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  The Masters Chapter 1


  The Masters...

  ...of Self Control

  

  

  (September 13th)

  

  Late in the night, at the home of Robyn and Kristoff Masters, a young husky finished loading the dishwasher after dinner, as an older husky to his right pawed him the last bit of rinsed silverware, so he could drop it into place.

  

  "Ok, kiddo,” the older husky finished straightening up the counter, and stepped back, "you know how to get that thing started. So I'll be right back. I need to visit your bathroom.”

  

  Leaving his young relative with the task of turning on the dishwasher, the older husky strode out of the kitchen and through the living room.

  

  In his absence, the younger canine fired up the machine and made his own way out of the kitchen and toward the TV. Before he could start up the Blu-Ray player, though, he paused briefly to readjust himself through his pants.

  

  "Jeez...” the husky hurriedly made his sudden-teenage-hard-on less conspicuous -- or as best he could manage -- and then went about slipping the disk into the player, before turning and sitting on the couch. And while he waited patiently for the elder canine to return, he timidly curled his tail over his lap...

  

  It was a Friday night, and Elliot Masters' parents were gone. They had left that morning on some anniversary trip like they did every year, and wouldn't be back until sometime Sunday evening. Elliot and his uncle, William Masters, both felt that the fourteen-year-old husky was more than old enough to spend a weekend by himself, but Robyn -- William's sister-in-law and Elliot's mother -- didn't seem to agree.

  

  So, this year, like every year before, William was called to watch his nephew for the weekend until his parents returned. Not that it really bothered either of them. As it concerned William, Elliot had always behaved himself, and his brother, Kristoff, wasn't exactly shy with paying him for his services, either. And as it concerned Elliot, William was a far less disciplined caregiver than his parents. So the two had actually come to enjoy their weekends together...to what extent they could.

  

  Only moments after his nephew sat down, William came out of the bathroom, furiously shaking his still damp paws in an attempt to dry them off after washing them, "Oh? Movie time, already?” He clicked off the light so that only the TV was left to light the room, and then hopped over the back of the love seat to sit down by his nephew, "What are you puttin' in?”

  

  Elliot silently gave thanks that it was dark, still unsure of his tail's ability to conceal him on its own, "Pink Floyd's The Wall.”

  

  Will rolled his eyes, "Great music...but I was never a fan of the movie. So don't be surprised if I talk to you the whole time while it's on...like I would if we were just listening to a CD.” He chuckled and patted his nephew on the back, "Fire it up!”

  

  Ell twitched slightly at being touched while in his current state. "Well why don't you choose the movie, then? There's the big 'ol stack right there,” he motioned toward the bookcase filled with DVD's. "You should pick something you haven't seen...”

  

  "You sure? I don't mind watching The Wall if it's what you want.”

  

  "No. Go right ahead...” the teenager reached over and turned on the nightstand's lamp.

  

  "Okay, then.” William hopped up and walked over, looking through the movies, moving some of them aside, and pulling one or two out as he went.

  

  Behind him, Ell, carefully watching his uncle's movements, reached into pants and boxers, doing everything he could to get more breathing room for his hard-on.

  

  "You may want to turn the lamp off,” the elder dog looked back at his nephew.

  

  "What!?” Elliot quickly pulled his paw out of pants. "Uhm...what?”

  

  Will noticed his nephew jerk about, but didn't actually see the boy's paw come out of his pants...and since he didn't know what had startled him, he just ignored it. "I said you may want to turn the lamp off. I think I want to do a horror movie, and they're better in the dark.”


  "Y-yeah...they are...” the younger husky turned off the lamp as his uncle made his way to the TV and Blu-Ray player. "Uhm...” the teenager stammered, "Excuse me, I...uhm, bathroom!” Blushing heavily, he let out a nervous laugh while scurrying into the bathroom, his tail still curled in front of his bulge.

  

  William remained oddly oblivious to how awkward his nephew was being, and simply stood in the living room, looking between the three Blu-Rays in his paws and trying his best to decide.

  

  In the bathroom, standing over the toilet with his pants and boxers around his ankles, Ell was pawing off feverishly, hoping to get it over with as quickly as he could. "Oah!” the teenager unintentionally barked aloud, as he squeezed his knot.


  In the living room, the elder canine's ears perked up, "Hey! Elliot! You ok in there?” He sat the Blu-Rays aside and turned to make his way toward the bathroom and check on his nephew.

  

  Elliot pulled his pants up quickly, despite his cock still begging for more attention, "Yeah, I'm good! Just don't come in! I'm fine!” Hoping his uncle wouldn't come in anyway, he continued holding onto himself through his loose, open pants...but held the waist tight with his free paw, ready to fasten them closed again at a moment's notice.

  

  Will, by the door now, still seemed worried, though, "I wasn't planning on coming in unless you needed me to. Not all that interested in seeing my nephew half naked on the toilet unless there's a good reason. I just wanted to make sure you were okay. Your dad would kill me if you got hurt on my watch.”

  

  The younger dog stood silently while calculating what to say, the words 'unless you needed me' still ringing in his ears. "Uhm...No. It's all good. I just...stubbed my toe!” He grimaced immediately, at how horrible his excuse was.

  

  William, though, completely bought it, "That was a really loud yelp -- or bark, or whatever - just for stubbing your toe. It's not bleeding or anything is it?”

  

  Ell rolled his eyes and did his best not to sound annoyed with his uncle for not leaving, "No. No, it's fine. I'll be out in a minute, just go and get the movie started.” Without even waiting to see if his babysitter was going to leave, the teenager's paw slowly began to its gentle strokes again...

  

  "Okay. If you say so. Try not to take too long in there, though.” The elder husky turned and wandered back to the living room, where he, again, picked up the Blu-Rays.

  

  Cock in paw, Elliot slid silently over to the door and listened...his acute ears waiting to hear the beginning to a movie -- any movie -- so he'd know his uncle was busy enough for him to begin again in earnest.

  

  Will, though, sat the movies down yet again and huffed, placing one back the shelf, and looking between the two remaining. "Hurry up in there, Ell!” he called out. "I can't decide! I need your help!”

  

  "Shit,” the younger canine grumbled as he finally zipped and buttoned his pants, pulling his hard cock up and under the the waistband so it wasn't jutting out. After flushing the toilet to keep from arousing undue suspicion, he exited the bathroom, and made his way through the short hall and back to the living room.

  

  There, William was standing in front of the TV, holding a Blu-Ray case in each paw. "Okay...I can't decide. This one looks better,” he held up his left, "but I really like the actress on the cover of this one. You choose.”

  

  Ell was agitated, but determined, and focused on the question at paw. "Uhm...this one.” He poked the better movie with his finger, "I'm going for a drink...want something?” He forced a smile and tried his best to control his breathing...though it wasn't an easy task when fully hard and so close to orgasm.

  

  "Uhm, yeah, you can grab me a coke, but...are you sure you're okay?” the elder dog noticed his nephew's breathing as he sat aside the movie with the more desirable actress. "Does your foot hurt that bad?”

  

  Elliot walked into the kitchen, calling back, "No. I'm fine...” almost too irritably. He made his way to the fridge and got out two sodas, but lingered a bit, leaning slightly outward to see his uncle sitting back down as the movie's menu screen popped up, and Will went about exploring it. "Thank god...” the teenager sat the sodas down on the counter, and once again, reached into pants to fix his hard-on. But, this time, he opened his zipper and just let his boxers jut outward to relieve pressure of his tight pants as he took in a deep breath, "Okay...stay calm...”

  

  He grabbed the sodas once again and entered the living room, quickly maneuvering behind the loveseat. Once near enough, he extended his paw out over Will's shoulder to give him his coke. "Here...” the boy gulped hard as he leaned in, rubbing his cotton clad cock against the back of the loveseat, right behind his uncle's head.

  

  "Thanks kid.” Will looked back to see his nephew gulping and grimacing, and then sighed, "Come around here and let me see it, Elliot.”

  

  "Huh?!”

  

  "You're obviously having trouble. Just let me make sure you didn't hurt your toe too bad.”

  

  The younger husky screamed aloud in his head, realizing the look of distress must have been apparent, "No, I'm fine! Really...” He tried to push himself back into pants as inconspicuously as he could, but his uncle looking right at him made it extremely difficult.

  

  "Don't worry: I'll be gentle. I won't hurt you...just come on around here. I need to make sure it's not bad. Your parents would do the same.” William noticed the fidgeting, but just assumed it was from nervousness, too worried about his nephew being hurt to think he was doing something else.

  

  Ell couldn't zip his pants unheard, or work too hard to minimize his waistline bulge without being seen, but once he'd at least stowed himself away, he finally agreed and went around the loveseat, less than slyly hiding his crotch with his poofy tail. "Alright...but I already know it's okay. It barely even hurts anymore.” The teenager sat his soda down and sat next to Will, his tail up still between his legs. "Well...?” he placed his right foot on the coffee table and gulped again, "...check it out.”

  

  The elder canine quickly grabbed a hold of Elliot's thigh and moved him, turning him so his foot was across his uncle's legs instead, "Which toe was it?”

  

  Elliot sighed again, deeply. Being touched on his inner thigh, no matter by whom or why, while in such a mood was...refreshing to say the least. "Uhm...pinky toe.” Taking the opportunity of his uncle not looking, he pressed down on his tail to massage his cock...all the while, stifling a murr and trying to keep a straight face.

  

  Will, with one paw still on Elliot's inner thigh to hold his leg, very softly took hold of his nephew's footpaw just below his toes.

  

  The younger dog murred at the soft fur on his uncle's paw, and William chuckled as he assumed he was tickling the boy, "Well at least I'm not hurting you.” He gently ran his fingers up Elliot's supposedly injured toe, applying enough pressure to pull it just a little, "Tell me when it starts to hurt.”

  

  Ell leaned back against the armrest, and murred again. His hard and confined cock begging for attention, the paw on thigh, and his foot being tickled was getting to be too much. He spoke almost dreamily, "That doesn't hurt at all.”

  

  Luckily for his nephew, the elder husky kept right on staring at Elliot's toe as his fingers reached the tip, and didn't look back even when he was done, instead just holding the toe in his fingers. "Well...it looks okay to me. Maybe it just scared you more than anything.”

  

  Basically ignoring his uncle, Elliot reached under his tail to massage himself directly through pants, completely ignoring the fact that it was UNCLE turning him on. Unfortunately, though, he didn't get to tend to himself for long.

  

  Will patted his nephew on the thigh suddenly, stopping him dead in his tracks and causing his ears to perk up and his eyes to snap open. "Well,” Will smiled, "I guess we can go ahead and watch that movie now!” He removed his nephew's leg from his lap and turned back around to the TV, "Go ahead and turn off that lamp, kiddo.”

  

  "Uhm...yeah.” The younger canine absolutely disappointed, but did as he was told and turned the lamp off. He briefly sat still as the movie started, but was too turned on to just ignore his predicament. After a second, the boy pulled his legs up to chest, using his tail as a shield to hide the front of his pants, and began to once again caress his stiff, begging tent. The darkness and the movie, he thought, should distract his uncle.

  

  William put his arm around his nephew's shoulders and pulled him up close to his side, only because he knew that for Elliot's whole life he had been more than a little affectionate, and would probably enjoy the contact. He did notice the younger husky's legs up, but with a combination of no lights, and so many night scenes in the movie, Will could hardly see anything else.

  

  Ell gulped nervously and looked around in momentary fear. Had his uncle seen him? After a few tense moments with nothing happening, though, the teenager sighed deeply, and for the first time, noticed how strong his scent was. And with such proximity to Will, it would certainly only be seconds before HE noticed the smell of the aroused teenager too.

  

  The elder dog sat, watching the movie, and sure enough: it happened. After a few long moments, his nose twitched, and he thought for a second that he smelled...but no, it couldn't be. Besides, even if he was right, the smell was so weak, its source hidden behind the boy's underwear, pants, and a tail. So Will was sure, if it were anything at all, it was just one of those involuntary teenage erections or something...

  

  ...nothing to worry about.

  

  Elliot was too nervous, being held by his uncle, to do much of anything else. He expected Will to notice the scent, but apparently he hadn't. He fidgeted a little, still holding himself into a ball, and pressed his side against his uncle. The young husky's bulge was noticeable, but if his babysitter kept watching the movie, he surely wouldn't see it.

  

  Will smiled and squeezed Elliot, happy he seemed to like sitting with him so much, then turned to look at the kid, "Enjoying the movie?”

  

  The younger husky gripped his bulge with paws almost frantically, hoping to keep it hidden, "Yeah! Company isn't too bad either.” He smiled, blushing terribly as looked up at his uncle.

  

  William's eyes trailed down as his nephew's paws jerked to his lap, staring for a moment at the little white paws gripping an obvious bulge.

  

  Ell spoke nervously, "Th-there a problem?” He smiled weakly, knowing damn well he'd been caught.

  

  The elder canine, though, just chuckled under his breath and looked away, "No. Not really...”

  

  So he was right. Random embarassing teenage hard-on after all. Thing was, though, it was more than just funny to him. In fact, he felt himself getting turned on just at the thought...the thought that his nephew was dealing with that kind of problem, right then while he was holding him. Will wouldn't really have called himself 'gay' but that didn't mean the situation couldn't bring certain...thoughts...to mind. He fidgeted a bit as well, as he felt his sheath swelling, and hoped, if HIS scent showed, that his nephew wouldn't be able to notice it through his own.

  

  Elliot blushed, surprised by his uncle's reaction. Maybe Will didn't know, but he was a guy too, he SHOULD have known why he shielded himself. So maybe he was just being nice. But, if so, why hadn't he let go? The boy just lied there against his uncle, lovingly as always, but with his paws ever pressing downward on his own crotch, still too afraid to do much else.

  

  Will was beside himself already. He couldn't help but focus on his nephew's scent, and even tried more than once to move his muzzle a bit so he could catch more of it...and pretty soon, his own pants were tightening. His paw was lying in his lap, holding the remote just like it had been the whole time, so his tenting was well hidden, but as he swelled and twitched behind the cloth, there was a new and stronger scent joining his nephew's in the air.

  

  The younger dog, half trying to watch the movie, and half trying to finish himself with just his light pressing, froze as he noticed the much manlier male scent fill the air. It was thicker and harsher on the nose, but definitely not unpleasant: especially not to a young and inexperienced gay teenager.

  

  Uncle Will was getting hard too!

  

  The boy looked up at his uncle and tried his best to read his expression, but failed miserably. There was no way to tell what the older husky was thinking or what he did or didn't know. Desperately, though not knowing what it would accomplish, the teenager began to speak, "Will... I...”

  

  "Hmm?” William looked down at his nephew, "What is it Elliot?”

  

  Ell stuttered and blushed deeply, not sure what to say or what to think, "I...can I...?” He stammered, defeated and dejectedly, "Can I go to my room...?” His ears laid back and he looked up at his uncle sadly, as if he was just punished for something.

  

  "Why?” The elder husky turned more to face his nephew and pulled him even closer, half-intentionally burying him in both their scents, "Do you not like the movie? We can pick another.”

  

  Elliot was growing more and more afraid of the situation, especially now that both their scents were mixed together and so unmistakable, "Can I just go? Please?”

  

  "Why? Is it...because of the, uhm...” Will looked down at his nephew's lap.

  

  The younger canine just blushed and looked where his uncle's eyes were pointed, "Uhm...yeah...” His nervousness, though, when backed into a corner, quickly became defensive, "But...you are too!”

  

  "I am. But you don't have to worry. I'm not gonna', like bend you over the arm of the couch or somethin'.” William laughed, "The scent just...kind of excited me is all.”

  

  "Heh...” Ell was still nervous...but for the shortest of seconds, he actually considered telling his uncle that being bent over the armrest might not be so bad. "So...I can go?”

  

  "I really wish you wouldn't. I'm kind of enjoying the company...y'know...” the elder dog put his paw on his nephew's chest and smiled, "Like you said YOU were? I mean...you don't really have to paw off that bad, do you?”

  

  Elliot chuckled nervously, "Yeah...I do and...” He moved Will's paw away, "You touching me, isn't helping...” The young husky blushed deeply.

  

  Will smiled a wide and devious, though still friendly grin, "I know.”

  

  The younger husky just coughed and blushed brighter still at his uncle's response...

  

  ...as William rubbed his nephew's arm with his free paw, "You know? You uhm...you don't really have to LEAVE to paw, if you don't want to. I mean...I need to do it, too.”

  

  Ell gulped, not having anticipated uncle Will saying anything of the sort, but not missing his very first chance to do something like that, "Well...I, uhm...I won't tell my dad if you don't.”

  

  "Like I'd say anything to him. He'd kill me.”

  

  "No. He'd tell Mom, and then SHE'D kill you.”

  

  "True,” the elder canine wasted no more time, and moved his nephew's paws aside with the paw that had been on the teenager's chest, letting boy's bulge be seen.

  

  Elliot, too, went right to business, reaching down, unzipping his pants, and pulling the waist of boxers' down over his cock, to finally let this hard, begging doggie dick, stand free. The air was soothing to its sore skin, but he was still just a bit to uncomfortable to really enjoy the sensation.

  

  "Heh...uhm...” His eyes locked on Will's face, almost expecting his uncle to make fun of him for being so quick to quick to start, but he nonetheless firmly wrapped a paw around its knot and squeezed, nervous beyond words, but too horny not to take the chance to do something like this with his uncle.

  

  Will followed suit, but with even more fervor, unzipping, and pulling his pants and boxers all the way down, to bunch around his ankles. "Uhm...?” as Will spoke, repeating his nephew, suddenly both his and his nephews scents washed over the scene their strongest yet, immediately assaulting both of the huskies and sending them well past the point of no return. "U-uhm what?” he repeated again, lightly wrapping his paw around his own cock, as well.

  

  The younger dog stroked slightly, murring finally, as his release came into sight, "Nothing, uncle Will...I just...I like being close to you...” he broke his sentence for another growling murr, "and doing this. I hope that's not too weird.”

  

  "I'm not complaining.” William stroked himself as well, leaning against his nephew as he did, "Though, I thought maybe you had somethin' to say. Like...” he normally wouldn't have been so forward, but was too horny now to think straight, "...maybe asking why -- if we're both here - we're both still using our own paws.”

  

  "Actually,” Ell grinned a devilish smile to match his uncle's earlier one, "I was just wondering why we're on the couch. Personally, I like laying down, better. It's more...” as he stroked himself, his cock shot out a stream of pre onto his paw, and he reluctantly let himself go. "It's more comfortable that way. But...” the boy reached out and grazed the tip of his uncle's dick with his fingers, "...THIS is good too.”

  

  "Well...” the elder husky let go of his own shaft and leaned farther toward his nephew, his paw wrapping firmly around the teenager's knot, "It's a tight fit...but we can always lay here.” He shifted and laid them both down expertly, bringing them to rest right against one another, muzzle to muzzle, and his paw gripping his nephew's knot.

  

  Elliot dribbled out more and more pre as his knot was squeezed, causing his uncle's fingers to get slicker and slicker. Before he even realized it, his own paw was fully jacking Will, his strokes reaching a fever pitch. He opened his muzzle to speak, to tell his uncle how great this felt, but could only manage a moan.

  

  Will's paw did the same, stroking his nephew's cock as quickly as it could move. He nuzzled against teenager's cheek as he went, moaning louder each and every time his ears caught the sound of Elliot grunting, whimpering, or moaning, and every time the boy's young, slick cock twitched in his paw, "That's it Ell. Make your Uncle Will cum, kiddo.” Will nuzzled him harder, licking the side of his nephew's muzzle.

  

  "Yes,” the younger canine growled and panted, short on breath, "yes sir!” He squeezed hard on his uncle's cock, never letting his tight grip go, even as his paw slid up and down the slick, marble-red length, "Give it to me Will...” he nipped at his uncle's muzzle lightly, letting himself get lost in the experience, "...give it to me.”

  

  William nipped back a little harder and growled softly, not bothering to guard his words, "Oh, I'll GIVE IT,” he humped hard into Elliot's paw, "to you another time, kiddo.” He nuzzled and nosed under the teenager's muzzle and into the fur his neck as he pumped the throbbing, flowing doggie dick in his paw, "Cum for me, kid!”

  

  With his free paw behind his uncle's shoulders, Ell held Will as close as he could. He opened his muzzle to scream 'yes sir' again, but only managed to yelp. For an instant, the teenager froze, stiffening up and cumming hard, splattering his uncle's hips and cock with his fresh, hot, doggie spunk. As his orgasm began, though, he regained his rhythm, pumping Will's cock harder and faster, pressing and pulling against his knot to bring his uncle to his climax too.

  

  The elder dog ground hard against the smaller pumping fist, as he squeezed his nephew dry in his own and then quickly licked his paw clean. As the younger husky's cum slipped across his tongue, he pressed forward hard enough that his cock rubbed against Elliot's. He growled loudly, suddenly biting down onto Elliot's neck -- and barely resisting the urge to do so with any real force -- as he came too, unloading all over his nephew's balls, cock, sheath, and stomach.

  

  Elliot murred contentedly at the feeling of being covered in cum for the very first time, and even at being given the sudden, gentle mating bite...and his paw just kept on pumping the stiff shaft, just as he would've done to himself, until every shot of cum had jetted out.

  

  Will jerked against his nephew's paw and released the boy's neck, panting as the last of his seed dribbled onto the teenager's fingers, and as Ell's stroking slowed and stopped.

  

  "So...” The elder husky began, breathlessly, "Give it to you, huh? Interesting...”

  

  Elliot panted just like any normal dog would after so much exertion, barely able to manage a response. "Y-yeah? Why's that...” he paused to catch his breath, "...interesting?”

  

  Will just smiled, "Just a...a nice choice of words, I guess.”


  ~


  There we go! The Masters has officially returned!


  *

  Starring:

  Frost Rime Borealis

  as William Masters

  Phil Anthro Pist

  as Elliot Masters

  *


  If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account here at

  http://phil-anthro-pist.sofurry.com/


  Well that seemed to be an interesting night for them, didn't it?

  And it's not over yet! It's only Friday, and Elliot's parents will be gone ALL weekend.


  SIDE NOTE: For any old fans...yes, Elliot was named Jason (Jay for short) in the original version of this story. I changed it this time around so there wouldn't be any confusion with Jasyn (also sometimes Jay for short) from Forbidden.


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 14 chapters of The Masters!

  ...for the next 7 chapters of A Warm Bed!

  ...and, in due time...Sibirskaia!


  The Masters Chapter 2


  The Masters...

  ...of Communication

  

  

  (September 14th)

  

  William stood in the bathroom in front of the mirror, water dripping off of his nose and cheek-fur as he stared blankly at himself in the mirror's reflection. It was morning now, and it was finally sinking in just what he had done the night before...

  

  A hallway away, Ell groaned and turned onto his side in bed. He grinned wide as he broke awake, remembering what he'd done the previous night...but quickly lost that grin, when he remembered exactly WHO he'd done it with, "Oh no...”

  

  In the bathroom, the elder husky breathed heavier and heavier. He dried off his muzzle with his paw, and then jumped, startled at the sight of himself in the mirror...standing there in only his underwear.

