John's voice remained calm, but sure, "But despite what your wife says, and what my partners may think, I do not believe you're the one who did it. Nor do I believe you're to blame.”
Kris wasn't so sure he agreed. "You may be the only one.”
"Elliot clearly loves you. He wants to be with you.” John offered a soft little smile, "And though I hadn't met you before today, I believed -- and still do -- that you're a good father. And I felt you deserved to be warned,” he sighed, "...before my partners show up at your door on Sunday.”
"Why?” the husky looked up...
...and after a short pause, Detective Richards explained: "My father and I were very close. I loved him very much. It's no stretch to say that, until I fell in love for the first time as an adult, I'd never loved anyone as much as I had him.” A smile had grown upon his aging gray muzzle as he spoke, but it faded quickly away, "And in my line of work, I see abused children. I see horrible parents. I see boys who will never know the love of a father the way I did.” He looked the distraught dog in the eye, again, "But Elliot does. And I couldn't sit by and watch the two of you get torn apart...without at least warning you.”
And now he did have warning. Now Kristoff knew what was coming. So then, maybe he could stop it! He only had two days, but maybe that could be enough. There had to be something he could do...some way he could keep this from happening.
Maybe even, come Sunday...they just wouldn't be here when the detectives came knocking.
"But Mr. Masters?” As if he'd read the husky's thoughts, the squirrel spoke up again, "I should advise you not to run. I know you don't want this to happen. I know, right now, you would do anything to stop it. But please, don't run.” He offered a dim, but reassuring smile, "This is only temporary. This order only gives her custody for the duration of the trial. In the end, you could still win Elliot back. But that will not happen, if you run.” He resolutely urged: "You need to cooperate.”
"Then...then why?” Kris asked, almost pleading. "What was the point in warning me, if...?”
"I just didn't want you to be surprised. I wanted you to know what was coming.” And with a dark little chuckle, John added: "And I didn't want you to make it worse, by going to jail for assaulting Detective Peterson.”
So, then, what could he do? The husky's mind stalled and sputtered, jammed up and overflowing with idea upon hopeless idea. Fears, fantasies, rage, and dread. So much. Too much. What could he do?
And how could he tell Elliot? Or should he, even? Should he really burden him with this? Or just let him live his last two nights here in happy ignorance?
What? How?
Why?
But amidst it all, the detective, again, began to speak...
"When I was a teenager...many, many years ago,” John chuckled for a moment, before his voice quickly darkened, "I went to war. I wanted to serve my country. I wanted honor and prestige. I was young and naïve, and I had no idea how controversial my decision would be, eventually, for some.” And he sighed and shook his head, "Or how controversial it would be, immediately, for my father.”
Kristoff could only blink, "What...what does this have to do with...?”
But the squirrel held up a paw to stop him, and went on, "He wasn't angry with me. He never stopped loving me. But he didn't want me to go.” He shrugged, "I don't know if he didn't support the war, or if he just didn't want his only son dying overseas.”
From a father's perspective, Kris could only assume: "Probably the latter.”
"But no matter why, the last time I saw his face...he was sad. He was crying. He was disappointed. And I left him like that.” John hung his head, again, "I didn't know I'd never see him again. After all, I was the one going to war. I was the one who might die, not him. He...” he stifled his rising emotions with a long, deep breath, "...he was still supposed to be alive when I came home.”
In the silence that followed, despite everything, the husky couldn't help but wonder how the detective's father had died. But he knew better than to ask...
...and John went on: "I was sure I'd be seeing him again, and so I let that be the last moment we ever had. My last memory of him. And now all I have left is regret.” He looked up, "Mr. Masters, I came here tonight to give you the chance to make the most of what time you and Elliot have left. Just in case. To make your last memory one you can look back on with a smile. And not with regret.”
Kristoff nodded. His eyes widened.
No regrets.
And the squirrel continued, "Be it for these few months of the trial, should she lose...for the years left until he's an adult, should she win...or even...” he spared them both the worst case scenario, "you should make your last day one worth remembering.”
~
(November 16th)
And so it would be, early the next morning. Saturday.
Hours before the empty apartment, and that passionate kiss. Before he would lay his son down in that disheveled bed. Before their perfect, blissful moment of absent-minded release...
...Kris caught William alone in the kitchen.
"Psst. Billy,” he beckoned his younger brother with a whisper...
...and after a quick glance around the room, Will stepped close, "Uhm...yeah?”
"Do you think you could do me a favor?” Kristoff asked.
"Yeah, sure. What do you need?”
"I need to you take Aaron out on a date. A long one,” he specified: "all day.”
"Uhm...” the younger husky tilted his head...
...but Kris assured him: "I'll pay for it. Dinner, movie, whatever you need.”
"Yeah. Okay!” William smiled, pleasantly surprised. "But what's going on?”
"I just, uhm...I think Elliot and I could use a little privacy, is all.”
"Oh?” And Billy jumped, with a yelp, "Oh! Really? A-are you...?”
"I just...” Kristoff shrugged, "I want to make this a day...worth remembering.”
~
(November 17th)
Elliot woke.
He woke in his father's bed. And the first thing he saw was that father's smiling face.
There would be no wringing of paws, this morning. No uncertainty. No questions about what happened, or should have, the night before. No regrets.
His father kissed him on the mouth and held him. And he melted into both. They smiled, they talked. They let the apartment around them stir to life, before they even tried. They barely spoke of what happened, but they didn't avoid it. And when the time came, his father forced him from the bed. Said he would make them breakfast, but sent Elliot off to shower.
Gotta' wash away all that evidence, after all.
They laughed. And Elliot knew what they'd done was right.
He showered. He dressed. He came to breakfast with a smile -- and under the knowing eyes of an uncle, who he only then realized had been privy to it all. He ate. He basked in the warm comfort of honesty. Of trust. And of family. Here with his father, his uncle, and Aaron.
No secrets. No worries. Just love.
But when the doorbell rang, he didn't notice how his father's eyes darkened. No one did. How Kristoff's shoulders slumped, or the whimper stifled behind his teeth. Days from now, Elliot would look back and see it all. They all would.
But in this moment, it was just a chiming bell. It was just the simple sight of Kristoff rising to answer the door.
In this moment. This short fleeting moment, before that door swung wide. Only one of them knew...
...it was goodbye.




~
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