  

  No, no, this wasn't good! What if Ell woke up? He had to get dressed! Without even finishing drying himself off, he threw open the bathroom door and made a beeline for his brother's room, where he'd been told he could sleep.

  

  Hearing the sudden rush of a heavy body past his door, Elliot knew immediately it was his uncle, and the slamming of his parent's bedroom door only confirmed it. "Will?” the teenager got up out of bed, slinked into the hall, and opened the door to his parents' room to peek around inside, "Uncle Will? What are you doing?”

  

  Will was startled again, standing by his brother's bed in only his tight black boxer-briefs and a shirt he had just barely pulled on, "Ell!” He quickly snatched his pants off the bed and held them in front of himself, "I'm...I'm just gettin' dressed.”

  

  "Oh...okay. I'm gonna' to take a quick shower, okay?” The younger canine just stood there in the door, expectantly...very consciously trying not to look at his uncle behind the pants.

  

  William just nodded and didn't say anything else, slightly raising an eyebrow as if asking the teenager to leave without actually saying it.

  

  Ell only nodded back. Uncle Will wasn't himself. He was regretting last night...he must have been. And in the boy's head, his every fear was coming true.

  

  The teenager walked silently and dejectedly to the bathroom, slowly closing the door, undressing, and stepping into the shower. He turned the knobs and let the water relax his body, but not his mind...all the while, still thinking to himself: what the hell was he going to do?

  

  The elder dog left his brother's room only a moment or two later, finally dressed now, and made his way to the living room. He was no more than a step in, though, before his eyes were on that loveseat. He shuddered and shook his head, rubbing the top of his muzzle before continuing into the room. He pointed himself past the little couch, but stopped dead in his tracks before he could make it to the recliner, his eyes snapping open wide at the white stain on the love seat's fabric...a stain that he knew his sister-in-law wouldn't manage to miss.

  

  After while, the shower was shut off, and Elliot gave himself an energetic shake-off and stepped out, snatching up a towel from the rack to dry himself off with. In the middle of his drying, though, he noticed another damp towel hanging off the sink. The boy paused before wrapping the towel he'd been using around his waist and gently placed his uncle's towel back on the rack, noting the musky scent still barely noticeable on it. With a contented sigh, he exited the bathroom, headed towards the living room. His time in the shower had done wonders for clearing his mind, and the thought didn't even occur to him that he shouldn't go walking about in only the towel.

  

  Now, Will stood by the couch, his back facing the hall and bathroom. He deftly wiped his forehead with the back of his left paw, a spray bottle of Resolve and a rag held tightly in his right as he looked down at the damp spot on the couch.

  

  The younger husky gulped when he saw his uncle cleaning up the couch, but put on the best smile he could, hoping his uncle wouldn't notice his uncomfortable mood. When he opened his muzzle, he became acutely aware of how little he was wearing, but he was already speaking, and it was too late to skitter off and change, "Hey, Will.”

  

  William jumped a little and tried futily to hide the resolve as he turned around, to see his nephew damp and in only a towel. Wide eyed, he flinched and looked away, "...Hey.” Without another word, he simply turned and left the room with the resolve, to go about getting everything put away.

  

  Ell whined and dropped his shoulders as he slinked quietly back to his room; his uncle was clearly angry. "Fuck...” his voice shuddered as he pushed his door closed, "I really screwed up, this time.” The teenager slowly slipped himself into the first clothes he could find, and timidly headed back out, towards the kitchen, to where Will had escaped.

  

  The elder canine was exiting the kitchen as Ell arrived, and, eyes turned immediately the floor, he simply stepped aside to let his nephew through the door as he, himself, kept walking on into the living room.

  

  Elliot just stopped at the doorway, though, as his uncle passed. As he watched him walk away and shame overwhelmed the boy. "W-Will?” tears welled up quickly in the teenager's eyes, as he finally spoke.

  

  Will stopped and answered, "Yeah, Ell?” but didn't yet look back.

  

  The younger dog sighed out deeply, "I'm...really sorry about last night.”

  

  William quickly looked back at his nephew, opening his muzzle to tell him not to be sorry, but froze when he saw the boy on the verge of crying. Silently, the adult's muzzle moved as if to speak, for the slightest of moments, before his jaw clenched shut. In a flash, he was angry...he livid. His teeth were bared as he growled, looking away from Ell and hitting the back of the tiny couch, "Damn-it!” He breathed heavily for a moment as he gripped the love seat in his paws.

  

  With a few tears already soaking into his cheek-fur, prompted by the outburst, Ell's muzzle began to quiver, "P-please don't be mad at me, Will! I thought it's what you wanted...I'm sorry!” He sniffled, but tried his best to fight it.

  

  The elder husky turned and looked at his nephew, his jaw alternating between clenched and shaking. Stepping forward, he raised a paw as if he wanted to hug the boy, but just let it fall. "It's not your fault Ell...it's not,” he sighed heavily again and turned around, sitting on the couch and putting his head in his paws. After a moment of silence from him, a very weak, shaking voice broke out from under his paws, "...please don't cry.”

  

  Elliot sniffled more, and rubbed one paw against each eye, the very stereotypical image of a crying child, as he tried to stop himself. After a few moments of his own silence, broken up by short, hard sniffling, he finally spoke, "I just...just please don't hate me, Uncle Will. Please? I didn't know it'd be like this.”

  

  Will raised his head, the fur just under his eyes wet now, too, and his voice no stronger than a few moments before, "Come here, kiddo...”

  

  The younger canine walked silently over to his uncle, looking down at the floor as one arm rubbed the other, trying to console himself.

  

  "You didn't do anything wrong...” William reached up and took his nephew's paw, uneasy to touch the boy at all, but wanting so badly to make him feel better. With a gentle tug on the smaller paw, he bid the teenager to sit down beside him.

  

  Ell went along with his uncle's soft grip, silently sitting next to him and trying not to cry, or blubber out all of what was going through his head at that moment. He still couldn't look at his uncle, though, afraid and shaking like an innocent child.

  

  The elder dog felt broken, somewhere deep inside, at seeing what he'd done to the poor kid -- what his lack of self control had caused -- and his head dropped in a feeble whine, "This is all my fault, Ell. I'm so sorry. I...please...please don't hate me.” It didn't even register with him as he repeated the same plea his nephew had made moments before. "I know I don't deserve it but God...please don't tell your dad!” He closed his eyes and grew silent, shaking like a leaf ready to break off the branch of a tree, before he forced himself to continue, "I didn't...I shouldn't...Goddamn-it! I'm so sorry, Ell.”

  

  Elliot sniffed quietly, the truth of the situation finally dawning on him. Uncle Will wasn't angry at him; he was angry at himself? He looked at his uncle in mild disbelief, as his muzzle parted to speak, "Why would I hate you? I thought you were mad at ME for last night! For...for being some little perv trying to get into his own uncle's pants.” The boy shook his head, "A-and I'd never tell my dad! He'd be mad at ME too.”

  

  "I just...you're my nephew, Ell. And you're so young. I shouldn't have done any of what I did last night...I'm sorry.” Looking down, his cheeks still wet, Will clasped his paws together, "I'm so sorry. I should have just let you leave, like you asked...”

  

  The younger husky wanted to hug his uncle, but it felt somehow inappropriate before resolving this, "Don't be sorry. You...you didn't force it on me. I did it willingly. Last night, I didn't care you were my uncle.” The teenager sighed, "If anything, it's my fault. I was just horny. It's my fault...not yours.”

  

  William looked up again, "YOU'RE fault? You're what...?” He blinked, "Shit. You...you're fifteen now, right? Please tell me you're at least fifteen.”

  

  Ell answered sheepishly, "I...will be soon.”

  

  "You're fourteen then,” the elder canine groaned, obviously not pleased by that. "Point is: you can't help but be horny and...well...a 14-year-old. I'm...I'm more than a little bit older. I should have known better.”

  

  Elliot was feeling far less weak now, and scooted closer to his uncle, "Will? Why exactly was what we did wrong? We both care about each other, right? And we both were willing...?”

  

  "Why exactly?” Will reached over and covered his nephew's cheek with a paw, running his thumb across and drying the teenager's fur as best he could, "This is why.” He pulled his paw back so Ell could see the tears on his thumb, "There's nothing good about anything that has you this upset...that makes you cry. I hate the idea of this hurting you so much. I mean, you can't tell me you're HAPPIER that we did it...”

  

  The younger dog looked briefly at his uncle's damp, furry fingers, before looking back up, "I wasn't crying because of what we did. I...I was crying because I thought you were mad at me! I didn't know what you were thinking of me, or if you were gonna' tell my parents or...” He paused for a moment and gulped, "And I may not be 'happier' after last night, but I'm certainly not upset about it.”

  

  "Why would I have been mad at you? And, even if you're not upset...you're nervous or uncomfortable...or something.” William motioned with his wet thumb at his nephew's neck, "You don't gulp like that for no reason.”

  

  Ell, for some reason, smiled at that, "Well, then it's nervousness I guess. I just thought, since you weren't talking to me...you were gonna' tell my parents and you'd...”

  

  "Yeah!” The elder husky cut him off, "THAT would go over well!” He laughed shortly before mimicking the situation: "Hey, Kris, Robyn...Elliot let me jack him off! You should punish him.” He shook his head with a wide, jovial smile, "Something makes me doubt that YOU'D be the one they were angry with. I...” he stopped, "Oh! I'm sorry, I think I interrupted you. You were saying something...uhm...I'd what?”

  

  Elliot was relieved at his uncle's now lighthearted tempo, "Well, I thought you were mad at me, right? And, since I thought you were mad, I thought...you'd...we'd...” he blushed rapidly as he tried to get the words out, "I thought we'd never do it again.”

  

  Will recoiled, "I...uhm...I don't want you to take this the wrong way...but, I mean...I doubt we will, kiddo.”

  

  The younger canine bit his lip and nodded a few times, looking down at his lap, "Oh. O-okay, I guess...”

  

  William sighed and leaned in, "Ell, don't look so disappointed. It's not that it wasn't fun and everything...I just,” he put a paw on his nephew's shoulder, and used his other paw to turn the boy's chin so he would look at him, "You're fourteen. You're my nephew...and you're a guy. I mean, I don't care if YOU are, but...but I'm not. Err...that is to say...I'm not even gay, Elliot.”

  

  Ell looked away, again, ashamed after his uncle's harsh, matter-of-fact tone, "S-so then, why'd you do it?” The teenager teared up again, blinking heavily in the hope of restrain them.

  

  "Because I like you,” the elder dog answered immediately. "Because you're a nice kid. And because it kind of reminded me of when I was young.” He rubbed his nephew's back, trying to be as comforting as he could, "It reminded me of...well, experimenting with my friends in high school and college. It brought back a lot of nice memories...and it was nice that it was YOU who brought 'em back, for me.”

  

  Elliot breathed heavily, still trying to avoid another fit of crying, "I...I didn't do it as an experiment. It meant more to me than that.” It suddenly felt necessary to actually admit it. He never had before to anyone, but what better opportunity was there than now, "I...I AM gay, you know.”

  

  Will put his paw, the one not still trailing up and down Ell's back, onto his nephew's knee and nodded, "I know.”

  

  The younger husky bit his lip once again and closed his eyes, this time, causing the welled up tears to overflow and stream outward. He sniffled a few times as the second wave of crying over-powered him. He'd never said it out loud before for anyone else to hear. Knowing he had, knowing the truth was out there, even to just one other person, and the sudden acceptance it brought of who he really was...was overwhelming.

  

  William, with no hesitation, leaned in more and pulled his nephew close to his chest, "It's ok, Ell. Relax, kiddo. There's nothing wrong with that...nothing at all.” He wrapped his arms tight around the boy and put his muzzle on top of the teenager's head.

  

  Ell kept his arms to his sides, both bent at the elbow meeting in his lap with clasped paws, and just cried into Will's embrace. "I...I'm...” his futile attempts to speak, to repeat his confession, simply trailed off into sniffling and crying...

  

  ...and the elder canine just nuzzled the top of his head. He wasn't about to interrupt his nephew or try and force him to say anything, feeling it best to let him handle it in his own good time.

  

  After several long minutes of crying, Elliot finally calmed down enough to speak more clearly. "What will...” he sniffled, "what will my parents say?”

  

  "Don't you worry about telling them, yet! When the time comes, I'll help you with that, if you need me to. But, until then, if you need someone to talk to, you've got me. Okay?” Will smiled and tilted his nephew's head up so he could see that his uncle was smiling, "I'm here whenever you need me...for whatever you need me for. I mean, really: who else do I have that's worthy of my priceless attention?” He smirked, trying to cheer the boy up.

  

  The younger dog tried to smile and did, even if weakly and only for a moment, "I was just hoping...that what I was feeling last night...would've been mutual. You know?”

  

  "What you were...feeling?” William blinked a bit, praying the kid hadn't thought he'd fallen in love after just what happened the night before.

  

  "Well...” Ell sniffled a bit, more then slightly embarrassed. "Last night was my first time,” he gulped and stuttered, "w-with another guy. I...I was hoping it'd be as special to you...as it was to me.” He smiled softly in his uncle's arms, "Since you're older than me, I guess it was a little unrealistic to expect that, huh?”

  

  "Oh? That was...your first time?” The elder husky stared at the boy for a second, and then cracked a wide, proud smiled, "Well, I told you it was special for me, already: just for different reasons. It reminded me of a LOT of great times that I kind of miss. And...it just got a little more special too.” He puffed out his chest, still smiling, "I'm honored I got to be your first! And I hope I haven't given you reason to regret it.”

  

  Elliot smiled more confidently now, "No. I just hoped we could do more. Like you said, though: that's out of the question...”

  

  "I didn't say that,” Will shook his head. "I just said I doubted we'd do it again...I'm nervous about risking it causing more trouble.”

  

  The younger canine's ears perked up all on their own, as a glimmer of hope was seen on the horizon. "How would it risk more trouble?” he immediately argued, without even a tinge of shame at his eagernes.

  

  William saw the ears perk up and flicked at one of them with a finger, ignoring the question, "You really want us to be able to do it again, don't you?”

  

  Ell giggled like a child at his ears being played with, "Practice makes perfect! Especially when you practice with someone experienced...”

  

  The elder dog felt his pants tightening immediately and looked down at his nearly bulging pants with a chuckle, "I swear...sometimes I wonder if the little guy wouldn't rather I WAS gay.”

  

  Elliot smiled. Even though the previous comment was uncharacteristically blunt and to the point, it was obviously doing something right, "So...will we ever do it again?”

  

  Will just sighed in defeat and smiled, looking back up at his nephew, "That's up to you, kiddo. Always will be.”

  

  The younger husky got really giddy REALLY quickly. If it was his decision, he'd already made it, "GREAT!” but other factors would keep them waiting for at least a little while. "It's a little early right now, though...and I'm hungry. So...later?”

  

  William laughed at the enthusiasm, "Sure! If you're that interested, I don't see why I shouldn't be able to help you in your own little experimentations.” He poked his nephew on the nose, "And whether you're gay or not, you're still new enough to all of this for it to be exactly that: experimenting. Just like it was for me. So no arguments over semantics, got it?”

  

  Ell quickly clapped his paws together, "Yay!” He realized, immediately, how gay that may have seemed, though, and dropped his paws. "So...later it is then...” he said in the manliest voice he could manage, and then smiled as all of the previous night quickly flashed through his mind, "How about some breakfast for now, though?”


  ~
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  The Masters...

  ...of Storytelling

  

  

  (September 14th)

  

  William sat relaxing on the couch in the living room, eyes closed and head leaned back, as he waited for his nephew to get back from the restroom. Out of the living room and down the hall, Ell was washing his paws, and cheerfully exited the bathroom when he was done, almost gliding into the living room.

  

  "So I was thinking...er...” the teenager paused and looked at his uncle, "You alright?”

  

  The elder husky peaked open an eye, "Yeah. Why wouldn't I be?”

  

  "I don't know,” Elliot plopped down on the loveseat next to his uncle, "you just looked tired or something.”

  

  Will sat up straighter, "Maybe a little. But I'll be fine.” He slipped his arm around his nephew's shoulders with a laugh, "Nothing compared to how tired I'll probably be later!”

  

  The younger canine giggled back, "Uhm...yeah.” He blushed and looking away, "I'll be looking forward to it.”

  

  "Anyway...you were thinking what?”

  

  "Well...what do you want to do? It's three o' clock.”

  

  "I don't know,” William turned his gaze on the ceiling in thought. "We already watched a movie already with lunch. Maybe...uhm...you could show me how to play one of your games? We could take turns or something? I don't know.”

  

  Ell scrunched up his muzzle in disgust, "I play games all the time. They get kind of boring after a while.”

  

  "Hmmm...” while thinking, with the arm he'd put around his nephew's shoulder, the elder dog scratched playfully at the boy's chin as if it were his own, "TV doesn't sound much better.”

  

  Elliot giggled again, shaking his head to escape his uncle's scratching, "Well damn-it! Isn't Saturday supposed to be fun?”

  

  Will scoffed, "Yeah! If you've got enough friends to wrangle together...or somewhere to go. All we've got today, though, is each other.”

  

  The younger husky pushed against his uncle with his shoulder, "Not that that's an entirely bad thing, though.”

  

  William did the same in return and then nuzzled into his nephew's headfur, "No, I wouldn't say it was.” He thought for a moment, "You know what we COULD do?”

  

  "What?” Ell's ears perked up.

  

  The elder canine suddenly curled the arm on his nephew's shoulder tight around his neck in a headlock, "Ever wrestle with your friends?” He grabbed his own wrist with his free paw before the boy could answer, intent on holding him like that.

  

  "Hey! Damn it!” Elliot squirmed, trying to get away but failed, thanks to having no prior experience. He chuckled, though, enjoying the playful contact nonetheless, "No, I haven't.”

  

  "Hah! Well I guess that means someone's at my mercy!” Will stood up with the teenager, holding his head against his chest, in the lock, and kicking lightly at the back of one of the boy's knees so he couldn't balance.

  

  "Gah!” The younger dog squirmed more, breathlessly trying to pry his uncle's arm off his neck, "No fair!”

  

  William kicked his nephew's other leg too, bringing him down to his knees, "Give up, already?”

  

  "Never!” Ell wrenched his neck around, trying to find any part of either of his uncles arms that he could bite.

  

  The elder husky just laughed at the boy's futile snapping, "I don't think that'll do you any good.”

  

  "Fine!” Elliot slumped in his uncle's grip.

  

  "Say...” Will chuckled for a moment, "Uncle.”

  

  "Seriously?”

  

  "Seriously.”

  

  The younger canine glared in no particular direction, "...uncle.”

  

  William finally let the teenager go and smiled wide, "You're no good at that at all!” He stuck his tongue out at his nephew.

  

  Ell flopped over on his back on the floor, "Ugh... I never said I was you know!” He put a paw to his temple, "Now I have a headache...”

  

  The elder dog blinked, not having expected he'd been too rough, "Oh...I'm sorry, Ell.” Sitting on the ground now, he slid closer, "I didn't mean to hurt you. I was just playing around.” He scritched lightly at the kid's chest, "You want me to grab you some aspirin?”

  

  "No, I'm fine, just all that sudden moving around...” Elliot paused, smiling at the scratching, '...just jostled me, I guess.”

  

  Will leaned in and gave his nephew a quick kiss on the forehead, "Sorry...I'll be more careful.”

  

  "No, don't be sorry.” The younger husky smiled back, eyes turning upward as if to see the spot his uncle had kissed him, "It's my fault for being such a wuss.”

  

  William shrugged, "Still...I feel bad.” But paused and smirked, "Too bad there's no way I could make it up to you. I mean...what with you having a headache now and all...”

  

  Ell sat up immediately, showing no signs of a headache, suddenly, "Nono! You can definitely still make it up to me! But I don't think it'd be the same doing it in the middle of the day...”

  

  "Who says there's a specific time to do it?” The elder canine poked his nephew in the chest, "I mean, hell, back when I was your age,” he paused at the return of a memory, "shit...it even happened at school once.”

  

  Elliot's eyes shot open wide, "No way. Really? With who?”

  

  "It's not like you'd know him. I never really see my high school friends anymore. We parted ways when I went to college.”

  

  "Either way...at school? That's pretty hot...”

  

  "Well, it's not something I'd call 'hot' myself...but I have to admit it was a lot of fun.” Will leaned back on his paws, "It was in the back of the room, while the teacher was showing a movie.”

  

  The younger dog murred, "Yeah...that's hot. Well...arousing at least...”

  

  "Yeah...nothing's quite as fun as being afraid of getting caught.” William nodded, "He was a bold one too! He just pulled it out and was pawing off right there beside me. Luckily for him, I was plenty willing to help him out...assuming, of course, he helped me, too, that is.” He laughed aloud hard enough that his eyes pinched closed, "I still can't believe no one saw!”

  

  "God, you're so lucky! I'm too nervous about my parents finding out about me, to do anything wild or exciting like that.” Ell swivled himself around to lean against the couch, "Tell me more!”

  

  "More? Like about that day in class?” The elder husky lifted a paw and rubbed his muzzle, "That's basically the whole story, but I guess I could go into more detail for you.”

  

  "Please do!” Elliot nodded excitedly, but then amended himself, "Or...if you want, you could tell some different stories about you're sexual escapades during high school.”

  

  Will smiled warmly at the boy's insistence, turning himself to lean against the couch as well, "Okay then...lets see. You don't want to hear about the girls...” he tapped the side of his muzzle with a finger, before lowering his paw again. "Well, there was this one party I went to that this jock friend of mine threw. He was on the football team, really popular, and I had known him for years. And by that I mean: I met him before the all the bulging muscles and...bulging school spirit. So, even though I wasn't really a part of 'that crowd,' I always got invited to his stuff anyway.” He caught himself rambling and shook his head, before getting himself back on track, "But, anyway: that was a GREAT night! I got head in the pool, returned the favor in the bathroom, had a foursome before the night was out... and even woke up to a pawjob in his guest bedroom the next morning!”

  

  The younger canine murred and closed his eyes, trying to imagine having a social life even remotely resembling his uncle's, "Jeez.” He looked back at his babysitter, "I don't really want you to stop, but...you know...” He blushed.

  

  "Wait...you're asking me to quit? I wasn't even close to done!”

  

  "Well, think about it. I'm fourteen and you're telling me about a bunch sex you had when you were my age. Unless you want a horny teenager on your paws, I think it'd be better if you'd stopped.”

  

  William just smirked devilishly at that, and continued right along, "So I was in the pool pretty early on in the night, and there were a LOT of people there: enough commotion and everything that no one would notice someone staying under the water a little too long, right? Of course, I wasn't really thinking about that aspect at first. I was just talking to my jock friend about some girl I thought was hot. And then I mentioned how horny I was, and how great it was that I was in the pool...'cause otherwise, everybody would have seen the tent in my trunks...”

  

  Ell grinned and changed position, trying, but having difficulty finding any position that allowed being aroused comfortably, "So he just took it upon himself to...you know...do that?”

  

  "I see you stopped arguing!” the elder dog couldn't help but feel a grin spreading wide across his muzzle. "And yeah, he did. He told me to turn around and rest my elbows on the pool's edge, and, when I did, he was under the water and had my shorts down before I knew what was happening!” He help up a paw before his nephew could interject, "Now, don't get me wrong: he wasn't gay, either. The bunny from the classroom story I just told you: HE was gay! And he was also the one who woke me up with a pawjob the next morning, but that's another story. Josh and I...uhm, Josh was my jock friend. We were just really comfortable with one another. That and well, Josh knew that, by some...rules...we had set up, I would be obligated to return the favor. Which was why me into his bathroom later on in the night...”

  

  Elliot groped himself, trying, for some reason, to hide it behind his bent knee, "Uh-huh. Keep going...”

  

  "He had me on my knees in front of the sink the second I was done...uhm, relieving myself...and I was going to town! I mean: it might not have been my favorite part of what we did...” Will paused to rubbed his neck, "actually felt a little demeaning sometimes. But he did it for me too, right? And he was never mean about it, so I had to return the favor. I didn't swallow, though. That was something I could just never do. So just like every other time, I ended up with a big sticky mess on my face and muzzle. Which, of course, he helped me clean up before we went back to the party...”

  

  The younger husky murred and kept kneading at himself, quite enjoying living vicariously through his uncle, "How come I haven't gotten to know anybody cool like this at MY high school?”

  

  "I don't know. You just have to find someone that you're comfortable with, and who's curious. Someone that knows it's just fooling around and nothing serious. And you're just a freshman, right? So you've got plenty of time!” William stopped to add, "Though, I should probably say: things like this didn't happen as often as I might be making it sound. Everything that happened at this party, for instance, was a BIG surprise for me. Normally, me and my 'curious friends' would just paw off in front of one another and that was about it, unless one of us wanted a little more help, like with me and you last night. I mean, of course, my bunny friend did a LOT more than that...and Josh and I shared BJ's now and again...and a couple of times we got a little turned on, uhm...” he coughed, "...wrestling.” He blushed and looked down, knowing that he had just as much told his nephew what he was trying to when he was roughhousing earlier, "But what happened at the party...especially the foursome...was NOT the norm.”

  

  Ell murred, thinking of having a foursome in real life with a few select friends, "And all this was when you were my age? Wow. I am nowhere near as experienced as you are.”

  

  "You'll get experience. Don't worry.” The elder canine smiled, "And I guess you wanna' hear about that four-way, now?”

  

  Elliot blushed and answered very dumbly, "Yeah...”

  

  "Well, Josh had gone to bed. And me, the bunny -- who I should mention was nick-named Rimmer, for a story he probably should have never told us -- and two other guys, a kangaroo and a husky like me, were sitting in Josh's basement talking. Rimmer and one of the other two guys were MY guests more than Josh's, and all of us were among the aforementioned 'curious friends' group.” Will rolled his eyes at himself, "Well obviously you know Rimmer was! I already told you the classroom story, the upcoming pawjob bit, and that he ended up being gay.”

  

  The younger dog, now in pain, had become acutely aware just how aroused he actually was, "Uhm...yeah, I really think you should stop, now.”

  

  "Why? If you're getting uncomfortable, you can always unzip.” William pointed vaguely in the direction of his nephew's groin.

  

  Ell just blushed and looked away, "Yeah...but I kind of...want to take care of it too...”

  

  The elder husky smiled and leaned forward, "Well, I agreed earlier...so...” he leaned even farther, not really close to the teenager, yet, though, "You want a little help?”

  

  Elliot perked up, immediately, "Yeah!” He sat back against the couch and unbuttoned and unzipped his pants, hesitating only slightly before reaching in and fishing out his semi-hard, unsheathed cock.

  

  Will seemed a little shocked that the boy had pulled himself out so quickly. He even recoiled a bit from the scene, "Whoa, kiddo!”

  

  "What?” The younger canine blushed and hid himself again, certain he'd done something embarrassing.

  

  William reached forward and re-buttoned his nephew's pants, but did not re-zip them, thanks to something being in the way, "Just calm down a little.” He stood up, but not too quick, his pants tenting easily as much as his nephew's had been, and then held up a paw out to help the boy up, "Come here.”

  

  Ell took the paw and stood, "What's wrong?”

  

  The elder dog smiled and shook his head, leaning in and kissing his nephew on top of the muzzle, "Don't worry, Ell. Nothing's wrong.” He still had the younger husky's paw, and tugged on it as he stepped back, "I just seem to remember you saying last night that you wanted to be somewhere more comfortable than the living room, for this sort of thing.” He turned and pulled more firmly on the smaller paw.

  

  "My room? Or...” Elliot gulped, "...my parents?”

  

  Will smiled slyly and looked back at the kid, "Well, I was waiting until we got to the hallway, and I was gonna' ask you the same thing! I was gonna' ask if the idea of being in their...” he paused and smiled his devilish grin again, "of being in your DAD's bed, with his BROTHER...would be appealing to you at all.”

  

  The younger husky's dick, still hanging free of his pants, but shielded nervously by a paw, twitched at the thought, "Ooh, yeah it is! Let's do it there!” His ears were on end, and his grin spread wider, ecstatic with getting to be so honest with his uncle.

  

  William chuckled at how his nephew could be so enthusiastic to do this, but at the same time, be too nervous to move his paw, or start to walk. He tugged on the young paw again, "We gotta' start heading that way first, kiddo!”

  

  "Oh! Duh.” Ell finally started walking that way with his uncle, feeling aroused even by just holding his paw.

  

  The elder canine made the walk to the hallway and to his brother and sister-in-law's door, surprised by how comfortable both he and his nephew were while on their way to doing something like this. He pushed open the door and let go of the teenager's paw, "Go right ahead.”

  

  Like a small child, Elliot took a quick running step forward and jumped onto his parents' bed, landing for the most part onto it. He turned over and waved his uncle over as he scurried farther to the middle, "C'mon! This is gonna be fun!” There was no questioning how happy he was about doing something like this in his parent's bed.

  

  Will chuckled and followed him over, not as quick, but still mimicking his nephew's childlike hop onto the bed, "Excited much?”

  

  "Very!”

  

  "I still need to finish that story, you know? I think you'd really like it.”

  

  The younger dog reached for his still hard and exposed meat, before laying on his side, one arm keeping his head up to look at his uncle, "Okay! Go ahead.”

  

  William turned around to face the boy and smiled, sitting Indian style and leaning forward with his elbows on his knees, "Well...Rimmer was lying on the floor beside me, a lot like how you are right now, and I was sitting...actually JUST like this. But I was facing a little away from him, so I could see the couch, too. And while we were talking, I told the guys about what Josh and I had done earlier in the night. Or, at least, I told them part of it anyway. They were too caught up with the idea of him sucking me off in the pool to let me finish the whole story. So everybody was getting really turned on talking about this, right? Both of the guys on the couch were tenting their boxers and groping themselves...and pretty soon, I had a little bunny paw in my lap.”

  

  Ell, with one paw, unclasped the button on his pants for a little more comfort, and then smiled, playfully waving his dick in his uncle's direction, "Groping? Like this?”

  

  The elder husky just laughed at his nephew, "Well, they didn't pull 'em all the way out at first. They didn't do that until Rimmer was groping me. That was when they saw a show coming, and they were more than ready to sit back and enjoy it.” Without really thinking about what he was doing, his paw trailed to his tented pants, "As for me, I just leaned back on my paws, and Rimmer had me out of my pants before I even realized he had started.”

  

  Elliot pumped a few times, murring at the story, "You know...if you want to join me, you're free to do so.”

  

  "Sure!” Will smiled and leaned back on one paw, unzipping, unbuttoning and pulling his own cock out with the other, but just kind of fondled it in his paw for now, "I'll skip ahead a little. So, they're on the couch jacking each other off, and even occasionally leaning over and suckling on one another, while Rimmer's head is bobbing in my lap.” He chuckled, "Really, we should have known he was gay WAY before that night. But anyway, we were all talking about some of the actual sex we'd had with girls, and how great it was to have something to actually pump into, instead of just getting a pawjob or head...and that's when Rimmer's head slipped off my cock...and he looked up at me...”

  

  "And...?”

  

  "He told me I could fuck him.”

  

  The younger canine murred and pre dripped, stringing from his tip at the thought of his uncle large red shaft inside of another, "...how was he?”

  

  "Well, I didn't want to do it at first! It seemed a bit too gay for me. But the other guys told me to have at it. They said if he wanted it, then there was no harm. So, in just a few minutes, he had his head in the kangaroo's lap, and I was inside of him.” William smiled a nostalgic grin as he stroked himself, "Of course, we didn't let him go un-noticed. My older husky friend got down under him and helped him out a little, too.”

  

  Ell murred deeply, turned over onto his back, and fully began to paw-off. "Was he a good fuck, though?” he asked, completely ignoring using such profanity with an adult.

  

  "Not the best I've ever had.” The elder dog leaned forward and let his paw graze his nephew's balls, "Best I'd had at the time, though.”

  

  Elliot flinched slightly with a yelp, only to give out a squirt of pre and trail off into a moan.

  

  "Ooh!” Will pulled his paw away, "I barely touched you.” He grabbed the teenager's paw to stop him, "You might wanna' slow down. You're gettin' way too worked up. Don't wanna' finish too quick, do you?”

  

  The younger husky listened to his uncle and after a few brief moments, laid back, arms spread out wide, "Okay then...but this has to be some form of torture, y'know.”

  

  William smiled, "Torture? No...” He wrapped his paw around the younger cock, "I'm done with the story. All that's left is the next morning's pawjob, and there's not much to tell there.” Slowly, he started stroking the boy.

  

  He was barely being pawed, but Ell closed his eyes and moaned deeply. Arching his back upward, he gripped the bed violently, pulling the covers towards himself, "Keep going!”

  

  The elder canine moved closer to the boy and lied down beside him, his nose touching the side of his nephew's muzzle. "Keep going? With what?” he half-whispered, acting completely oblivious, as he stroked Ell's dick as slowly as he could, "I said the story's over.”

  

  Elliot whimpered, gripping the bed's covers sporadically, "Jack me off? Please...”

  

  Will didn't speed up or slow down at all, "Relax. Deep breaths. I'm about to ask you some questions, and I don't want you to make stupid decisions 'cause you're horny. So try to calm down.”

  

  The younger dog gulped hard and bit his bottom lip, before dazedly responding, "Okay...”

  

  "What do you really wanna' do?” William relaxed his paw on Ell's knot but didn't squeeze, "You're gay, right? So this isn't the same as what my friends and I did when we were young. We just wanted to get off. And if that's all you want...to just get off...I'll start pawing you again, and you can do the same for me, either during or after.” He poked his nose against the side of his nephew's, "But this IS experimenting, and if you're curious about something else, say so now.”

  

  Ell blushed at being in such a vulnerable position, but told his uncle anyway, "For a while, I've wanted to get fucked.”

  

  "Do you really think you're ready for that?” The elder husky looked the boy right in the eyes, "Or is it just your lower half talking? I mean, Elliot,” he suddenly sounded like an adult again, even if one that had his paw gently fondling a teenage boy's knot, "...we haven't even gone past pawjobs, yet. Shouldn't other things come first?”

  

  "You asked. And it's what I've wanted for a long, long time now.” Elliot took a moment to calmly breathe, "but it probably IS too soon.”

  

  "You're lucky there aren't two other guys in here telling me to go for it.” Will nuzzled his nephew, "I'm a sucker for peer pressure!” He gently increased his pressure on the boy's knot, barely at all, but enough to notice.

  

  The younger canine gasped lightly, "Just do something. Please...”

  

  "I'm not done talking. Now...do you wanna' take a step in that direction? Toward being topped?” William squeezed hard enough for it to mean something this time, and then began stroking again, hoping it'd keep Ell a bit more level headed than the teasing.

  

  Ell very shakily responded, "Yes I do.”

  

  "I won't fuck you. As much as I want to...I won't...” the elder dog slipped an arm under his nephew and drew him close, giving the boy a body to hold onto as he continued pumping the young husky's dick.

  

  Elliot wrapped an arm around his uncle's waist and put the other on his paw, gripping hard while he worked over his young cock, "Ooh...yes uncle...”

  

  "But I CAN let you do something else for me...” Will grinded against his nephew's him, the feel of him writhing in his grasp turning him on even more, "Now, or after I'm done with you...you're choice.”

  

  The younger husky breathed out shakily, still needing release, "What's that?”

  

  "Think of it as the transition between what we're doing, and what you asked for.” William smiled and stopped stroking the boy, "You remember the pool story? How me and Josh had a little...rule?”

  

  Before his nephew could answer, he let go of the boy and nearly dived down, licking the tip of the young, dripping cock just once before sucking nearly the entire length into his muzzle...deciding it best to save teasing for when the kid wasn't already so worked up.

  

  Ell yelped out loud, and instinctively thrust up into his uncle's muzzle, squirming and whimpering beneath him. Almost too quickly to enjoy it, he could already feel his first blowjob's end quickly approaching.

  

  The elder canine put his paw on the teenager's stomach, and tried to take it slow, but was experienced enough to know what he was doing, and probably couldn't prolong it no matter how slow he went. He slid his muzzle down, twisting and pivoting his head, his tongue teasing every inch of the slick doggie dick between his lips, and sucked hard as he came back up only to tease the head before dropping down again.

  

  Elliot barked loudly and gripped the back of his uncle's head before it had even bobbed a second time. Very amateurishly, he shoved even more of his cock into the adult's muzzle and cumming violently, too concerned with getting off to notice much else. Will's eyes went wide, and he pulled himself off even more quickly than he had dived down, the strength of his much younger nephew's arms not enough to keep him still. What had already shot into his muzzle dripped out of his mouth, as the majority of his nephew's streams splashed over his nose, muzzle, and closed eyes.

  

  The younger dog let his uncle pull away, and arched his back upward, riding out his orgasm without any outside stimulation. And finally, he just lied back, as the final spurts of his cum simply leaked down his cock, over his now very large knot, and into his fur.

  

  William hung his tongue out a bit as he blinked open his eyes, "Warn me next time, kiddo,” he shuddered, "It's still on my tongue.” Ell, still lying back, dazed and oblivious to his uncle's concern, only murred while relaxing in the afterglow as the elder husky smacked his lips and shook the boy's shoulder, "Seriously! I don't have anywhere to spit it out.”

  

  Elliot was annoyed by his uncle's interruption of his afterglow haze, but opened his eyes and looked at him when he realized he was actually serious, "You...you could kiss me.”

  

  "Uhm...well, this'll be a first, I guess.” Will leaned in with no hesitation, still too horny to think it was a bad idea, and interested in any way to get rid of the taste. He lifted his nephew's head into what, he realized only as their lips touch, would be the first time EITHER of them had kissed another male.

  

  The younger canine experimentally flicked his tongue out to clean the older fur's lips of cum. He was still wary of kissing his straight uncle, but didn't notice yet, unlike Will, that this was his first kiss.

  

  William opened his lips and slipped his own tongue out to meet the boy's before it could retreat, not having finished like his nephew yet, and not thinking to be wary of anything, as his tongue slipped across the teenager's. Ell murred into his uncle's muzzle, gripped the other husky tighter. As the afterglow actually began to wear off, though, the realization that he was kissing another guy finally dawned on him, and he began uncontrollably giggling like a schoolgirl.

  

  The elder dog, having accomplished his goal of giving back what the boy put in his muzzle, broke the kiss and moved away, "What's so funny?”

  

  Elliot smiled wide and looked at his uncle. "I don't know...I just...” he bit his bottom lip, "I JUST KISSED A GUY!”

  

  Will laughed aloud, "Well, did you like it?”

  

  "Yes I did!” The younger husky moved more into a sitting position and gave his uncle a firm hug, "Thank you!”

  

  William just smiled and hugged his nephew back, "You're welcome! But...I think you forgot something. Remember how Josh and I...had a rule?” He leaned away and raised an eyebrow.

  

  Ell blinked momentarily, looking confused...but as it dawned on him what his uncle meant, a grin broke out across his face and spread into a smile almost larger than the one over the kiss, "I do!”


  ~


  There we go! The Masters continues!
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  First of all, I'd like to say: Will is totally not gay!

  Anyone who thinks otherwise is projecting.

  Lots of straight guys give their nephews blowjobs and then kiss them.

  I mean: it's the 21st century people! Gay sex doesn't make you gay anymore!


  What do you mean that's not true?

  Next you'll be trying to convince me that we don't have hoverboards, jet packs, and colonies on other planets!


  Where was I?


  Oh yeah!

  Did anyone else feel like Elliot there?

  Like you REALLY wanted Will's story to be happening right now instead of just being teased with it?

  I hope so. Cause that was kind of the point! XD


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 12 chapters of The Masters!

  ...for the next 7 chapters of A Warm Bed!

  ...and, in due time...Sibirskaia!


  The Masters Chapter 4


  The Masters...

  ...of Discretion

  

  

  (September 15th)

  

  William Masters stood in the food court of the mall, his eyes surveying the large circular area around him. He always found the mall's selection odd. He was used fast food and Chinese; they were everywhere. But Japanese, Thai, & Indian food? He never saw those places anywhere else in the town. Why did they congregate in the mall?

  

  His back was against a wall, his head a few feet below the large "Restroom” sign, and Elliot was down the hall to his right.

  

  He had decided, since his brother and sister-in-law would be home soon -- and in fact probably already were -- that this particular Sunday, he would end his weekend with his nephew with a nice outing. And what teenager wouldn't like to visit the mall from time to time?

  

  He glanced at the hall. Elliot should be out soon...

  

  Ell splashed water against his face, and then immediately dried off the fur there with the already running blower. He had to stifle a murr at the feeling, since he wasn't exactly alone. The rushing hot air was very soothing to his nerves, though, especially after what had happened the day before.

  

  Once his paws and face were completely dry, he exited the bathroom and the hall, and padded up to his waiting uncle, "So...where to now?”

  

  "Food!” the elder husky smiled widely down at his nephew. "Why else would I have brought us all the way to THIS restroom?”

  

  Elliot smiled weakly up at his uncle, "Cause you're weird?”

  

  Will tilted his head and reached down, cupping the younger husky's muzzle and scritching at it with his fingers, "Come on...you can give your uncle Will a better smile than that.”

  

  The younger canine did so, but it was obviously very fake, "Sorry Will. It's just...after yesterday, it's just been hard to smile as much...you know?”

  

  "I told you it's not that big of a deal, kiddo.” William let go of the boy's muzzle, "Why are you letting it get to you so bad?”

  

  "I don't know...” Ell looked up innocently, "It just is.”

  

  The elder dog slipped his paw onto the back of his nephew's head and pulled him close against his chest, ruffling the boy's hair a bit as he gave him a very typical dad or uncle like hug. "What do you wanna' eat, Ell?”

  

  Elliot giggled a bit, loving being close to his uncle again, his scent intoxicating, "Uhm...anything you want. It doesn't matter to me.”

  

  "I think I want Chinese!” Will smiled as he let the boy go, "I like my food in piles, that way I can just shove a fork in it and wonder which parts of the pile are gonna' be in the next bite!” He patted his stomach a little, "Main reason I never learned to use chopsticks!”

  

  "Heh, alright...” the younger husky nodded noncommittally, slightly happier now, but already missing the hug.

  

  William put his paw on the back of his nephew's neck lightly and tugged, walking in the direction of the Chinese place and bringing the boy along, but trying to not actually pull him, "What are you gonna' get?”

  

  Ell smiled, this time genuinely. Being affectionate with another male in front of others felt oddly pleasant, "From the Chinese place? Uhm...bourbon chicken, orange chicken, and fried rice? Is that cool?”

  

  "Sounds good. I think I'll get the same...” The elder canine stopped in front of the counter and smiled at the woman behind, his paw now having shifted to his nephew's shoulders, "He'll have the bourbon chicken, orange chicken, and fried rice.” He waited for her to punch it in. "I'll have the same,” he waited again, "but with extra rice, and also some Black Pepper Pork, Salt and Pepper Shrimp, a couple of Egg Rolls, and...do you have any soups?”

  

  Elliot looked up at his uncle, confused, "Jeez! You a little hungry?”

  

  Will looked back at him, "Always!” He returned his gaze back to the woman, who had been answering him while Ell was talking, "Good, then! Hot & Sour soup, too!”

  

  The younger dog just stood back and let his uncle pay for the food, feeling very small now that the older husky was going to eat all that.

  

  William smiled and stood aside as their food was prepared and other people ordered. He stood, now, with his paws in his pockets, instead of hanging onto Ell, "You could have ordered more, you know?”

  

  "No, it's okay. I'm not a big guy like you. I probably won't even be able to finish what I got.” Ell shrugged, "I don't know...I'm weird I guess, because dad would probably eat that much too.” He rubbed his shoulder, realizing how very little there was to talk about after that.

  

  "Big guy?” the elder husky looked down at himself and pulled up his shirt with his right paw, patting his stomach with the other. It wasn't the firmest thing he'd ever felt, but it was plenty flat, "Do I look fat?” He poked his stomach a few more times, and whimpered like his nephew had hurt his feelings.

  

  "Well, you're not big like as in fat. You're just, overall, bigger than me...”

  

  William stuck out his bottom lip and made it quiver at the boy.

  

  Ell shook his head at his uncle, unconvinced, "Uh-huh...whatever.” He smiled, unknowingly feeling better than a few minutes prior.

  

  The elder canine crossed his arms, "Hmph!!” His ears perked suddenly, though, when their food was laid on the counter. "Thanks!” he rushed the counter and grabbed the very cluttered tray, before nearly power-walking to the tables out in the middle of the court.

  

  Elliot turned to the woman at the counter, and pointed to the accompanying, but less cluttered tray, "This is with that one right?” She, slightly entertained by his uncle, simply chuckled out a yes, and the boy promptly took the second tray to where uncle had gone, "You think you got here fast enough?”

  

  Will smiled and nodded and went about moving all of his Styrofoam containers off the tray, "Well, I could have jogged or ran, but I didn't want to drop anything.” He snatched up his fork and sat down, leaning in to eat, but stopped suddenly and just blinked at the table.

  

  "What's wrong?” The younger dog visually searched for the problem.

  

  William pouted again and looked up at his nephew, trying his best to look pathetic, "If I give you money, could you go back and get us drinks?”

  

  Ell rolled his eyes, "Oh damn. Uhm...yeah, I will.”

  

  The elder husky smiled and whipped out his wallet, handing it to his nephew, "Thanks!”

  

  Elliot got up, "Pepsi?”

  

  Will smiled, "Surprise me!”

  

  The younger canine nodded and giggled, walking back to the counter. He simply got the drinks, paid and returned back with them, "I got you a Dr. Pepper.”

  

  "Thank you,” William took it, sipped it, and sat it down. He glanced at his nephew's chair, hoping the boy wouldn't follow his eyes, but also hoping he wouldn't sit on the bag now laying in it.

  

  "What the hell?” Ell eyeballed the bag, and then looked at his uncle again, "What's this?”

  

  "Well...you were in the bathroom for a long time...you were in such a bad mood...and Gamestop is right across from the food-court,” the elder dog motioned at the game store behind his nephew.

  

  "Oh cool!” Elliot took the bag and sat down, "I didn't think you'd give me my birthday present five months early...”

  

  "That has nothing to do with your birthday.” Will shoved food in his mouth; obviously not his first bites, judging from how much had already disappeared while his nephew was gone.

  

  The younger husky looked over at his uncle and smiled rosily while reaching into the bag and thumbed through the three games inside, "Three!? And not a one is something I already had! You must have been paying attention.” He sat the bag in his lap and looked back up, "Thanks...”

  

  William smiled, "Anything to put you back in a good mood after yesterday.” He continued to eat.

  

  "Uhm...yeah...” The bag out of sight, Ell took the fork that came with the meal and began eating...though much more slowly than his uncle, still thinking of yesterday. After a few moments, he spoke again, "About that. I'm sorry if...you know...I let you down or anything...”

  

  The elder canine sat his fork down on cue, and looked back up at the boy, "Ell...look at me, kiddo.”

  

  Elliot looked back at his uncle, a little afraid of what he was about to say.

  

  "I understand why this is bothering you. I really do.” Will shared a very soft smile with his nephew, "I mean: this is different for you than it was for me, right? If I were in your shoes, it wouldn't mean a lot, but you have more on your mind than just whether or not you let me down. Whether or not you made me happy isn't really what's bothering you, is it?”

  

  The younger dog answered hesitantly, "I guess not. But I think it's best if I deal with it myself and...talking about it, let alone here with everyone around, just makes me more nervous, you know?”

  

  William just shook his head, "No one's listening. No one cares.” He waved his arm, "Look around. I know it seems like it sometimes, but no one is looking at you or me, or listening to us. They're all busy with their own lives.” He paused for a moment before moving right along, "This is because of you being gay, isn't it? You're worried because you think you should be better at this stuff? You're worried that you're gonna' disappoint someone else.”

  

  Ell took a deep breath, hoping to maintain a calm head throughout all of this. He gulped hard before answering, "Y-yeah. I mean, yesterday wasn't fun for you, AT ALL, right? And what if I just keep doing the same thing again and again because I want it so bad?”

  

  "Because you want it so bad? What do you mean?” The elder husky was still idly eating, but not breaking his eye contact with the boy.

  

  "It was like...” Elliot stuggled to phrase it right, "I was so excited that I finally got to do it, that I messed it up.”

  

  "It was your first time, Ell! No one's good their first time. No one,” Will smiled and shook his head. "You're just usually with someone equally as inexperienced in the beginning, so they don't realize it.” He reached a paw across the table and patted the boy's, "This had nothing to do with you being excited, Elliot. Getting head from someone who is completely uninterested is a LOT worse than getting it from someone who's too excited. Trust me, there is NOTHING wrong with enthusiasm.” He squeezed his nephew's paw once and let go, "You'll get better. You'll get a LOT better. It just takes practice. I promise you, as sweet and enthusiastic as you are...you will never be a disappointment to anyone. Hell, you weren't even a disappointment to me, yesterday. Just because I finished in my paw doesn't mean I didn't enjoy what we did.”

  

  The younger canine poked idly at his food, "Yeah...I guess you're right.”

  

  "Come on, Ell. Smile for me. This is the second time that us doing this has put you in a bad mood. And if this is how it's gonna' be every time...I don't think I can do it to you again.”

  

  Elliot perked up and genuinely smiled, "No-no! That's the last thing I want! I just...you're so understanding. What if the next fur I'm with isn't like you and THEY'RE disappointed with me?” He chuckled half heartedly, "I wish there was a way for me to practice...without having to worry about being criticized afterward.”

  

  "There is!” Will smiled, "That's what I'm here for.” He pointed at his nephew with his fork, "But only if you're not upset again after the third time.” He stabbed his food and got back to eating, "This is supposed to be making you happy...”

  

  "Next time I won't set such high standards for myself. How about that? That way I won't disappoint myself so badly.”

  

  The elder dog winked, "I bet that won't be a problem next time. I just need to find something that'll really set you off.” He ate a few more bites, "I wonder what your kinks are,” another bite, "light bondage? Pet play? Apparently incest judging from this weekend, and our choice of locale yesterday,” another bite, and ran his foot-paw up the inner side of his nephew's calf, "maybe the danger of being in public?” He kept his eyes down as he ate, pretending he wasn't doing anything at all under the table.

  

  Elliot sighed out shakily with a nod, "The last two are right...” He looked around nervously, noticing that nobody was noticing or caring. Aside from a few hooligan kits and cubs running around, nobody was even glancing in their direction.

  

  Will ran his foot along his nephew's calf a little, "Really, now? Too bad we can't act on that last one, huh?”

  

  "Without getting in trouble? No, we can't.” The younger husky used his own foot-paw to slightly nudge Will's away, "So it's probably best if you stop teasing me...”

  

  "Oh? Without getting in trouble?” William was still looking at his food and not the boy, and returned his foot, but only sat it on top of Ell's as to not push too far. "You think I got this old without learning how to be discrete? You'd be surprised what you can get away with in public.”

  

  "Yeah...?” Shivering, Ell pretended he was eating too, "Where could we go, right now?”

  

  The elder canine looked up and wiped his mouth with a napkin, to make it look like he wasn't surveying the area, "Dressing rooms are camera monitored usually, now...they didn't used to be. Bathroom's might be crowded, but it's not hard to get two people into a stall unnoticed.” He looked back down at his food, taking a few bites, "If you moved over here, and sat on the booth seat with me, I could probably even give you a paw job without anyone noticing.” He finished off more of his food and looked up, "But I think your pride needs you to do more than just get pawed off...”

  

  Elliot pointed with his eyes and muzzle, "What about that little photo booth? Two furs usually go into those and the little curtain gives privacy. But...” he second guessed himself, "it's in too big of a trafficked area to be good enough, isn't it?”

  

  Will looked at it himself, "Hmmm...I never thought of that, actually.” He raised an eyebrow, "Why the hell HAVEN'T I thought of it?”

  

  The younger dog blushed, "I think we need to stop talking about this. Because it really has always been a fantasy of mine to do it in a public place. And all this talk is...getting me in the mood...”

  

  William smiled at the teenager, then looked back down and finally finished off the last of his food while running his foot-paw back up Ell's calf, "And what's wrong with that?”

  

  Ell gulped again, "Uhm...nothing...i-if we were going to act on it. I mean, do you really want to do something?” He smiled nervously, not believing this was happening.

  

  "You done eating?” The elder husky took a long sip of his drink and leaned back, looking down at his nearly completely empty Styrofoam boxes.

  

  "Yeah. I told you I wouldn't eat as much as you.” Elliot finished his drink, "Where do you want to do it?”

  

  "The booth is being used, so,” Will stood up and leaned down beside his nephew like he was going to kiss him on the cheek, but didn't, "Go wait by it so we can be next.” He stood back up, straight, "I'll throw everything away.”

  

  While Will busied himself picking up the boxes and loading them onto one of the trays, the younger canine sauntered as casually as he could manage over to the photo booth, blushing lightly but trying to act calm. Thinking about what was going to happen was already causing his sheath to thicken rapidly. Once next to the booth, he just patiently stood beside it, listening to its current occupants giggle and shuffle around inside.

  

  William finished his drink and tossed it in the trash following everything except a napkin he used to wash the condensation from his cup off his paw, and then threw the napkin in too. He turned and saw his nephew standing by the booth, and he chuckled to himself. The boy looked much more nervous than he probably realized.

  

  He walked over to the teenager, gently slipping an arm around his shoulders, "Sure you're up to this?”

  

  Ell gulped hard but smiled, "Yeah...just nervous.”

  

  The elder dog smiled back down at his nephew, and noticed the boy's groin, "They better hurry, or you're gonna' end up embarrassing yourself.”

  

  At that moment, three still-giggling female teenagers exited the booth, too busy joking and laughing to notice the two huskies. Elliot pulled his baggy shirt down over the front of his pants as they passed, trying to hide the large bulge there, "Ready?”

  

  Will pulled Ell's shirt back up quickly, "I have to teach you how to be discrete.” He pushed the younger husky toward the booth lightly, like he was helping the boy in, but actually trying to rush him, "The more you try to hide something, the more people notice.”

  

  The younger husky stepped into the booth, obviously taking the hint, and sat down on the opposite side, which still had its curtain drawn, "Jeez...well I've never done anything like this before, remember?”

  

  "I didn't mean this,” William got in and closed the curtain. "I meant this!” he poked the growing bulge in his nephew's pants, "and how you were hiding it with your shirt. You don't hold your books in front of it when it happens at school, do you?”

  

  Ell gulped and blushed more... "Sometimes?”

  

  The elder canine sighed and rubbed the top of his muzzle, "You realize that gives you away more than just walking proud with it, right?” He shook his head, "Look, I don't have time now...but when we're done, I have a couple of lessons for you, okay?”

  

  Elliot giggled, "Yeah. Thanks...” He smiled sheepishly, still nervous about being caught.

  

  Will, though, just leaned back and stretched his legs a bit, letting his prominent bulge stick up high. "Go ahead, kiddo. Play with your first guy in public...”

  

  The younger dog checked to make sure the curtains were closed as tightly as possible, not interested in taking too many chances. "A-alright...” he cracked his knuckles and then placed a paw, hesitant and shaking, onto the front of Will's pants, cupping the bulge there and petting it softly through the fabric.

  

  William smiled darkly, "That's not what you wanna' do, now is it? I mean: where's the danger in that? You could pull your paw away any time...”

  

  Ell got harder thinking about how actually fun this could be, "No. It isn't...” He looked up at his uncle with a small grin, and then took the clasp of the older husky's pants and the zipper in his paws, not using them yet, but just holding them, "May I?”

  

  "Oh? Asking permission now? Cute,” the elder husky smirked. "You may.”

  

  Elliot giggled again and licked his lips, then unclasped the button and pulled the zipper down, letting Will's heavy scent escape along with his massive bulging boxers. "Mmm...” he took in a deep breath of the photo booth's air, "Smells nice.”

  

  "I seem to remember that being how all this started, on Friday.” Will reached up and scratched the back of his nephew's head, "Keep going, Elliot.”

  

  The younger canine pulled his uncle's underwear down over his cock and hooked them underneath his nuts, once again getting over-eager with the situation. He leaned down, any manners and common sense simply being overwhelmed with horniness, and took Will's cock into his mouth sucked hard, and trying desperately to get the older husky's load out quickly.

  

  William took in a deep breath and leaned his head back, "Whoa, buddy! Calm down a little. Remember, you're not just trying to suck something out of me. I'm not a straw.” He softly petted the back of his nephew's head, "It's all about pleasing the person you're doing this to. Slow down, be attentive, and remember it's about me while you're doing it. That's how I did it for you...”

  

  Ell listened, but didn't acknowledge his uncle audibly. Instead, he just started bobbing up and down slowly and sucking far more gently, very consciously thinking about doing it right this time. With his left paw, he petted Will's knot gently, knowing how good it felt to tease his own.

  

  The elder dog murred lightly, "Better, already, Ell.” He petted his nephew's head more, letting his paw linger on and scratch lightly at the base of the boy's skull, "Now, what would you like to feel if our roles were reversed?”

  

  Elliot excitedly pulled off, wiping his lips of excess saliva and pre, "You're doing me now!?” He hurriedly unbuttoned and unzipped his pants, quickly reaching in to pull his own cock out.

  

  Will chuckled as he looked down at the boy's paw in his pants. "That's not what I meant...” he kissed the boy's nose, "...but sure. I mean, it's not like you're just here to please me or anything.”

  

  The younger husky looked slightly confused, still holding his cock, but not yet pulling it out just, "Well then what DID you mean?”

  

  "I was meaning...for you to do to ME what you'd like done to YOU. Like the golden rule, but for blowjobs. I was trying to help you learn.” William reached his paw into his nephew's pants as well, and pulled the boy's cock out for him, "But I'm sure that can wait a minute or two.”

  

  "Yeah...it can...” El looked up at his uncle innocently and made a playful pouting face, "Please, uncle?”

  

  "Try to be quiet. You don't want to alarm anyone...” the elder canine leaned down and licked the boy's tip teasingly, before letting Ell's shaft slide in through his lips and across his rolling tongue.

  

  Elliot gasped quickly, "Oh God!” He bit his paw to try and keep himself quiet, but with his other paw, pushed down on the back of his uncle's head.

  

  Will allowed himself be pushed down, and decided it was best to finish this quickly this time, instead of teasing. He relaxed a bit, and his nephew's cock found the back of his throat, but only barely because of the boy's age. He suckled harder as he pulled off, teasing every bit of Ell's cock with his tongue, and pivoting his head before sliding back down, as his paw gripped the teenager's knot. Feeling the boy's whimpering might be growing too loud, he reached up with his other paw, and wrapped it around his nephew's muzzle to make sure things stayed quiet.

  

  The younger dog moaned into his clamped muzzle, loving how skilled his uncle could be. He thrust up once, while still pushing his uncle's head downward, yelping suddenly and already blowing his load into Will's maw. With his eyes clenched tightly shut, he simply squirmed desperately, as he rode out the orgasm.

  

  William flinched and involuntarily gripped the boy's muzzle harder, straining to keep from pulling off as his muzzle was filled with adolescent seed. After all these years, it still just wasn't a taste he could handle. He felt, slowly, his nephew relax in his grip, and the final twitches and spurts of the boy's cock trail off. Only then did he finally release the teenager and sit up, staring silently at the boy, his mouth full.

  

  Ell, though, just whimpered lightly, too spent and tired to move, and too preoccupied with cumming so hard to notice his uncle. Frustrated, the elder husky tapped the side of his nephew's muzzle and pointed at his own, a pleading look on his face. Elliot finally looked up at his uncle, through half-lidded eyes, but took the hint and leaned up to clean his muzzle with small licks and kisses.

  

  Will grabbed the back of Ell's head fully as he did that, and opened his muzzle, kissing the boy just as deeply as the day before, and giving back his nephew's little 'gift.' The younger canine simply murred again at that, accepting his uncle's kiss and taking his load back. His kissing, though, was still very amateurish and not very skilled.

  

  William slipped away and smiled apologetically, "I'll try not to have to do that to you every time, but I couldn't really let you cum all over yourself here...y'know?”

  

  Ell looked up at his uncle and smiled. He found it funny that his uncle thought he minded that...after all, he was just glad that'd gotten to kissed a guy, again. "Yeah. I understand.” He reached down and stroked his still exposed uncle, "You want the same in return right?”

  

  "That's the plan!” the elder dog moved back a little. "Now, do you remember where we were? You'd relaxed...you were bobbing...sucking more gently...” he smiled and motioned at his lap, looking around as if someone could see, even though the curtains were in the way.

  

  Elliot turned slightly on the uncomfortable seat and nodded quickly at his uncle while leaning down again, "I know exactly where I was.” He flicked his tongue out to clean Will's cock-tip of pre, before drawing it up into his muzzle, sucking lightly and bobbing slowly. He was cautious, though, to avoid doing anything hurtful like choking or using his teeth in any way.

  

  "Good...good. Now...what did I ask you before you stopped?” Will petted the back of his nephew's head, "What would you like done to you?”

  

  The younger husky continued being gentle, but took a cue from his uncle: sucking hard while pulling away, and not sucking at all while going down. With his left paw, he reached forward under his muzzle and squeezed Will's knot hard, before letting his fingers trace idly around it and down to the adult's large, heavy nut-sack.

  

  "Might wanna' go faster...” William scratched his nephew's head. "What if you were caught like this?” he asked, both as motivation and because he knew they both got off on the risk.

  

  Ell sucked harder and squeezed his uncle's nuts, then rolled them around a bit, keeping them hammocked instead of lying on the seat. He mumbled something in response to his uncle's question -- unintelligibly muffled -- and just took more in, faster than before, as his free arm synched tight around Will's waist, holding on as if for dear life.

  

  The elder canine humped lightly into the boy's muzzle and gritted his teeth, trying not to howl. Normally it would take so much more than this, no matter how great of a job his nephew was doing...but being in public...that made things different. He growled and came hard...spurred on by the realization that he was feeding his nephew his very first load.

  

  Elliot murred deeply, still massaging his uncle's nuts, but sucking only on the cock-tip, trying to get the most out of this and absolutely loving the feel of another male's cock spurting long hot jets of his masculine cream onto his tongue. Soon after the first strong jets were blasted out, he sucked hard again while drawing in most of his uncle's cock with a big slurp, making sure milk his uncle for everything he could.

  

  Will held the boy's head firmly, trying not to grip too hard, but having a lot of trouble not moaning or howling as his orgasm trailed off in his nephew's muzzle.

  

  The younger dog continued until even the last dribbling stopped, and then pulled off to lick Will clean of any pre or sweat down in his loins, "Thank you, uncle! Thank you so much...” He kissed the adult's tip, licking there as well, as he turned his eyes up again.

  

  William twitched a little -- a bit too sensitive to be being licked -- but enjoyed watching his nephew having so much fun, "I told you you'd do better!”

  

  Ell murred, grinning wide, "I also had fun!” He didn't keep licking, but just hugged Will's lower torso lovingly, content with the hugging even though they were both still exposed and sitting in the middle of a mall, "I could die like this.”

  

  The elder canine nuzzled the top of the boy's head, ignoring the somewhat overly loving comment, "And you just might if we don't head out of here!” He lifted the boy up off of him, and touched their nosed together gently, "Sorry.”

  

  Elliot looked defeated, as he watched his uncle stow himself away, but he knew he was right, "Yeah. We should get going.” Still smiling, he tucked himself away, too, and looked into uncle's eyes lovingly. Too overwhelmed with happiness to say anything, he just licked the elder dog's nose playfully, the way a puppy would do.

  

  Will just chuckled a little and scratched the boy behind the ear before turning to open the curtain, into the still crowded and indifferent mall.


  ~


  There we go! The Masters continues!


  *
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  as William Masters
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  If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account here at
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  Hope you had fun!

  They obviously did!


  What comes next, though?

  Elliot's parents are home, and their fun little weekend is over now.

  What might Monday have in store?


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 11 chapters of The Masters!

  ...for the next 6 chapters of A Warm Bed!

  ...and, in due time...Sibirskaia!


  The Masters Chapter 5


  The Masters...

  ...of Education

  

  

  (September 16th)

  

  Elliot Masters walked silently through the crowded hallway, grumbling at the crammed and rushing mass of life to his every side. He never liked this. Most times, the images of livestock being herded to the slaughter came to his mind -- which he didn't feel was far from the truth.

  

  This WAS a high school after all.

  

  After pushing through the last furry blockade between him and his next 'class,' he stumbled into the small offshoot of a hallway, which connected the main area of the school to two old locker rooms and to the school's smaller gym: the gym too small for any real sports, and relegated to be used for PE.

  

  A few yards away, by the entrance to the boys' locker room, was a mass of orange and black fur. It stood at the head of a crowd of other fur colors, feathers, and scales, some crowded near, and others breaking away to either venture past Ell or disappear into the lockers.

  

  That mass of orange and black was a sophomore, a tiger whom Ell had met just less than three weeks ago. His name was Hunter Thurman, and he had been forced into taking PE during his second year with nothing but freshman -- freshmen like Ell -- because he had done everything he could to avoid it the year before...but could only manage that feat for so long.

  

  Why the large cat hated PE so much to begin with, Elliot couldn't understand. He was fit, coordinated, and seemed to really enjoy playing those games which the husky himself was frequently annoyed by.

  

  Not that Ell minded the tiger's presence though.

  

  The young dog had been terrified of high school. Every movie and TV show portrayed it like the battlefields of a war, with upperclassmen as the relentless and battle hardened enemy soldiers, and the freshman as the unfortunate recipients of every figurative bullet and bomb. But Elliot had been pleasantly surprised to find himself mostly segregated from the upperclassmen...and even pleasantly surprised at the first upperclassmen he met for any real length of time: Hunter.

  

  Not only was the tiger friendly and nice, but he had even become a FRIEND to the husky in these short first three weeks of high school. In fact, in this PE class -- even though surrounded by furs he'd been through school with for years before high school -- Hunter was his only actual friend.

  

  Elliot strolled casually past all the other furs, acknowledging only the tiger with a slight head tilt and a small wave, "What's up, Hunter?” He continued past the tiger and into the locker room, where he sat his backpack down and began to put in the combination for his locker.

  

  "Hey, Ell!” leaning through the locker room door, Hunter snapped his fingers at the slightly younger student and completely ignored whatever prattling he'd been dealing with before, "Come 'ere!” A couple of the furs around him left, and the others continued talking to one another, "No need to get into your locker yet! Bell hasn't even rung.”

  

  The husky continued to undo the lock, but just left it hanging open instead of continuing to get ready for PE, "Uhm...okay.” He walked the couple of yards back over to Hunter, a massive fur compared to himself, and looked up at the cat, "...but you know I like to dress-out quick.” He scratched his headfur with mild embarrassment that he was still as self-conscious as he was.

  

  "I still don't understand why you're so embarrassed!” Hunter smiled a wide, sharp grin, "I mean, you're not overweight or anything, and,” he looked up and away with his eyes, "not that I've been like lookin' at you or nothin'...but I've never seen you pop a tent in there or anything, either.”

  

  Ell continued in a more relieved tone, "Well excuse me for having modesty!”

  

  "I don't believe in modesty! I think it's just a word people who had something to be embarrassed about made up to protect themselves,” the tiger nudged his friend's shoulder.

  

  Elliot just chuckled, "Anyway...what's up? You need a freshman's all-knowing advice again?”

  

  "Nah, it's nothin' really. I just wanted to talk, but don't worry about it. We can talk when I come in there to change here in a few minutes,” Hunter waved him off, "You go on to your privacy, before more people get here.”

  

  "Okay, as long as it isn't SUPER important. Talk to you soon!” The husky walked back toward his locker and from it, gathered his usual gym class attire and proceeded to quickly change clothes.

  

  Hunter greeted a few other furs as they filed in, but now with an ulterior motive. He intentionally captured as many of them in conversation as he could, as he continuously glanced back at Ell. And ONLY once his husky friend was completely finished dressing out for class did the tiger let the small group file inside. It was a habit he'd gotten into over the last week or so, but one he wasn't sure if his canine friend had ever noticed...

  

  Hunter followed the group in, as well, and sat down on the bench closest to his younger friend, "You know...if you have anything to be embarrassed about, it's being seen in these gym clothes. I mean, I don't mean to sound gay or anything, but you look a lot better naked than you do once you're draped in these big baggy things.”

  

  Ell let out an uncomfortable huff at that statement, "You've never seen me naked! I don't take my underwear off in here.

  

  "Fair enough. But I have seen you in these!” the tiger swatted at his friend's baggy black shorts, "and anything's gotta' look better than this.”

  

  Elliot sighed deeply and looked down at the shorts, "Yeah, I know, they do look like some nightmarish shit, don't they?” He chuckled at his own comment, trying his best to convince himself Hunter didn't mean anything by the naked comment. For a moment, he almost let himself be convinced that the big cat meant he WANTED to see him naked. But Ell knew from much prior experience, that simple things like that never meant anything and if he tried to make something of it, he just might get his ass kicked. "But at least everyone else is wearin' 'em too! You know how coach is, if you don't dress-out the way he wants us to.”

  

  "Yeah, I know!” Hunter stood up and unlocked his locker -- luckily, very near Ell's -- and continued in a sarcastic tone, "I mean...I forget my shorts, and go out there in my jock strap ONE TIME and he acts like it's the end of the world!”

  

  The husky chuckled again, remembering that day...and what a glorious day it was for gay canid spectators, "Yeah, that was pretty great.”

  

  "He was probably just jealous of my nice, round, orange ass!” Hunter hadn't bothered pulling his clothes out of the locker yet, waiting for the bell before he did anything. "I know his poor, flat, little, gray one couldn't pull off a jock. And so does he!” He finally chuckled a bit, "Oh! Hey! Didn't I need to talk to you about somethin'?”

  

  Elliot dreamily remembered that 'nice, round, orange ass,' and wanted to just reach out and give it a big firm squeeze in his mind's dream world. Luckily, Ell's mind didn't fall completely into the gutter, and he managed to stay somewhat focused, "I don't know. Did you?”

  

  "Yeah! I was wondering if,” the tiger got cut off by the bell, growled a little, and finally reached into his locker, "I was wondering if you wanted to do somethin' later this week. Maybe Friday? You know, since you probably won't have to be home as early then.”

  

  Ell was struck by how casual the question was, even though the two of them had never even spoken outside of school. After a slight moment of shock, though -- at wondering why any upperclassman, even a sophomore, would want to hang out with a freshman outside of school -- Ell finally responded, "Oh! Uhm...well I'd like to...but...” He hurried to come up with good excuse to have to think about it, not wanting to seem too eager, "I'll have to ask my parents, but they should be cool with it.”

  

  "Cool!” Hunter pulled off his shirt and tossed it into his locker, "Not sure what we'll do yet...maybe just hang out at one of our houses.” He unbuttoned his pants and unzipped them, "...unless you'd like to see a movie or something instead? Anything out that looks good?” He dropped and stepped out of his pants, stuffing them in his locker too.

  

  The husky looked briefly at his feline friend's boxer covered ass, but quickly looked quickly back at his face again, knowing that this was NOT the time or place to be caught staring at anyone's ass. Slightly dazed and obviously not thinking about his question, he answered, "Yeah it looks good to me.”

  

  Hunter looked away from the jockstrap in his paws, the jockstrap he only bought because his boxers wouldn't fit in his intentionally undersized gym shorts, "It? No...I said: 'is there a movie out?' I didn't name one, yet.” He looked back at the jock, mumbled to himself, "Fuck this shit. I'll just go commando,” and tossed the jock in his locker too. Then, shameless as always, he slipped out of his boxers and turned around back around to his locker again to put on his gym shorts.

  

  "W-what?” If his feline friend wanted to get him focused, stripping down to nothing inches away from him wasn't exactly the best course of action. Though only for the slightest of moments, Elliot caught full sight of the tiger's hefty package, followed by a lengthy shot of his ass before his shorts covered them up again.

  

  Once Hunter's correction finally registered, though, he realizing how stupid he must've just sounded, and tried his best to regain his composure. One paw reached up to hold his head as if it was being strained, while his other pulled his tail around to cover the front of his shorts. "I mean...nothing looks good. I meant to say, 'd-doesn't look good,' like, the movie scene doesn't look good, but I just got messed up. I don't know what the hell I was thinking...” he gulped hard, realizing he was rambling, struggled to be calm again.

  

  The tiger, though, was paying more attention than Ell realized, and he noticed the dog pull his tail in front of himself. The big cat seemed startled for a moment, at the sight, knowing exactly what it meant, and his eyes grew wider, before he spoke, "Oh! Yeah. No, that makes sense.” He blinked a lot and shook his head, trying to act like he didn't notice anything, and like nothing happened, but quickly pulled his shirt on, "I guess we'll just hang out at one of our places then?” he offered a smile despite the situation.

  

  "Yeah...that sounds good.” Ell was still very nervous, fidgeting around lightly while standing in place, and hoping to God his problem would go away before anyone noticed or he had to walk out of the locker room.

  

  Hunter moved in front of his younger friend, intentionally blocking anyone else's view of him -- though Elliot had no clue. "And hey,” he surprised his canine friend, leaning in close and lowering his voice, "Look, don't worry about it, Ell. It's okay.” He looked the younger teenager right in the eye and smiled wryly, "Sorry on my part, though. I...I didn't mean to cause you any...uhm...trouble.” He leaned back, still smiling apologetically and patted Ell on the shoulder.

  

  The husky gulped again and looked at Hunter, this time nervous about what he was talking about, though he had had a very good idea, "W-what? What do you mean?”

  

  Hunter raised an eyebrow and brought the corner of his mouth to a point in a smirk, "Oh, come on, Ell.” He glanced down at the husky's tail between them and then back up.

  

  Elliot tried again to be calm, "Oh no, Dude. That's sick. It's because of...of earlier...” He hurriedly put together a fake story, hoping Hunter would buy it, but afraid he it was far too late, "This morning, I was...you know...I in the shower, and didn't...didn't finish. So now it's just...kind of popping up. You know?”

  

  "And it just so happened to do it...” the tiger lowered his voice to a whisper, "...while I was naked?” He noticed his friend's tail drop aside, and assumed the predicament had passed, so he finally moved away and sat down, to start putting his shoes on, "Really, Ell: it's cool. Just relax, okay?” He chuckled, "Like I said, it was my fault. I'll be more careful with what I'm...flashing at you next time.”

  

  Ell blinked a few times in disbelief, never thinking Hunter of all furs would be okay with something like that, "You...you're serious? It's cool with you?”

  

  "Ell...I'M apologizing to YOU.” Hunter finished putting his shoes on and stood up, "And I didn't skip a beat about us still hanging out this Friday, did I?” He put a paw on Ell's shoulder as he walked past, "We'll talk about it after PE, kid.” He winked and nearly jogged off toward the gym.

  

  The husky blinked for a few seconds, watching Hunter go off toward the gym and quietly giving him a nervous 'Okay...' that he couldn't hear.

  

  As soon as the tiger was out of sight, Ell leaned back against his own locker and sighed out deeply, not caring about what the few remaining furs would think, "Oh please...please don't be fucking with me.” The last furs exited the locker room, headed toward the gym, and Ell started walking out after them, taking his time to adjust himself and make his lessened-but-still-present bulge less noticeable in his luckily baggy shorts.

  

  By the time Elliot walked in, Hunter was talking to a vixen and her leopardess friend by the bleachers. It was hard to tell what he was saying, but the girls seemed more than a little entertained. He held his arm out to them and flexed it a bit. As the vixen felt of it, he looked over, smiled, and waved at Ell. It wasn't a 'knowing' smile, or smirk, or chuckle...nothing to show that anything weird just happened...but just a friendly smile and a wave like always.

  

  The husky, though, was too uncomfortable not to read more into it than that. He looked over and smiled weakly back, for some reason certain that his feline friend was making fun of him by letting the girls feel his muscles. The freshman's mind ran away with him, imagining what his sophomore friend must be trying to silently point out: 'Hey faggot, look at what you'll never get!'

  

  But he walked over to the tiger anyway and tried to pretend like nothing had happened, "Hey, dude.” He rubbed his arm nervously, praying that the cat hadn't told the two females what had happened.

  

  "Hey!” Hunter pulled his arm away from the girls, still flexing it, "Feel o'that! I think I'm makin' a lot of progress with my new weights.” The vixen looked almost annoyed, as if she thought him letting her feel it was something special, just for her. Hunter, though, wasn't paying much attention to her annoyance, "I mean...it's nothing great...but it's a lot firmer now.”

  

  Ell looked at him, and waved Hunter's arm away, "No...it's okay. I'll pass.” He smiled uncomfortably, very much wanting to avoid doing anything to seem any gayer right now.

  

  The tiger shrugged, "Cool. Whatever.” He lowered his arm, "On Friday...did they say we were playing dodge-ball, today?”

  

  "Uhm...” Elliot looked around, mainly at the coaches, who were waiting for the rest of the girls to exit their locker room, "I think so?”

  

  "I'll try to be nice if we're on opposite teams...” Hunter winked and smirked mockingly, "I know how bad you are at this!” He pushed Ell's shoulder a bit.

  

  The husky tried to resist against the playful push, but was easily pushed away, "Hey!” He looked over and finally whole-heartedly smiled, "It's only 'cause I don't try.”

  

  Hunter opened his mouth to respond, but was cut off by the screaming of the coach and just rolled his eyes a bit as he waved to Ell and ran off. After the initial roll call...the berating over whatever rules had been broken the week before...and once the assistant coach finally brought out the balls for the game...dodge-ball was announced -- as if no one had been told, before, that that was the game for the day -- and the class was split in two. Only once, during the opening ordeal, did Hunter even glance at Ell, and that was only as they passed each other, walking to opposite sides of the gym, and their opposite teams.

  

  Despite how playful Hunter had seemed, Elliot still couldn't help but go over the whole situation between the two of them, in his head, again and again. The tiger could just be being nice for today, then never speak to him again! Or maybe Hunter was going to use the information AGAINST him somehow!

  

  The game was started and each team began playing, rushing toward center court, grabbing a ball, then ensuing to pummel each other in a gleeful display of barbarism. Ell hung back with a few of the girls and other nonathletic males, avoiding the game all together, and just trying look busy, while actually still thinking of Hunter and what the tiger might be thinking of HIM.

  

  Hunter, meanwhile, reveled in the supposed 'barbarism,' laughing and yelling uproariously as he always did when he actually got into the games. He caught every ball that was thrown at him, and tossed it back, pegging someone else with it almost every time, to score his side two outs more often than not any time anyone targeted him.

  

  Unfortunately, not everyone else on his team was doing so well, and by the end of the first game, he was the only member of his side not eliminated, and Ell's side still had the husky -- who'd been lucky hanging so far back -- five other furs, and all the balls.

  

  All five, excluding Elliot, hurled their foam projectiles at Hunter, and the tiger, barely managing to dodge four, caught the fifth and immediately threw it back, nailing one of the five furs in the head before running for the four balls he dodged. He threw them back almost frantically and pegged three of the remaining four as well...though two of them, only barely. And the final one of the five fell just as quickly: though he dodged Hunter's initial volley, the tiger hit him as well on his second try.

  

  And with that, Hunter was left with only his friend, the obviously uninterested husky to face...which would have been an easy enough task, except there were no balls left on the tiger's side of the court, at all. A bit drained, he slumped over and breathed heavily, looking across at the younger canine.

  

  Ell's shoulder slumped. Oh shit, why hadn't he been taken out yet?

  

  He strolled casually over to one of the slowly rolling balls and picked it up, not even remembering the last time he actually THREW one in one of these games, and all the while his eliminated team mates and the coaches yelled at him to "Get into the game!” It was funny. He wasn't 'in the game' but he was the last one left. Discretion's the better part of valor, or whatever...yeah?

  

  Elliot walked over, as close as he could get to Hunter while still on his side of the court, and stood there silently, toying with the ball a little and watching the tiger, knowing pretty well he was just going to catch the ball when he threw it. Might as well give it his best shot, though!

  

  The husky took a few steps back, and then turned around quickly, rushing the line, jumping, and hurling the ball with all his might at his friend. And hoping that he'd catch the sophomore off guard -- his only chance that the ball wouldn't be caught -- in mid-air he screamed:

  

  "DIE!!!”

  

  Sure enough, Hunter was startled by the sudden outburst from the normally placid dog, and hesitated for the shortest of seconds. He jerked up quickly and snapped his paws up to catch the ball with all the speed and tact he'd shown thus far. Unfortunately for him, though, he moved just a little too quickly and his hands clapped in front of himself and the ball simply bounced off his fingers.

  

  As the red foam ball tapped against the glossy wooden court, Hunter's eyes went wide and he stood frozen. He'd...lost? He was doing so well...

  

  Legitimately shocked that Hunter hadn't caught it, Ell landed squarely on his feet, while the rest of the gym either stared in disbelief or burst into laughter and cheers for the sole survivor.

  

  Still in a daze, Elliot spoke over the crowd, "Sorry...”

  

  The tiger looked up and opened his mouth to speak as the coaches and other students went about placing the balls back in the middle for game two, but he just blinked at first. He chuckled after a moment, though and gave his friend a dismissive wave, "No worries! I always win. You needed one too, finally...” he winked, "Besides, I've still got the whole rest of the period to get you back!”

  

  As Hunter ran back to his side, Ell walked briskly to his own, letting the other furs' thanks and congratulations spur him on to play more seriously. He still played the next round timidly, of course, but at least he was actually playing...having almost completely forgotten about what happened with Hunter in the locker room and getting the feel from how the cat was playing, that maybe he really didn't care about it. That instinctive doubt still lingered in his mind, of course, but it would have to wait to be answered. There was a game to be played.

  

  Hunter continued doing just as well in the following three games, almost single handedly scoring his team all three wins, which would have been much nicer had the thought not remained with him how close he was to completely shutting the other team out. Instead of just catching his own, in those games, he took the initiative to save others from being hit too, and luckily, was never left as the only member of his team again, and soon enough three other games, and three other wins passed by.

  

  The husky, meanwhile, was eliminated about midway through, every time, as he was actually playing, now, and wasn't safe hiding in the back. Once they were done, the class split up again toward their locker rooms, and Hunter, one of the first in, was already sitting on the bench resting by the time his canid friend wandered in.

  

  Elliot walked back into the locker room as if wounded, and went toward his own locker, wanting nothing more, at the moment, than to get out of his sweaty t-shirt and shorts, "Ugh...hey Hunter.” He took off his shirt and tossed it into his locker, which he hadn't bother re-locking before class, "Coach said I had a good 'hussle' or something, for knocking you out by myself. I got an 'A' for today...that cool or what?”

  

  "Well, it WAS a nice moment.” Hunter looked up, "But you realize this is PE, right? I'm pretty sure we all get an A for every day.” He hit Ell's hip with the back of his paw, not even bothering to stand up or try to change his clothes.

  

  "Well maybe for you, because you can play any damn game you want, but for the rest of us -- the normal ones -- certain things are little above our skill set.” The husky slipped off his shoes and pushed them away, while sitting down to take off his sweaty socks as well.

  

  Hunter watched him as he went, "No...I mean I don't think this class is actually graded. I think they just slap an A on everyone and send them off. I mean, really...do you know anyone who's failed PE, and had to repeat it?”

  

  "I don't know that many furs to begin with.” Ell looked at Hunter and motioned to the side right side of his face, "Does it look like it's swelling right here?”

  

  The tiger's first instinct was to jokingly remind the dog that the balls were foam, and harmless. But instead, he humored him, reaching up and very gently turned the husky's face with his paw for a better look, "Nah...I think it'll be okay. When'd you get hit in the face?”

  

  "That last round,” without actually thinking about who was touching him, Elliot playfully nuzzled against Hunter's paw, "That fox, Nathan or whatever, got me good.” He stopped suddenly when he realized what he was doing, and turned and backed away from the cat's paw, ears splayed and cheeks burning with embarrassment.

  

  Hunter smiled at that, and put the paw right back where it had been for a quick soft pet, "You get embarrassed too easy, Ell.”

  

  "Yeah...I know.” The husky smiled at the second touch, and then scratched his head, "I'm just afraid of making an ass out of myself.”

  

  "Well you don't have to worry about that with me.” Hunter put that same paw on his friend's shoulder, "Things don't usually get to me.” He tilted his head and continued before Ell could say anything else, "And hey, listen. I know more than a few gay guys, and if I've learned anything, it's that they always want to talk about it, if given the opportunity. I really don't see bringing it up on your own, though...so...” he squeezed the dog's shoulder a little and then let go, "Do you wanna' talk about what happened earlier? You know, while we have the time?”

  

  "I...uhm...” Ell looked around nervously at the other half-naked furs in the locker room, who were all doing their own thing, laughing and joking around while changing clothes and getting as clean as possible with the little time available, "I don't think right now is the best time to talk about it Hunter. Someone might overhear, and...and I don't think this is the place to talk about...you know...something like that.” He shrugged, "But I would like to...sometime. Like...if you really want to.”

  

  "Well, they'll all be filing out soon enough, when the bell rings...and I'll still be right here! I always stay afterward to shower instead of going to lunch, since the gym & lockers are empty for a while. So why don't you stick around with me?”

  

  The husky paused momentarily to think. He was nervous at the prospect, but he knew his answer would be yes. He wasn't really hungry to begin with, nor did he have anything specific or important to do during lunch. And it would definitely be comforting to be open with someone other than his uncle Will. "Uhm...alright. Yeah. I'll chill for a little bit,” still worried about seeming too enthusiastic, though, he hid his excitement at the offer.

  

  Hunter, though, made no such attempt, "Cool! Probably best anyway. Seems like it's takin' you a while to get out of here, as it is.” He motioned at his younger friend, "The bell's about to ring, and you haven't even gotten out of your shorts, let alone into your normal clothes.” He wrapped an arm around the husky's shoulder with a smile, "But now, there's no reason to rush!”

  

  Elliot looked down, only now realizing he was sitting there shirtless and had stopped changing, "Oh! Yeah well you got me all caught up in talking. Otherwise I'd be gone.” He smiled, "Don't go thinking I'm gonna' take a shower though, just because I'm staying...”

  

  The tiger slipped his arm off of the husky, "Oh, you don't want to shower?” He raised an eyebrow, "And after earlier, here I was thinking you'd do anything to be naked and alone with me!” He nudged Ell in the side with his elbow.

  

  "Heh...” Ell blushed heavily and, though nervous, took the bold step to agree, "Well, I never said I don't.” He smiled dreamily, remembering back to the stories his uncle Will told about how he had 'fun' during school, "But I don't think me sharing the showers with you would be a good idea...”

  

  "What? You think I'd be mean to you if you enjoyed the view too much? Or do you think I couldn't defend myself if you decided to have your way with me?” Hunter looked around as the bell rang, "And look! Everyone's leaving...so there's no more reason to be coy with your answers.” With a wide smirk, he stood up and finally opened his locker.

  

  The husky gulped and watched as the few remaining furs exited. "I guess it'd be okay,” as soon as they were gone, he spoke up, his boldest yet as he tested just how far he could push these new boundaries, "so long as you don't mind me pawing off behind you!”

  

  Hunter hummed in thought at that, "Maybe I'd be offended if you DIDN'T.”

  

  "Come again?” Elliot twitched involuntarily.

  

  The tiger, though, just chuckled as he took off his shirt, "We're alone now. So I guess it's time to talk, right?” He pulled his normal clothes out and pushed his gym shirt in as he turned around to face his friend, "So how long have you known you were gay?” He tossed his clothes onto the bench beside the husky.

  

  Ell thought briefly, "A few years? I mean...I've always known I was different, because like, in elementary school I tried to kiss this otter boy I knew, a few times.” He blushed, "I didn't know why, but I wanted to do it. So it's not like I found out I was gay, I just found out I never became interested in girls. Heh...” He smiled proudly, "Even though a lot of girls seem to like me.”

  

  "I bet they do!” Hunter hooked his thumbs on his shorts and pulled them down and off, his rather full sheath coming into view right in front of his younger friend, "Who all knows? I'm not lucky enough to be number one am I?” He turned around, lightly swishing his tail, not exactly TRYING to show off his ass for Ell, but also doing nothing to hide it.

  

  The husky gulped and instinctively watched the tiger's ass, while his own sheath swelled inside the fabric of his shorts, "I uhm...no...my uncle knows...about me...” He forced himself to look away, back to the back of Hunter's head.

  

  Hunter finished stuffing his locker and closed it, turning back around to look at Ell with his eyebrow raised, but still no attempt to hide his now full frontal nudity, "Your uncle? Is he gay, too?”

  

  Elliot opened his mouth to answer, but only managed to lick his lips as his eyes darted involuntarily from Hunter's sheath to his face. The licking was only to sooth his rapidly drying lips...but he was certain it looked like 'hunger.'

  

  The tiger laughed aloud at his friend's distraction, "Up here, Elliot! Your uncle, I said. Is he gay?”

  

  Ell shook his head quickly and made himself look up at his friend with an embarrassed smile. Though, he took the hearty laugh as a good sign that there were no hard feelings for the wandering eyes.

  

  Forcing himself to focus on the situation at hand, Ell thought back over Will and all of his past experience, but the fact that he had had a few girlfriends over the years and that he was so adamant he was straight, signaled that he probably wasn't gay, "No, he isn't gay. He just walked in on me...uhm...pawing off to gay porn one day,” he chuckled, "So he found out that way...”

  

  "Well...you're laughing, so I'm assuming he's okay with it.” Hunter sat down beside his freshman friend again, "Which is pretty cool of him!” He leaned back on his paws, continuing to be un-phased by being naked and sitting almost right up against a gay guy, "Anything in particular you want to talk about? Might help if you had someone to talk to...and I'd be happy to listen.”

  

  "No...nothing really important.” The husky tried to look at Hunter's package again as inconspicuously as he could manage, "but...do you really not care that someone like me...uhm...finds you attractive?”

  

  "You'd be surprised how little I care...” Hunter smiled and pointed at the slight, but somewhat noticeable bulge in Ell's shorts, "I take THAT as a compliment.”

  

  Though slowly, Elliot stood and hooked his shorts with his thumbs, "So you'd be cool if I shower...like...right next to you?”

  

  The tiger just smiled really wide and repeated the same thing he just said, "You'd be surprised how much I'm...cool with.”

  

  Ell gulped hard, arguing with himself in his head over how he should be taking all of that. There was no way he was going to let his shyness get in the way of whatever opportunity this might be heralding. Even if he was just making a better friend out of it, he was going to make the most of having one he could be so open and comfortable with. So, accepting what Hunter said for at least what it was, the dog pulled down his shorts and underwear all at once, exposing his nearly full sheath...though not without a blush and a nervous laugh, wondering what the cat would do.

  

  To his surprise, though, Hunter's nostrils simply flared on cur, and his chest grew when Ell's scent hit the air. For a moment, his eyes fluttered closed, only to open again and look right at his canine friend with a purr. Not only was he not pretending he wasn't trying to get a whiff...but he was making a show of it.

  

  "Uhm...” despite that, the husky used his paws to hide himself timidly, "Well, that was unexpected.”

  

  Hunter smirked and tilted his head at his friend, "Why?”

  

  "Well...I don't know. I mean...you're like...do you like the smell?” Elliot looked back at the entrance to the locker room, expecting the whole school to come storming in on them.

  

  The tiger, though, just looked away nonchalantly, "I don't have to answer that question so long as you're being secretive with me.”

  

  Ell snapped back to look at the tiger, "I'm not being secretive! I'm just...confused...”

  

  "You are too being secretive! You're hiding things,” Hunter looked back with a smirk, "In a more literal sense than you probably think I mean.” He pointed at the paws still covering the freshman's crotch, "I haven't covered myself up once.”

  

  "You...I...” the husky gulped and looked back again to the locker room entryway, "D-do the coaches come in and check to see if anyone is still here?”

  

  "I've never seen one. But even if they did, Ell...this is a locker room. You're not gonna' get in trouble for being naked.”

  

  Elliot looked back at the senior, took in a deep breath, and lifted his paws up, scratching his stomach absently for lack of somewhere better to put them, "Uhm...what if I'm hard?”

  

  "Also not against the rules...” the tiger smiled, and leaned forward, head teasingly close to the dog's hips as he sniffed lightly again, "Oh...and yes. Yes, I do,” he stood up, face to face with the husky, "do you?”

  

  "Uhm...of course I do. O-of you that is,” Ell stammered uncomfortable, "Or other guys...at all...I mean...”

  

  "Cute,” Hunter laughed. "Want a little sniff? Y'know...since I got one of you...”

  

  The husky's eyes went wide, "You're serious?”

  

  "Of course!” Hunter nodded, "I mean...if you wanted one, it'd be more than a little difficult for you to sneak one without me noticing. Besides, there won't be much scent left after I get out of the shower.” He shrugged, "I just figured I'd make things easier on you.”

  

  Elliot blinked, still in slight disbelief, "Yeah...I want it.” Unknowingly he became almost fully hard, now, more than an inch of his cock poking out of his sheath, obviously wanting to come out and play.

  

  Leaning closer, the tiger spoke in a breathy growl, "Take it, then.”

  

  Ell looked down to Hunter's package and eyed over it lustfully, feeling himself legitimately start to drool. Despite wanting it...despite damn near NEEDING it, his thoughts immediately switched gears screaming from every corner of his mind, 'YOU'RE IN SCHOOL!' And he just shook his head and looked away, "I can't do it.”

  

  "Why not?”

  

  "I don't know. It just...it's just really weird to do this at school...”

  

  "Well, I won't make you if you don't want to. I just thought you would.” Hunter rubbed the back of his neck, "Hell, it seemed like you were about to ask me to fool around with you in the shower a minute ago...”

  

  "I was,” the husky admitted as he gulped hard again, "but you're straight...and I...” He thought again of his uncle. Will was straight, but he'd fooled around with guys. Maybe Hunter was the same way? Why the hell was he standing here arguing AGAINST this if the tiger was offering it? Ell wanted it! So why was he too nervous to just go with it?

  

  "Look...it's okay.” Hunter put a gentle paw on his younger friend's shoulder, "All I suggested was a sniff, and we don't even have to do that. But...” he leaned in right by the dog's ear, whispering with his muzzle lightly touching -- tickling -- its outer edge, "...who said I was straight?”

  

  Elliot recoiled, amazed and relieved that this was something the tiger might actually WANT to do, instead of all this being just him being nice. And that feeling of relief was followed immediately with a wave of shame at how dumb he was being to not have noticed. "Wait...you saying you're...” he cracked a small smile, twisting it into a devilish little grin, "...gay?”

  

  "You know? I don't know!” the tiger laughed aloud. "It's weird, you know? I can't say I've never been attracted to girls at all, but the thing is...” he paused to scratch behind his ear, "Maybe I'm just a romantic, but I've always thought it should be more about who you get along with, who you're comfortable with, and who you actually FEEL something for...not whether or not they're the gender that most turns you on. And the fact of the matter is: I DO find that my answers for all FOUR of those things are usually guys...”

  

  "So then...you wouldn't just be comfortable with a sniff,” Ell boldly reached forward the few inched required, and cradled the tiger's nut-sack, "...but maybe even something like this?”

  

  "Hey, hey!” Hunter snapped, in a playful tone, pretending to take offence, "I only offered you a smell! How rude! I haven't even TRIED to touch you, yet!” But for all his playful protesting, he took no steps to move the dog's paw.

  

  "You can't say it's unwelcome though.”

  

  "No. No I can't.” The cat then tried his best to look sad, "But I was so looking forward to you getting your sniff. I mean it's...it's just been so long since I've had a cute canine muzzle down there.”

  

  The husky smiled, "Is a handsome muzzle good enough?” He squeezed the sophomore's nuts experimentally.

  

  "Assuming we're still talking about yours,” Hunter ran his fingers up Ell's sheath, to its edge, and pushed lightly causing the husky's already hard cock and growing knot to slip free finally, "Better than good enough.”

  

  Elliot shuddered and tensed at the release, and had to take care not to squeeze down too hard on his friend's balls on reflex. Once settled, with his other paw, he grabbed the tiger's wrist, though, and moved it away from his cock, "Now, now. I'm way ahead of you. Let's get you up to speed.” He rubbed the tiger's sheath and slowly lowered himself down onto his knees in front of him, "Now, you wanted a muzzle where?”

  

  The tiger just smirked, and petted his friend's head, "You know very well where I wanted it...and it's basically already there.” His paw shifted lower, softly stroking the side of his friend's muzzle.

  

  Ell breathed in deep and smiled, not in the tiger's groin but already close enough to it to be buried in the scent of it, especially so soon after gym... "I wonder if I smell this good?”

  

  Hunter smiled wider, "Better.” He tugged lightly on Ell's muzzle, "Why don't you get a closer look? ...or sniff?”

  

  The husky darted forward at the direction, but got ahead of himself and with one big rough, lick, took in the tiger's entire sack until his muzzle and to suckle on them. The smell of the tiger was nothing like his or his uncle's, and the taste of his light dusting of sweat...in that moment, Ell wouldn't have feared the entire school and their the flashing cameras of their smart phones bearing down on him. He could have died happy.

  

  Hunter let out a grunt and a long breath as he leaned forward, "God, you don't take direction well!” He felt his cock growing more and more and leaned forward enough that he was pressing it against the husky's forehead, "Definitely somethin' to be said for enthusiasm, though!”

  

  Elliot backed off a little bit and looked up to give the tiger a small smile, "I think I showed great restraint,” he reached a paw up immediately, took a firm hold of his friend's cock, and stroked, not about to be shy now and miss any opportunity, "I could have sucked this!”

  

  The tiger laughed and nodded in agreement at that, but forced himself to move along: "Have you got a good enough sniff?” He smiled as he rested his paw on the husky's head and tried to pretend he wasn't being jacked off for at least a second, so he could keep his mind on track.

  

  "Yes I have!” Ell went right about his exploring, though and licked at the edge of Hunter's sheath, trying to poke his tongue just barely inside.

  

  "Then,” Hunter leaned down and grabbed his friend under the arms, lifting him up, "what's say we head to the showers and at least PRETEND like we're thinking about trying to clean up and get out of here?”

  

  Pretending to be a child, the husky huffed, "Aww...but I thought we was gonna' play!” He smiled and started to walk toward the showers, "Or...are we going to play over here?”

  

  Hunter walked quickly up behind the canine, his dick lightly brushing against his friend's hip as they went, "What do you think?”

  

  Elliot murred and stopped in his tracks at the feeling of the cat's meat poking around so close to his ass, "Mmm...or maybe we could stop right now and you fuck me silly?”

  

  "Uh-uh! None of that...” the tiger put his paw on the other side of Ell's ass, "I'm just here to play. ACTUAL sex is for something a little more serious than a couple of close friends who got horny and curious...don't you think?” he began walking again, leading his friend along to the showers, "Plus, unless your uncle fucked you...this would be your first time, yeah? And I think you deserve something more special than losing your virginity in the school locker-room...”

  

  Ell grinned wide, finding the cat's reasoning surprisingly sweet. He wanted to suggest they could find a more appropriate locale when and if things DID get serious enough...but he was uncomfortable with being so presumptuous so quickly and was sure Hunter would feel the same. So instead, he just responded to the bit about Will: "No, like I said: he's straight. REALLY straight, too, not some fake-straight like you...”

  

  "Hey! I'm not fake anything.” Hunter pushed his friend a bit, finally, into the showers, and stepped in after him, "You just never asked.”

  

  "Same difference...”

  

  "Sorry I don't wear a sign!”

  

  Laughing, the husky stepped into the nearest shower alcove and turned it on, hoping the tiger would follow him in quickly, "So tell me sir: how may I service you today?” He toyed with the knobs to get it to the perfect, hotter-than-warm but cooler-than-hot temperature.

  

  "You think you're here to service ME? But this is your big day! You just came out to someone for the first time,” Hunter paused and mumbled, "Well...close enough to the first time...” He raised his voice again as he stepped into the water with the husky, "You need to be rewarded! That is unless you don't WANT a popular, attractive tiger to put himself on his knees for you...”

  

  "Oh, nonoNO!” Elliot cleared his throat and smiled, "I definitely deserve a reward!”

  

  The tiger gently placed a paw on his friend's chest, the shower's water pouring down from the canine's shoulder and across his fingers. "Should I take this slow? I wouldn't want to spring anything on my poor little virgin friend,” he smirked.

  

  Ell smiled wide, secretly confident that Hunter wouldn't be able to do anything too surprising, "Uhm...you should probably go fast. It's not like we have all day.”

  

  Hunter let out a long sigh, "Well fine! If you've gotta' be all logical about it!”

  

  And he did indeed, go fast. He immediately wrapped an arm around his friend and pushed him against the wall with his chest, the stream of water from the shower now landing only on the tiger's back, as his wet, matted fur pressed against Ell's, and he closed in, giving the husky no time to adjust or react before he was kissing him on the lips.

  

  The husky's eyes shot open in amazement. Hunter! He was kissing hunter! Soon, though, the thoughts disappeared from his mind, as his eyes slowly closed until they were at a relaxed half-lid. He murred deeply and questioningly wrapped his arms around the tiger, almost testing to see how intimate he was going to be...even though the tiger was already holding him, and not shy about intimacy.

  

  Hunter could feel the hesitation in the dog's arms, and wanted him to know it was okay. So, as his free paw slid up and into his friend's headfur, he synched the other tighter around small of his back. He was surprised that Ell didn't break the kiss, expecting the younger teenager to pull away and ask all manner of questions about why the cat had kissed him...but why would he? He was gay, and a virgin. Getting to kiss a guy at all should be enough to make him ignore any such questions.

  

  Growing more and more aroused by the whole situation -- being at school with the hot tiger he had fantasized about so very many times -- and taken aback by the thrill of the possibility of getting caught...Elliot slipped into a newfound confidence. At first he let a paw slide down Hunter's back to massage the firm ass he had been admiring before, and then let his tongue slide into the cat's muzzle.

  

  The tiger would have smiled were it not for his muzzle being so busy, happy that his friend was, indeed, enjoying the rather spontaneous kiss. He played with the husky's tongue with his own, and pressed him harder against the wall as he did, his dick completely engorged and throbbing against the gray fur of his friend's hip, as his own paw lowered to find the freshman's ass as well.

  

  Glad that Hunter was enjoying himself, and feeling a sudden rush at having his ass grabbed, Ell inadvertently smiled wide, breaking the kiss and giving out a small giggle. Obviously embarrassed about so abruptly stopping the kiss, he blushed rosily, "Sorry...”

  

  Hunter blinked, "What's wrong?”

  

  "Nothing! It's just that all this kissing...” the husky brought his other paw up to toy with Hunter's wet shoulder. "It's not getting rid of this,” he ground his full sheath against the tiger's thigh, which pressed Hunter's sheath against HIS thigh as well, "Not that I mind the kissing or anything.”

  

  Hunter still had one paw in Ell's hair, "I thought you might like it. It's not often that I really get to kiss guys. Usually, they're just horny or wanting to experiment,” he touched his nose to Ell's, "but I figured...since you're gay...you wouldn't object.”

  

  Elliot felt slightly guilty now, "Oh, I don't! But time still is an issue.” He chuckled nervously, trying not to sound too pushy.

  

  "Less of one than you're letting on.” The tiger smirked, "I think you're just getting impatient...”

  

  Ell looked away, "Uhm...that too...”

  

  "Well,” Hunter kissed him on the nose, "I DID say this was about you.” He pushed the dog's shoulders against the wall again and showed his teeth aggressively, but with the smallest smirk to show that he was only being playful, "Next time, though, pup, we're taking the time to enjoy this! Got it?”

  

  The husky nodded rapidly, "Yes sir! Which, if I'm guessing correctly, is going to be Friday night,” he grinned, "right?”

  

  Hunter raised an eyebrow, "Why would we have to wait for Friday? It's only Monday.” He pushed Ell's head to the side with his muzzle and nipped his neck a bit, "We've still got a whole WEEK'S worth of PE classes together...” He slid down his friend's body and put his nose in the husky's crotch, his tongue darting out beside his gray furred balls.

  

  Once again, Elliot's eyes fluttered closed while he leaned his head back to rest it against the tiled wall, all the while murring loudly at Hunter's attentions, "Mmm...yeah. Just like that...”

  

  The tiger licked up, long and slowly, through the indention of Ell's groin and then looked up at him, "That's not to say we won't be doing a lot more on Friday, too.” He licked along the tip of his friend's cock, his eyes on him to watch his reaction.

  

  The rough feel of the cat's tongue was decidedly new: a far cry from the slipper smooth feeling of his uncle's. And at the mere touch of it, Ell took in a quick gasp and leaned forward, firmly gripping Hunter's head. "C'mon...” He looked down at him, "Keep going.”

  

  "Oh no. I gotta' make it good...” Hunter lowered his head, kissing the underside of Ell's cock until his nose was in the husky's balls again, where his tongue began lapping at them as well, pulling the skin of the furry sack into his mouth to nip at it lightly before letting it fall back out, "I gotta' make you beg.”

  

  "Oh God...” The husky closed his eyes again and firmly grabbed the back of Hunter's head, not to force him to do anything, but just as a brace, knowing he hadn't been too good at lasting long after being teased, "Please Hunter...suck my dick.”

  

  Hunter let out a fake sigh, "Well you don't have to make it sound so gay!” He smirked even though Ell's eyes were closed and he couldn't see it, and moved up again, finally slipping his tongue along the husky's tip and sucking his leaking shaft into his muzzle.

  

  Elliot gave out a mixed chuckle and sigh: sighing in relief that his friend started actually giving the blowjob and chuckling about what he said. "Sure. Sorry Hunter,” he chuckled again, but it broke in a murr as he thrust slightly into the tiger's muzzle, though wary of doing it too hard, "wouldn't want to make THIS seem gay.”

  

  The tiger was too busy to respond to what his friend said, but noted the stilted thrust. He couldn't have that. If Elliot wanted to thrust, he could thrust! And so the cat slid his muzzle down quick, his nose burying itself in the dog's pubes, and the end of the freshman's shaft sliding directly into the waiting warmth of his throat.

  

  Ell grunted slightly and gave out a deep broken sigh, "Yes...” He petted Hunter's wet head-fur back to keep it out of the tiger's face and gave another less-than-sure thrust into his maw.

  

  Hunter pulled him close with the thrust, determined to show him it was okay. And then he pulled back with a long slow twist of his muzzle, before taking the canine back in...but only a bit, waiting to see if he'd actually thrust it the rest of the way this time.

  

  With his paws still holding Hunter's head, the husky petted his ears back slightly and DID thrust -- more confidently this time -- forward into the warm muzzle and all the way into his throat. Once. Twice. Three times, and soon he was leaning completely over the cat and giving the suckling feline muzzle his all.

  

  Hunter smiled and lightly petted his friend's thigh, some thought going through his head that such a small gesture would assure him it was okay to continue thrusting like that, but it was unneeded at this point. He did his best to stay proactive, though, suckling gently, but harder when only the tip was in his lips, and lavishing the slick, salty length with his rough tongue. Soon, both of his arms were around Ell's legs, holding them gently as his head and the younger teenager's hips moved there in the shower, Ell's dick going again and again into Hunter's throat with no arguments from him, and, in fact, frequent purring encouragement.

  

  "Fuck...Fuck!” Elliot thrust a bit harder and faster, but then remembered a lesson his uncle had stressed before. Will hated the taste of cum. "Hunter! I'm cumming...soon...”

  

  Hunter, though, wasn't his uncle Will.

  

  And the tiger gripped the husky's thighs much harder. In his grip, he forced the dog to move faster, as he himself put a much more deliberate effort into sucking as Ell left his muzzle and teasing the tip as he slid back in. He even murred, nearly moaning, and scratched at his friend's inner thighs...

  

  Ell gasped aloud a few times, too overcome by Hunter's eagerness to warn him anymore, "OH! YES!” And he, instead, thrust hard a few more times and gripped Hunter's head as rammed his cock deep into the tiger's muzzle in climax, releasing a wave of sticky doggie cum into his throat. He gripped Hunter's ears and thrust a few short times -- basically just shaking -- to get out the rest of his load as he pressed his knot against the senior's lips.

  

  Hunter tried to keep Ell out of his throat as much as he could, wanting to get as much of the load in his muzzle as he could manage. But with the vigorous thrusts, he managed only a small taste, and finally gave up, simply letting Ell rest in his throat as he swallowed, milking every bit of the orgasm and not planning to let up until his friend pulled away.

  

  The husky murred deeply and contently, letting Hunter suck for a few moments before finally pulling back to let him breath. He stood completely and let go of his friend's head, smiling softly down at him, "Thanks Hunter.”

  

  Hunter took a moment to respond, coughing a bit and then nearly panting like a dog to regain his breath. "Don't...mention it.” He smiled up at Ell and rested his head against the dog's hips, "And thank YOU for the warning, by the way. Very considerate...but obviously not needed with me.” He licked his lips again, "You taste good. Strong...like your scent.”

  

  Elliot blushed, not sure how to take that, "Thanks!” He looked up and then back down at the tiger, "So uhm...now, do I...you know? Or what?”

  

  "What do you mean?” the tiger groaned as he slowly stood up.

  

  Ell reached forward and petted his friend's still rigid cock, "Well don't you want the same?”

  

  "Well, there IS a rule.” Hunter pressed himself into his friend's paw, his tip leaking, though certainly unnoticeably in the shower, "A rule that says you owe me the opportunity to uhm,” he smiled, "to put it bluntly...face fuck you, now that you've done it to me.” He showed his teeth again and crowded the husky against the wall.

  

  "Uhm...” the husky chuckled again nervously, blushing but not intimidated by being crowded like that, "so...that's a 'yes' then?”

  

  "Nah!” Hunter flashed a devious grin and moved his younger friend's paw, albeit slowly, "You don't have to worry about me pounding your poor little skull against the wall. Not today at least!” He winked and raised Ell's paw, putting it beside the dog's head on the wall, "I mean...you didn't know the rule, right? But...you only get off easy for a price.”

  

  Elliot grinned wide, "Yeah? And what would that be?”

  

  "Well, like I said earlier...” suddenly, the tiger's playful bravado washed away. Now, he looked actually serious, and a hopeful -- almost worried -- look was in his eyes, "I don't get to kiss anyone very often...especially not guys. And, well...y'know...since you're gay and all...it's...” his timid approach to the question showed a kind of uncharacteristic vulnerability that Ell certainly hadn't expected. "It's not asking too much, right?”

  

  Ell smiled wide and looked Hunter in the eyes, finding an imposing tiger with a soft side to unbelievably cute. He leaned forward to put his nose against Hunter's and whispered to him, "Anything for you.” And then, before either of them could take the time to consider the weight of those three small words, he kissed the sophomore firmly on the lips, licking and nipping at them gently before relaxing and letting his friend take over.

  

  Hunter slipped his free arm around Ell, his other still holding the husky's paw against the wall, and tilted his head to the side. He let his tongue slip in between Ell's lips, slide along the husky's tongue, and wrap around it lightly for a moment...before pushing his muzzle in farther and forcibly kissing him, suckling and playing with his tongue as, again, that same eagerness from earlier showed through.

  

  The husky leaned up and into the kiss with the taller fur, and murred, enjoying the aggressiveness but not kissing back near as forcibly. Instead, he relaxed and fought playfully against Hunter's tongue, letting him have his way with his open muzzle.

  

  And Hunter did. He gripped his friend's body tighter and tighter, nearly grinding against him. His head and muzzle rocked with the kiss, his pent up need for release turning the kiss into a far more sexual and aggressive endeavor than before, as he took control of his willingly submitted friend. His tongue invaded and explored the husky's muzzle again and again, as his throbbing cock pressed harder and harder against his willing prey.

  

  Ell murred and writhed a little under the grip, becoming aware of Hunter's overwhelming aggressiveness. Though not exactly bothered by it, between short moments when he took breaths, he managed out: "Hunter...? You...? Okay...?”

  

  At that, the tiger broke the kiss suddenly and leaned heavily against the husky, his breath falling hard on his friend's shoulder, "Sorry. Sorry...I'll stop.” He didn't look up at Ell, but smiled, "I guess...I guess you weren't the only one thinkin' about this. I've, uhm...I've kind of had my eye on you too.”

  

  Ell blushed deeply and smiled wide at the thought of being in Hunter's mind so much that he'd become THIS eager for a kiss, "Oh! I...uhm...thank you!” He wrapped his free arm around the tiger's back and pulled him close with all his strength, as Hunter finally let go of the paw he had pinned against the wall.

  

  The two stood there for a long moment, under the water, one basking in the afterglow, and the other enjoying the taste of a husky on his lips...while both tried to ignore the throbbing bit of tiger meat between them.

  

  Elliot, though, got an idea, looking down at his friend's erection, and then back up at his face. They didn't have much time for him to pay the cat back now, but... "Hunter? Do you have anything planned for after school today?”

  

  Hunter looked up, too, with a wide, surprised smile, "I might, now!”


  ~


  There we go! The Masters continues!


  *

  Starring:

  Frost Rime Borealis

  as Hunter Thurman

  Phil Anthro Pist

  as Elliot Masters

  *


  If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account here at

  http://phil-anthro-pist.sofurry.com/


  Wait. What?

  A new character? You mean this entire story isn't just about Elliot and Will's incestuous fun!?


  That's right!

  Say "Hi" to Hunter! Technically, this is his second appearance, but I doubt anyone noticed or will remember his first.

  It was sneaky. Expect to see plenty more of him, though!


  As for Will...he'll be back next time ^_^


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 10 chapters of The Masters!

  ...for the next 5 chapters of A Warm Bed!

  ...and, in due time...Sibirskaia!


  The Masters Chapter 6


  Elliot Masters sauntered through the crowded hallways once again, but today, he held his head high and a wide grin was spread across his muzzle. He felt better about himself this Tuesday than he had the week, or even the day, before. Monday had been a transforming experience for him. The weekend before it had been new and exciting, in of itself, but somehow he'd still felt like a child who being shown a world by his uncle that he wasn't really a part of. Yesterday, though, had changed that.

  

  He looked forward to seeing Hunter again today, too, even though they'd seen more than enough of one another on Monday. It had been all that was on his mind for the past day, in fact, and the time had finally come! Gym.

  

  He walked into the locker room and began undressing, much earlier than his classmates -- out of habit now rather than a sense of modesty which he found suddenly muted -- and kept an eye focused on the entrance, waiting for Hunter to come through.

  

  Other students were crowded around in the tiny hallways near the locker room door, but Hunter wasn't there yet. Normally he was. Normally he was there long before Ell, and nearly everyone on their way in or out of the locker room area was greeted by him in some way or another. By the time Ell was beginning to get into his PE clothes, though, Hunter STILL hadn't shown up.

  

  The husky was already finishing lacing up his sneakers by the time the majority of the class was just beginning to dress themselves for gym...and still no Hunter. He gulped hard, as he synched the second knot, his wide grin quickly growing smaller.

  

  Hunter had to be there today. There wasn't any reason for him not to be, unless...unless he was ashamed? No. Maybe he was just sick. But he said he'd be at school today and was looking forward to seeing Ell again, right? So maybe Hunter WAS sick! Sick about what they'd done! The husky gulped again, every worst-case scenario of newfound hatred, lost friendships, and malicious rumors running through his head at once.

  

  And any hope of Hunter showing up was gone within only a few minutes. The bell rang, the locker room filled completely and then emptied -- Elliot with it -- and Hunter never showed.

  

  Ell exited the locker room and sullenly joined his classmates in their warm-ups, his mind still wracked with all the possibilities of what had happened to Hunter...all of them negative...and all of them Elliot's fault.

  

  

  

  The Masters...

  ...of Professionalism

  

  

  (September 17th)

  

  William Masters stood up from behind his desk -- after closing and opening a few windows on his computer -- and then walked the few feet over, halfway across his rather small office, to his filing cabinet.

  

  Will was in the publishing business. Though, he was actually more of a 'literary agent' than a publisher. Sometime earlier in his life, he had fancied himself a writer, and pursued this career thinking that if he worked in the business, he would have the foothold he needed if he ever actually decided to really write anything worth publishing. He never did, of course...but the job was easy, the money was good, and, though not at the top of his business, he was no where near the bottom.

  

  He pulled a file out of the cabinet, followed by two heftier bundles of paper, two manuscripts, and laid all three on his desk. He had another meeting scheduled for exactly one minute ago -- one of many meetings today -- and his office's general secretary, Denise, was sure to be paging him any minute now to tell him that his client was here.

  

  Sure enough, before he could even sit back down, his phone rang...direct from the Denise.

  

  "Yes?” He picked up the phone and nodded at the voice of the female skunk on the other end. Mr. Roark had arrived. "Of course...send him in.”

  

  A few moments later, the door to Will's office cracked open, and the dusty tan head of a rabbit peeked in...with a quick sniffle preceding his voice, "May I come in?”

  

  Will stood up again, from his desk, "Of course.” He walked across the room, "I'd like to reiterate my firm's apologies for any inconvenience caused by the move to a new representative, after Sylvia's...unfortunate departure.” He held out his paw, "It looks like I'll be taking care of you now on, though. My name's Will. I don't think it's on the door yet.”

  

  Closing that very door behind him, the rabbit took Will's paw into his own and to shake it lightly. "It's not. And thanks...I'm Patrick Roark...” he spoke slowly, as if distracted, and shook his head with another sniffle as he released the husky's paw, "but, of course...you knew that, didn't you?”

  

  Patrick was certainly was dressed to impress: finely pressed black slacks and a maroon, button-up dress shirt, atop his lithe frame and dusty, spotted tan fur. The professionalism of his attire was unexpected, as many authors didn't bother...but it was his reddened, squinted eyes and tear stains beneath which caught William's attention. If he didn't know better, he would have assumed his client was high...but luckily he DID know better.

  

  The husky suppressed a laugh at the rabbit's predicament, simply smiling and nodding as he waved his paw to one of the two chairs in front of his desk, "Go ahead and have a seat, Mr. Roark.”

  

  Patrick sat down, his eyes clenching shut and squeezing out a few fresh tears as he rubbed the top of his muzzle, "Thanks.”

  

  William sat opposite his client, unable to contain himself and letting a short snicker escape before opening one of his desk drawers.

  

  "What's so funny?” the rabbit looked up through still-bleary eyes.

  

  Will produced a small bottle of eye drops and a box of tissues from his drawer, "These might help.”

  

  "Uhm...thanks?” Though a bit confused by the situation, Patrick couldn't argue; they would do wonders. Blinking near uncontrollably, he accepted them both, setting the tissue box in his lap as he went about opening the eye drops.

  

  "It was Denise, right? Or new receptionist?” the husky pointed in her general direction, "The skunk?”

  

  Blinking more as he applied the drops, Patrick just huffed out a short laugh, "I guess I'm not the first to have this trouble?”

  

  "Some furs are less sensitive to her perfume than others...” William held out his paw again as his client finished applying the drops, "But yeah, I keep those drops around for a reason.

  

  The rabbit pawed the bottle over, "Well, on behalf of all your clients: it's appreciated.”

  

  "It's not just for my clients. I AM a dog, remember?” Will smiled wide and dropped the bottle back in his still open drawer.

  

  "True.” Patrick chuckled again as he went about using the tissues to pat his cheeks, muzzle, and eyes dry, "Why so much perfume, though? Isn't it a little overboard? She can't possibly need that much of it to cover up her scent.”

  

  "Well, the thing is...she actually doesn't need any at all.” The husky leaned in, so the rabbit could hear him in his reflexively muted tone, "I'm gonna' assume you don't know many skunks?”

  

  "Not particularly.”

  

  "Well most of the ones I've known, especially the females, get this elective surgery to get rid of that...problem. And she did it too.”

  

  Patrick sat the box aside, after taking a few more tissues for his still damp eyes, "Then what's with the chemical warfare?”

  

  "She's just really self conscious,” William shrugged. "As I understand it, there's some law that keeps the surgery from being done to kids. Something to do with their right to choose when they're an adult? So she grew up with the smell...”

  

  "...and she's still overcompensating with the perfume, even though it's gone, now,” the rabbit concluded.

  

  "That's about the gist of it.”

  

  "Little neurotic...”

  

  "Perhaps,” Will nodded with another short chuckle, "Feeling better, now?”

  

  "Yeah, thanks.” Patrick nodded and tried to sit up straighter and more professionally, "I guess we should get to business?”

  

  The husky took up his own more professional posture, fingers laced on his desk, "Whenever you're ready.”

  

  "Well...I'm not sure where to start. I've...uhm...only ever really spoken to Sylvia.” Patrick scratched idly behind one of his low hanging ears, "Did she leave you any notes about me or anything? Like...do you know where she was at with trying to get me published?”

  

  "Honestly no,” William sighed apologetically, "basically all she left were your manuscripts.”

  

  "Well that's someplace to start, at least,” the rabbit flashed a reserved smile. "What do you think of them?”

  

  "Unfortunately, I've only recently started reading through your first manuscript, thanks to everything that's been dumped on my plate after Sylvia left. I'm a ways in to it, but I haven't even read page one of your second one yet.” Will shifted the bits of paper on his desk, picking up the one of the two large collected stacks -- the manuscript he'd begun -- and flipped idly through the pages, "So far, what I've read is very good. Though, I also notice you've drawn up some legal paperwork, already...and I haven't been able to go through that at all yet, either, to see what arrangements might have been made with legal.”

  

  Patrick's smile twisted into a fearful wince, "I'm not going to have to fill out all that legal stuff again am I? Any agreement between me and Sylvia is still valid even though she's not here anymore, right?”

  

  "Oh, I'm sure it's all still very valid. The legal department handles all of that stuff anyway. Sylvia and I...or, anyone here in our position...that's not our job. So her leaving shouldn't change it, and neither should me taking over. I just have to read over it so I know what's going on.” The husky shifted Mr. Roark's file to the top of his stack, and opened it up to expose the documents within, "I apologize for not having gotten to it, yet...but I rather underestimated how many clients Sylvia was leaving behind for me. It's a marvel that I've even begun reading your first manuscript, to be honest.”

  

  "That many?”

  

  "That many.”

  

  "Why just you? There are other agents here too,” Patrick pointed out toward the rest of the offices. "Couldn't the work load have been divided up?”

  

  "Oh, it was! I didn't get everyone,” William tapped a finger on his desk. "But this wasn't my job before she left. I worked a little...lower down on the ladder than she did,” he sparked an embarrassed grin. "But when she left, I got a promotion! ...and most of her clients to go with it.”

  

  The rabbit looked around a bit and back to the dog, deciding to be as straight forward as possible, "I really hope this doesn't sound rude, but why exactly did you set up this meeting, if you aren't even up to date with my stuff, yet?” He held up a paw preemptively, when he realized that he must sound like he was complaining, "Not that I mind getting a chance to meet my new agent, of course. I'm just wondering why the meeting's happening so soon.”

  

  "Well, you actually just hit it on the head:” Will motioned between the two of them, "this is really just all about us getting to meet each other. I have meetings like this scheduled with all my new clients.” He pointed across at the rabbit, "Yours is just one of the first few, because you've, apparently, had a meeting scheduled with Sylvia for a couple of months now...kept getting rescheduled and rescheduled...” he looked down at the file to make sure he was right about that, even though he already knew he was, "Yeah. Two months now! And that's why I called you in so soon. I didn't want to keep you waiting any longer.”

  

  "I had a meeting scheduled? I can't for the life of me remember what it was for...” Patrick rubbed his forehead in thought. "I mean, thank you, of course, for getting to me so quick if that was really the case! I just can't remember why I had the meeting scheduled. Whatever it was, I doubt you could help me yet, though, anyway...not if you haven't even finished reading all three of my manuscripts.”

  

  "Three? I only have two.” The husky blinked momentarily, and then looked startled, "That's right! THAT'S what it was! The meeting you kept having to get rescheduled with Sylvia: it was about bringing your next manuscript in! She doesn't seem to have it written down here anywhere, but, now that I think about it, I remember hearing our old receptionist give her that message about two months back.”

  

  Patrick sat stunned for a moment before speaking up, "Oh my God, it was.” He put his head in his palm again, "I can't believe I forgot. She kept putting me off, and then I hear she's leaving, and now I forget to even bring the damn thing when I find out I'm meeting someone else...” He looked back up, "Somehow in the middle of all this, I convinced myself that you already had it."

  

  "That's fine.” William smiled warmly, "You can bring it up whenever you need to. We may not be able to have an actual meeting, but you can at least drop off the manuscript and we can get a meeting scheduled for later.” He plucked a pen out of a mug on his desk, "In fact, before you leave here today, you'll have my phone number. I'm hoping I don't regret it after giving it out fifty times, but I feel it's best for my clients to be able to get in touch with me directly.” He reached for a stack of post-its, but was stopped by his client...

  

  "Actually,” the rabbit leaned back a bit and reached into his shirt pocket, retrieving his own personal business card, "take this.” He handed it to Will, "It's most of my personal contact information.”

  

  "Much appreciated. I'll still need to give you my information, so YOU can contact ME, though.” Will read over the card before stowing it in his own shirt pocket, "Though it's really not all that relevant that we get your third manuscript yet, anyway. We already have two we haven't gotten published.” He opened the first manuscript, speaking to the rabbit while looking through the first few pages, "I honestly don't understand why we haven't managed to get the ball rolling on this yet,” he looked up with a raised eyebrow, "We have two well written manuscripts, and a slew of legal documents. Did Sylvia explain to you what the hold-up was?”

  

  "No, she didn't tell me much. I kind of got the feeling that she didn't like me,” Patrick chuckled and shrugged. "Do you know what the hold up is? Or do you not like me either?”

  

  The husky chuckled as well, "I like you just fine. And, honestly, you may be right. I can't figure why Sylvia had both of your manuscripts, and didn't even seem to be getting the first one taken care of, unless she was just leading you along or something. I mean, don't get me wrong, she did her job well enough: signed and molded some of our most profitable writers...but she could be uhm...”

  

  "A bitch?” Patrick finished the thought for him.

  

  "Some here would consider that comparison an insult to bitches,” William responded softly, before looking back at the paperwork. He flipped through it again, then looked back up before Patrick could say anything else, "Here's what I'll do for you. Give me a few days to at least read your first manuscript, and talk to legal and whoever else I need to harass...and we'll see about actually getting you published finally! You can get a hold of me any time you want to between now and then to see how things are progressing, or to set up a meet for you to give me your third -- assuming you still want to do that right away instead of waiting -- and I'll contact you the second I've found anything out. Sound good?”

  

  "It does. Except, uhm...” the rabbit pointed at the post-its his agent had earlier retrieved, "...I don't have your contact info yet.”

  

  "Oh! Right!” Will snatched the pen back up and went about scribbling his name, phone number, and email address on the note, "Sorry, I don't have my cards yet. Since my change of position here at the company, all my old ones are out of date.”

  

  Patrick reached out and took the note from his canine agent, and read over it. As he did so, though, he froze in his seat. William Masters. His agent was William Masters?

  

  He looked up and eyed the husky curiously. It WAS him! He hadn't been told the name of his new agent, it wasn't on the dog's door, and he'd only introduced himself as Will. But this...was THAT Will! How didn't he see it before?

  

  William stared back at the rabbit, noting the odd look in his eyes, and suddenly felt awkward under his clients gaze, "Uhm...is there anything else I could help you with, Mr. Roark?”

  

  Patrick quickly shook his head and blinked, regaining his composure, "Well...maybe. But it's kind of awkward to ask you. No offense, but I knew Sylvia a bit better than I know you...Mr. Masters.” He smiled slyly as he said Will's last name aloud.

  

  "None taken. And I can assure you, so long as you've not committed a crime,” the husky paused to smirk, "and even if you have, depending on the crime,” he regained his more business-like posture, "you needn't worry about whatever it is you have to say to me.”

  

  "Well...” Patrick was hesitant to begin, but his sly smirk never left his muzzle, "...do you think dating an unpublished client is...wrong? And I mean on any level: morally wrong, bad business practice, legally complicated?”

  

  "Were you and Sylvia dating?”

  

  "We weren't. No. I'd just like to know what you think.”

  

  "Hmm...well, that's complicated really. I can't speak for any legalities, or what special provisions or contracts might be needed for your or the agent's protection. I'm...not a lawyer.” Will stroked his chin, "As business practices go, that's kind of on a firm by firm basis. Some might forbid it completely, and not let any agent date any client. Others might just make sure you're not REPRESENTING whoever you're dating. Others still might allow it, but expect you to report it to...FR, maybe?” He pointed up at the ceiling, "We, specifically, have no real rules on it. Everyone's work has to go through so many different people and levels of acceptance here, that no one person could tip the scales for you. No real conflict of interest, you know?”

  

  "What about morally?” the rabbit repeated himself. "What are your thoughts on that?”

  

  "Depends,” William shrugged. "If it's a power play, I would think it was wrong. Like, if the client was doing it hoping for special treatment, or the agent was expecting to be paid in sexual favors for advancing the client's work...that would be a pretty bad situation.” He shook his head, "But...if it's a real relationship, or even just casual dating, I don't think there's anything wrong with it. Why all the questions, though? I noticed the main character in your manuscript is an author. I assume this is research for further stories?”

  

  "It is.” It wasn't, but there was no need for Patrick to overplay his paw...not so soon. Might as well let the dog believe it was just an innocent business related question. Plus, maybe he could segue it well into what he really wanted, "You'd...probably understand the question better if you'd read all three of my manuscripts. You'd know the characters and the situation a bit better, and might could give me better insight.”

  

  "I'm sure that's true,” the husky nodded.

  

  "Well, would you want to set up some sort of meeting right now?” Patrick had a feeling, and, in fact hoped, the answer was no. "You know, so I can get you my third manuscript?”

  

  "Unfortunately, I'm booked solid for a few weeks right now. Like I said: I'm taking in the influx of Sylvia's clients.” Will squinted in thought, "So we could, but it would be quite a while from now before we could meet.”

  

  The rabbit had to restrain a victorious smile. That was exactly what he'd hoped to hear, "Well, it doesn't have to be a 'meeting' meeting, does it? We could always meet up outside of the office.”

  

  "Like I said: we can meet up wherever you want for the exchange. It can't be an actual meeting, though. It would just be you giving me your manuscript. Any actual business should really be handled here, and...besides, I won't be looking to do even more work outside of the office.”

  

  "Well, what time do you get off work on Fridays?”

  

  "Fridays?” Will thought for a moment, "Well...we don't exactly have 'hours' here...so it's different every time. As for this Friday specifically?” He thought again, "Probably late. I know I sound like a broken record, but I'm neck deep in Sylvia's leftovers right now. So, I probably won't be able to catch you then.”

  

  "Hmm...well...” Patrick thought for a moment as well, "Do you think it'd be too much to ask that we meet up somewhere whenever you get off, say...today?”

  

  The husky smiled apologetically, "Unfortunately, yeah, it would be. Today's one of my heaviest days as meetings go...and not just with clients, but with legal and some other staff.” He leaned forward, "But, look: it's not that prudent we do it yet, anyway. Like I told you...we don't really need your third manuscript yet. With the fact that Sylvia never really got the ball rolling on the first one, we may not need the third one for a year or more, honestly.”

  

  Patrick smiled sofly, not entirely sure if the husky was being difficult on purpose or not. He sighed, and paused to think...re-evaluating his approach.

  

  William returned the soft smile, noting the sigh, "Is there something else on your mind? I promise you, I'm not giving you the run-around like Sylvia did. I WILL get back to you as soon as I can about this. I may be booked as meetings go, but I can at least get in touch with you without us scheduling one. And as soon as I've made some real headway with your work, you'll be one of the first in line for a more serious meeting.” He closed the manuscript he had opened earlier, "This probably just sounds like something we say, but you ARE a priority for me. I feel horrible that you've been in the system so long and gotten no where.”

  

  The husky obviously had no clue that his client had any ulterior motives, and it was beginning to frustrate the dusty rabbit. He'd have to try a lot harder...and be a lot more forward, "William, I would like you and I get to know one another better.”

  

  "That's why I gave you my card: so we could keep in touch.”

  

  "Well how about 'we get in touch' tomorrow?”

  

  Will looked more than a little confused, "You...can call me whenever you need to.”

  

  Patrick sighed audibly, and looked his new agent right in the eye, spelling it out even further, "Will. I am asking you right now, in person, do you want to get together later?”

  

  And only then, did the husky finally realize what was going on. He had been so caught up with their more professional topics -- meetings, manuscripts, business cards, and legalities -- that he'd actually believed the rabbit had been asking about client/agent relationships for research. He obviously wasn't. And, now, his every question since then...

  

  Now, the dog understood what his client was getting at, but he still had to hear it out loud. Eyes widened and eyebrows arched, he leaned forward across his desk, "Uhm...I'm not sure if I'm reading you right. But are you...are you asking me out on a date?”

  

  Patrick's eyes narrowed in playful frustration, "I'm trying...”

  

  William leaned away again with a deep breath and a sigh, "I think you've got the wrong idea, Patrick. I'm not gay.”

  

  The rabbit didn't miss a beat, "That's fine. I've dated my share of bisexuals.”

  

  Will couldn't help but laugh at his client's confidence, "Okay.” And although he continued to argue, his newly wide and entertained smile didn't leave his muzzle, "But I'm not bisexual either.”

  

  Patrick scoffed, eyeing him in both disbelief and certain resolve, "You're really trying to tell me you're straight?”

  

  "I am!” the husky, though still smiling, threw up his paws...dumbfounded by his client's refusal to believe him.

  

  Patrick, though, just shook his head. "I don't buy it. I...” he paused and held up a finger for emphasis, "...and this is not an exaggeration. I am NEVER wrong about this sort of thing.” And more to the point, he KNEW he wasn't wrong this time. Not now that he realized who his agent was...

  

  "Well you're wrong today,” William shook his head with a warm chuckle.

  

  "Am I?” The rabbit raised an eyebrow and leaned forward, "Cause, you know, most 'straight' guys would take an accusation like this as an insult.”

  

  Will leaned forward, as well, "Well, luckily for you, I'm not like most straight guys.”

  

  Of course not! Patrick legitimately had to stop himself from firing back. Most straight guys don't have gay sex!

  

  But then it dawned on him what really must be going on. Of COURSE Will knew he wasn't really 'straight.' He was just putting on a front to keep up appearances! He was one of those: one of the ones who lies and tells the world he's not really gay. He's just a 'bachelor' who 'hasn't found the right girl yet.' And no matter how much gay sex he does or does not have...he certainly can't undermine his lies by going out on a DATE with a guy. So long as he could keep that up, to the world at large, he'd stay respectable -- normal -- and all that unfortunate homosexuality could be kept under wraps, behind closed doors...

  

  But that was fine! If that's what made the dog comfortable, Patrick could play along. He'd just have to shift his approach a bit, and play his agent's little game. "My apologies, then, for the...obviously unfounded assumption,” the sarcasm in his voice, though, remained thick.

  

  And noting that sarcasm, the husky just smirked and stared back in silence...

  

  "And, look,” Patrick clapped his paws together and continued along, undaunted, "you need as much of social life as you can get, right now...thanks to all this new work from Sylvia stressing you out, right?”

  

  "I guess so, but-”

  

  "Good!” Patrick cut him off before he could argue, "So then let's not make it a 'date' per se. It'll just a couple of friends hanging out: no work, no stress, only minimal sex...”

  

  "Patrick.”

  

  "I know, I know. NO Sex,” the rabbit held up his fingers, to pantomime quotation marks around his last two words. He even considered a wink, but decided against it. "It'll be exactly like two straight guys hanging out. You know: normal 'bro' stuff like dinner, a movie, drinking, dancing...no inappropriate touching unless we're REALLY drunk...”

  

  William took a breath to speak...

  

  ...but Patrick still didn't let him, "You're right, you're right...I guess we only have to PRETEND to be drunk. You know, to save face?”

  

  Once granted a moment of silence from his client, the husky used it to finally speak up. And as he did, his voice took on a more serious tone, no longer letting himself laugh at the rabbit's antics. His friendly smile, though, remained, "Look Patrick, it's cute...really. Flattering even! But I'm being serious. I mean, if you really wanted to hang out as FRIENDS sometime, we could. But as for the rest, I...” he took a breath and winced apologetically, "...I'm really not gay.”

  

  In response to his agent's serious tone, Patrick's playfulness faded as well, "Or bi?”

  

  "Nope.”

  

  The rabbit looked around for any framed pictures of a female in the office, before turning his eyes back on the husky, "Are you married?”

  

  "I'm not.”

  

  "Girlfriend?”

  

  Will was slower to answer, realizing that not having a mate, really wasn't helping his case, "...no.”

  

  Even without that for proof, though, Patrick was finally beginning to believe that Will might actually be serious, "But you're really not interested?”

  

  The husky shook his head, "Sorry.”

  

  Patrick's first thought was to consider another course. He could suggest a business meeting instead of a date! Maybe that was the real problem. It wasn't that Will wasn't really gay or bi, or even that he wasn't interested; he just wanted to keep things professional. So the rabbit could suggest a business meeting instead, and maybe use that to wear the dog down a bit...to see if he could get him to loosen up...

  

  But no. He knew that wouldn't work either. William would probably just see right through the ploy. And even if not, he already made it very clear that he didn't want to take on any extra business meetings outside of the office...not with how much work he already had to do.

  

  Patrick's head and his shoulders fell, defeated and embarrassed. What if he was just wrong? Maybe Will really WAS straight. Or maybe this wasn't even the right Will! Sure, the name was right, and he was a husky, but certainly it was possible for there to be more than one William Masters...even of the same species. It was a common enough name, after all.

  

  But his face. He really did look like the same guy. So maybe he was the right Will...and maybe Patrick had just jumped to the wrong conclusion.

  

  Completely crestfallen by his failure, but hoping he could at least manage some damage control, the rabbit simply flashed an embarrassed smile...but it was everything he could do to not just hide himself from the husky's gaze, "I'm so...SO sorry. I shouldn't have just assumed...and I didn't mean to complicate our...I mean...I really only meant...”

  

  William held up his paws, halting his client's stammering apology, "It's okay, Patrick. I took it as a compliment. I'm just...I'm sorry that it didn't work out how you wanted.”

  

  Great. That was just what Patrick wanted. Pity. "I'm a big boy, Will. I'll live. I just hope this doesn't make our business relationship...awkward.”

  

  "You know...we could still be friends,” the husky leaned in again with his continued warm smile. "Outside of work, I really don't have near enough. I could always use another.”

  

  "If...if it's all the same to you, I'd rather not.” Patrick shook his head, now avoiding all eye contact with his agent, "Now that I've so...thoroughly embarrassed myself, I think I'd much rather just go crawl in a hole somewhere.”

  

  "I'm...” Will felt horrible. Even though he barely knew the guy, he couldn't stand knowing he'd caused him to feel this way, "I really am sorry.”

  

  "Don't be,” Patrick sighed. "It was just...silly of me to think you'd be interested, I guess.”

  

  "It's not that I'm not interested...” the husky stuttered to correct that, "Or...I mean, I'm not, I guess. But it's not because there's anything wrong with you. I just...”

  

  "Look, I get it, okay?” Patrick stopped him, and finally made eye contact. "Are we done?”

  

  And as he stared back at those eyes, William's heart broke. There was no anger in them, and the rabbit wasn't crying...but he was nothing short of crushed. And in that moment, all Will wanted to do was to make him happy again: to circle his desk, to hug the beaten rabbit, and to bring back that infectious smile he'd shown so unabashedly while busily flirting only minutes before.

  

  The dog opened his muzzle to ask what he could do to help, but he didn't speak. He knew the rabbit would answer 'nothing'...and he knew that wouldn't be true. There WAS something he could do. All it would take was a date.

  

  And would that really be so difficult?

  

  Will took another breath, and his eyes dropped, watching his feet shuffle as he exhaled. What was he so damned afraid of? He'd been with guys before. It was only Tuesday afternoon, and just this past Sunday, he'd gotten his dick sucked in a photo booth at a mall...by his nephew! Could he really pretend he was scared of the sex?

  

  And, for that matter: why was he getting so ahead of himself? Sex?? Patrick hadn't even asked for a kiss, let alone sex! All he wanted was a date...

  

  He shook his head and looked up, a new resolve in his eyes...though one the rabbit couldn't see, with his head now turned away again.

  

  What was wrong with him? He was an adult, damn-it! He had to have at least a little more common sense and maturity than this. This was ridiculous. All the guy wanted was a date, and he was fighting it at every turn. What was there to be afraid of? Worst possible scenario: he might end up a getting a close look at a bit of rabbit dick, before long. And it definitely wouldn't be the first time that THAT happened.

  

  Enough of this. It was time to suck it up...pun possibly intended...and be an adult.

  

  With a sigh, and with a muted chuckle directed at his own long-overdue internal monologue, William finally spoke up, "Patrick?”

  

  "Yeah?” Patrick muttered in return, hoping to be sent on his way.

  

  "How's tomorrow?” The husky leaned in on his elbows, "I don't think I'll have much energy after work, but I've gotta' step out for lunch at some point, and I could definitely use the company.” Realizing it might still sound like he was just suggesting a 'friendly' meeting, he amended himself before the rabbit could answer, "I mean...lunch isn't too lame for a date, right?”

  

  Even though he felt like cheering and launching into a victory dance, Patrick fought his instinct and gave a mock-whine a response, "Well I don't want a pity date...but I guess it'll have to do...”

  

  Will shook his head, "It's not a pity date.” He shrugged and paraphrased all the screaming he'd just been doing to himself in his head, for the benefit of the poor bunny he'd been torturing, "I was being an idiot, Patrick. I've been with more guys than I can try and count.” He halted, squinting his eyes, "Jesus...that made me sound like a slut. What I meant was: I'm 31, and I've been 'experimenting' since I was 15. You'd think at some point I would have realized that that word doesn't work anymore.”

  

  The rabbit wanted to confirm that he knew already knew all about that, but wasn't interested in saying anything to stand in the way of his soon-to-be-date's reasoning...lest he give him a reason to change his mind.

  

  William just laughed as he continued, "I don't know what the hell was going through my head. I spend over 15 years fooling around with guys...even did it two days ago and I'm,” he mimicked his client's earlier finger quotes, "not gay? I guess I thought, so long as it was all casual, with no intentions on a relationship, that it was just...a game? I dunno.”

  

  "Do yourself a favor Will. Don't think that, just because you like the sex, it makes you gay. And jokes aside, a date doesn't have to mean anything: it's how you feel about the fur you're with, that counts.” Patrick stood and leaned over to squeeze his agent's shoulder, "Besides, for the time being I'm still just a client. Don't put so much pressure on yourself.”

  

  The husky smiled wide, mockingly, "Just a client? Oh. Well never mind then.” He playfully moved the rabbit's paw away from his shoulder, and looked away, "I'm pretty sure I already told you that I have enough work as it is.” He busily went about putting on a show of closing Patrick's folder, and stacking his papers, before stowing them away with an exaggerated sigh, "It's okay, though. I'm used to eating lunch alone.”

  

  Patrick could barely control his smile, ecstatic to hear Will being so playful now, too, "My apologies, again! I accept your offer, Mr. Masters.”

  

  William glanced over his shoulder at the rabbit, "Mr. Masters? That's what my clients call me...and I seem to remember withdrawing the offer to my client.”

  

  "Sorry.” The rabbit coughed and tried again, "I accept your offer...Will.” He accentuated the husky's name, "Tomorrow, me and you, at Bacchanalian Café?”

  

  "Three conditions.”

  

  "Oh?”

  

  Will counted off on his fingers, as he turned around completely to face his would-be-date, "One: you meet me here first, and then we make our way there. Two: take a cue from me, and stop pretending like there's nothing gay about this. And three: the date's on me...” he lowered his fingers with a soft smile, and a nod, "An...apology for the way I acted.”

  

  Patrick gestured as if wiping sweat from his brow, "Whew! I thought sex was going to be one of your 'conditions.'”

  

  "Like you would have objected,” the husky raised an eyebrow. "Well Mr. Roark,” he sat up straighter, acting once again like this had all been nothing but a normal meeting, "I'll look through your manuscripts and paperwork, and get back to you. I have other clients to see, now...”

  

  Patrick extended his paw for a courtesy shake, "I'm sorry I took up so much of your time, Mr. Masters.”

  

  And William shook the paw with a smile and a wink, "See you tomorrow Patrick.”


  ~


  There we go! The Masters continues!


  *

  Starring:

  Frost Rime Borealis

  as William Masters

  Phil Anthro Pist

  as Patrick Roark

  and Elliot Masters

  *


  If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account here at

  http://phil-anthro-pist.sofurry.com/


  ANOTHER NEW CHARACTER!?

  And apparently we're switching back and forth between Elliot and Will now, eh?


  So there we go!

  Will's finally gotten over himself and admitted that sucking dick (or letting his nephew suck HIS) might make him a little less than straight! What? Really? No way. That's crazy talk!

  It wasn't quite the big drama fest you were expecting, was it? Just a sudden epiphany. Hope that wasn't too much of a let down ;)


  And what's up with Elliot?

  He looked all freaked out in our prologue, didn't he?

  I wonder if we might follow up on Hunter's absense next time?


  SIDE NOTE: Skunk won.


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 9 chapters of The Masters!

  ...for the next 5 chapters of A Warm Bed!

  ...and, in due time...Sibirskaia!


  The Masters Chapter 7


  The Masters...

  ...of Confidence

  

  

  (September 18th)

  

  Tuesday had come and gone like every Tuesday before. History, Math, PE, Lunch, English, and Science ate away their parts of the day, leaving the rest of it to an evening peppered in homework...

  

  ...and, as always Tuesday broke inevitably into Wednesday, where Elliot Masters once again found himself in the less than hallowed halls of Sibirskaia High.

  

  History and Math trudged by again, and soon enough, Ell was back in PE. Again, for the second time in as many days, Hunter was nowhere to be seen. All through changing out in the locker-room, roll call, the particular inane waste-of-time-game of the day, and the final whistle...Hunter's rich orange fur never showed.

  

  The young husky dejectedly placed the basketball onto the rack with the others as he made his way to the locker rooms at the period's end, its orange rubber painfully reminding him of that fur he already so desperately missed.

  

  Out of sight of the furs in the locker-room, though, and the husky within...the coach's feet came to an abrupt stop in the shadow of a fur easily the same size or larger than the coach himself. The coach's paw extended to take a slip of paper from the orange paw offering it, and his eyes read over it quickly.

  

  With a short, sympathetic sigh, the coach simply returned the paper to that orange paw, and continued on past the fur it was connected to. "I wouldn't even be at school right now, if I were you,” the faculty member offered a half-hearted laugh and continued on toward the coaches' office.

  

  Meanwhile, Ell stepped out of his shower alcove, already being done with his 'shower' which was no more than a sweat rinse-off. He still wasn't entirely comfortable with showering with the other males; he knew if his eyes wandered too much, something 'unfortunate' could happen to him, so he got out of there as quickly as possible, and headed right back to his locker, seeking the comfort his clothes gave him. Despite all of his continued trepidation, though, and his worry over the whereabouts of his feline friend...he felt proud. Before Monday, before Hunter, he could never have mustered the courage to do this.

  

  And out in the hall, as the husky slipped his damp fur into his clothes...Hunter Thurman stood patiently by the locker room door. He had no reason to go in today, except to say hi to his friends -- most importantly, now, to Ell -- and he would see them soon enough when the bell rang and they made their exit. So he waited, raising his arm and looking at his watch, set almost right with the school bells, and tapped his thigh lightly with his other paw as he watched the second hand creep closer and closer to 12...

  

  And nearly right on cue with that secondhand reaching the top of its arch, the bell rang and Hunter lowered his arm with a smile, waiting for his surprised classmates, including a hopefully even more surprised husky, to come flooding into the hall.

  

  In between the large rush of furs who hadn't shower and just wanted to go to lunch, and the rush of furs who actually took the time to fully bathe themselves, was the anticipated husky.

  

  He exited the locker room, his backpack pulling heavily on his weary shoulders and his head hung low, until he looked up finally, to see that none other than Hunter waiting for him outside the doors. At least that's what Ell hoped the tiger was waiting for...

  

  "Hey Hunter,” Elliot nearly murred to the cat, cautiously optimistic about his friend's arrival.

  

  "Hey, kid.” Hunter managed a weak but visible smile and gave his friend a little nod, "How was PE?”

  

  The husky smiled a bit more enthusiastically at the tiger, though not as noticeably as he intended. "It was good,” he stated rather simply with a short nod of his own. "We played basketball today.”

  

  "That's cool.” Hunter's tone remained rather blank, his small smile showing as much as he could mange, "You look a little damp. Did you shower?”

  

  Ell nodded again, smiling proudly about it as he elaborated further, "Yeah! It was just a quick 'rinse-me-off' kinda' thing. I did yesterday too, though.” He held his proud smile on his muzzle, hoping it would help cheer him up until he finally managed to find a way of broaching the subject of Hunter's absence.

  

  The tiger smiled a more genuine smile at that, "Good for you! I knew you had it in you.” He took in a breath, and cocked his head toward the cafeteria, "Well, I'd love to sit here in the hall with you all day...but it's lunch time.”

  

  Elliot nodded, not entirely sure if Hunter would want him to join or not, "So...can I tag along? I've got nothing else to do...but...you know, if you don't want me to, that's cool too...”

  

  Hunter blinked, "I was expecting you to.” He tilted his head at his younger friend, "Why wouldn't I want you to eat lunch with me?”

  

  The husky shrugged, rubbed his shoulder a bit, and began walking on toward the cafeteria with the tiger, feeling a bit embarrassed he thought wrong, "Well, before Monday, we never really spent lunch together and...since you weren't here yesterday...” He looked away, nervous about what Hunter's response could be to that statement.

  

  Hunter stopped walking, "Since I wasn't here yesterday, what?”

  

  Ell stopped, too, and moved to the side of the hallway so furs could pass, "Because you weren't here yesterday...I wasn't sure if you'd still...” He took a breath and just said it, "I thought you were skipping Gym to avoid me.”

  

  "Whoa...whoa...” the tiger waved his paw in front of the husky. "Look at me.”

  

  Elliot did as he was asked and looked up to the taller tiger, still clearly worried.

  

  "Ell...why would I be avoiding you? We're friends...good friends, I thought.” Hunter blinked, looking almost hurt, "Hell, after what we did on Monday -- both here and in my car after school -- we SHOULD be.”

  

  The husky hurriedly looked at a lone otter who passed them just as Hunter spoke of 'what we did' and he gulped nervously. "Uhm...” he waited for the fur pass by them before he looked back up at Hunter to respond, "I know. But...but you just like, left, which would've been okay, I guess, but then you weren't in class today either. The coaches didn't know why you weren't there yesterday and today, and I thought...” he looked down and crossed his arms in front of him protectively, "...that maybe...”

  

  Hunter sighed and extended his arm, pulling the dog up to his side with his arm around the younger teenager's shoulders, "Do YOU regret what we did?”

  

  Ell just shook his head, "I thought YOU did.”

  

  "Well I don't.” The tiger tugged on his friend lightly as he started walking again, "Come on...lets head on out there to lunch so we can talk,” and his arm stayed tight around the husky's shoulders as they went.

  

  Elliot smiled softly up to Hunter, glad that he said that wasn't it...but a small hint of skepticism lingered.

  

  "Ell...you really need to relax, kid.” Hunter glanced at him and chuckled, "I swear: if it was anybody else, I'd probably be pissed right now.”

  

  The husky looked up, concerned about what he did, "Why? What did I do?”

  

  "I was gone for two days! I could have been sick. I could have even been in the hospital. Granted, I came back right after PE today, but before you saw me in the hall, you didn't know one way or the other.” Hunter raised an eyebrow as they entered the large cafeteria, "You were so worried about whether or not I was avoiding you...you haven't even once worried about whether I was okay or not. Or, if you have, you certainly haven't asked.”

  

  Ell quickly responded with his own plea, "No! No Hunter, I've thought about everything that could've happened. I was worried that you were sick: seriously sick, even, because you weren't here today, either. But...but you avoiding me just seemed more plausible. After Monday...I just...I felt bad, because I didn't want you to think all that I wanted was-” he stopped abruptly and looked to see who was near them, "...well, you know.”

  

  "Calm down, Elliot,” the tiger squeezed his friend's shoulders and smiled. "First off, I told you I'm not mad. I know how difficult all of this must be for you; you've never done anything like this before. And that's why I'm talking to you about it: I'm trying to help. Secondly...” he chuckled a little, as he completely avoided heading for the lunch-lines and kept their path pointed for the other side of the lunch room, "...I was JUST as eager for it as you were. I never felt like you were just using me for sex.”

  

  Elliot took in a deep breath and exhaled loudly, too caught up with figuring things out with Hunter to notice that they were avoiding the lunch lines. "Thanks Hunter, I'm sorry I thought that. It's just that...I try to be fairly decent with everyone, right? And if something goes wrong, like even if you were having a bad day today, I'd think I did something wrong to make you mad...which I'm sort of doing anyway...”

  

  Hunter shook his head, "You worry too much, Ell...about everything.” He chuckled, "I'm surprised to haven't freaked out yet about my arm being around you this whole time,” he shook his friend lightly. "Just try and relax...okay?”

  

  Unfortunately, the tiger pointing out his arm was around him, didn't help the husky at all. He'd just taken comfort in it until now, not really thinking about how it looked. But, not wanting to offend his friend by pulling away, he just gulped and smiled, "I'll try Hunter. And...I didn't notice your arm was around me because...” He blushed gently, "Well...I like it.”

  

  "I'll bet you do,” Hunter shook Ell again and let go as they came upon a rabbit.

  

  His fur was a soft, dusty tan, his ears, high and erect, and he dressed in an expensive, but not overly high-end suit. Two paper bags were in his paws, and a smile broke on his small muzzle as he and Hunter spotted one another. He was obviously waiting on the tiger.

  

  Hunter smiled as well. "Sorry if I kept you waiting, Stan! I was having to deal with this one,” he pointed his thumb at Ell, now a step behind him.

  

  The rabbit, Stan, just shook his head, "Not a problem.”

  

  Ell grinned nervously, wondering who this fur was but not knowing how to broach the subject and ask.

  

  Hunter took the bags from the rabbit and sat them on the table, "Just like I asked for, right?”

  

  "Both double-meat...one plain & dry...” Stan nodded and motioned at the drinks already sitting on the table, "and two cokes.” He smiled at Elliot, "So is this him?”

  

  Hunter smiled back at Ell as well, "Yep...that's the one.”

  

  The husky just raised his open-palmed paw to the rabbit, in a wave, "Hey.”

  

  Stan held out his paw and tipped his head forward, letting his ears fold over a bit, "Dr. Jones...”

  

  Hunter had already turned back to the food, removing it from the bags, "You can call him Stan.”

  

  Ell reached forward and took the rabbit's paw in his, giving it a few tentative shakes, "And I'm Elliot.”

  

  "So I've been told, Elliot. Firm grip...” He removed his paw and looked at, "I'm willing to bet that's fun.”

  

  Hunter laughed, "I keep telling you that all that soft fur of yours would be better.” He winked, "Doctor's delicate touch...”

  

  "And I keep telling you that you'll never find out.” Dr. Jones turned to leave, "I'm picking you up today at 3:30. Be ready.” He waved over his shoulder, "Nice meeting you, Elliot.”

  

  Hunter called out, "Aww -- come on! Would it be that bad?”

  

  Ell just stood there silently amid the nonchalant, casual conversation the two were having. "Uhm...bye...?” he managed to mutter out.

  

  The tiger looked back at Ell, finally, "Gonna' take a seat, or not? I already have your food all laid out...” He patted the table by a hamburger, fries, and a drink sitting out for his friend, "I got him to get it plain & dry for you...since I wasn't sure what you liked.”

  

  Elliot nodded and took a seat in front of the offered food, "So...you know that guy? Should I trust this food?”

  

  "Stan? I should say so! The guy's like a father to me.” Hunter sat down by his friend and winked, "Or maybe an uncle.”

  

  The husky paused for a moment. He knew what Hunter meant by that: a confidant he could talk to, and had probably come out to, like Ell had with Will. But for a moment, his mind went to other comparisons, before he shook it off, picking up his burger and taking a large bite. "Is he YOUR doctor?” he asked, though a bit muffled by the large mass of food in his cheek.

  

  "He's the one that wrote me this...” Hunter pulled the slip of paper out of his pocket that he'd shown to the coach earlier, and sat it on the table where Ell could read it. Among the bits of typed and handwritten words on the paper, was the phrase 'passing kidney-stones:' Hunter's excuse for having missed more than a day of school.

  

  Ell read the note and immediately felt much more sympathetic to Hunter's absence, "Oh geez...” He sat there quietly for a few moments before reacting further, "Are...are you alright, now?”

  

  The tiger, though, just let out a short laugh.

  

  Elliot perked a bit, wondering why it was so funny, "Uh...am I missing something?”

  

  "I'm fifteen! What 15-year-old has kidney stones?” Hunter kept chuckling and took the paper back, "It's a lie. You should've seen the look on your and the coach's faces though!”

  

  The husky playfully pouted as he continued with his food, "So what if you conned me!?”

  

  "Hey! You're lucky I didn't let you believe it!” Hunter nudged him playfully, "I haven't even heard HALF of a thank you for that food you're eatin'!”

  

  Ell smiled widely, feeling a bit more at ease now that he was sitting with Hunter, "Oh come on now! There's no cheese, no ketchup, no lettuce...all the good stuff is gone! And why would I thank YOU? Stan was the one who got it for me.” With that, he took a large, mocking bite out of the burger.

  

  "And I'M the one who came all the way to school just to see you and bring you lunch!” The tiger pretended to pout, "Just because I didn't buy it doesn't change the fact that I coulda' stayed home today.”

  

  Elliot nodded...a warm tingling feeling washing over his stomach when Hunter admitted that he came to school just for him, "Thank you, Hunter.” He smiled warmly at the cat, before catching himself, and looking away, as to not appear too terribly doe-eyed, "So if that note was bullshit, why were you gone?”

  

  Hunter finally started eating his own food, large bites at a time, "Well, Stan...err...Dr. Jones is my grandmother's doctor.” He took a big drink and chased it with a few fries, "I'm not sure if I ever told you, but I live with her. My parents disappeared when I was just a kid, and she took me in. She's pretty well off, so I don't have to work yet or anything...but she needs my help around the house. Especially when she's sick. And she's been pretty bad off the last few days. It's been...taxing.”

  

  The husky just nodded while Hunter told him his situation, "Wow. Should...should you be with her, right now?”

  

  "No. She's doing okay, today. Not amazing, but okay.” Hunter ate a bit more, "Stan offered to let me stay home again, and write my excuse for as many days as I wanted until she was better. I told him being around the house like that was driving me crazy, though. It's how I spent the whole weekend, too. Plus,” he smiled sheepishly before he continued. He was never one to hold his tongue, but that didn't mean he was always comfortable saying what he had to say... "I kind of missed you, too. And when I told him that, he made the time to get me up here so I could have lunch with you.”

  

  Ell smiled wide and blushed rosily, looking away from Hunter as he finished his statement, but was too shy to say anything about it, "...S-Stan seems pretty cool.”

  

  The tiger nodded, smiling at the younger dog's nervousness, "He is. If I didn't have him around, I sometimes wonder how I'd stay sane,” he took yet another large bite of his burger. "Y'know, without a male to talk to...father type...” he continued eating.

  

  "Speaking of talking to him,” Elliot ate a few more of his fries, "how much of me does Stan know about?”

  

  Hunter sat his burger down, "Well...he's known I've had my eye on you for a week or two. He kept telling me he thought I had a crush.” He chuckled half-nervously, "I uhm...I saw him after you and I parted ways on Monday, and he stayed with me and my grandmother all night. We stayed up pretty late talking about a lot of stuff,” he shrugged, "Y'know...I only see him when gramma's sick, so when he's around, we talk a lot. We talked about her, about school...and of course, about you.”

  

  The husky nodded and took a drink of his soda to hide his nervous gulp, though his wavering voice as he asked his next question gave away his true demeanor, "Uh...h-how much does he, you know, does he know about...us?”

  

  "Well, I told him...” Hunter paused and smiled softly. He'd always told Stan everything, and this was no exception. Stan was trustworthy, and Hunter knew that...but Ell obviously didn't. He figured it was best not to shock the poor Husky too much, revealing that the rabbit, by now, knew every inch of the dog as well as Hunter did. So, he just turned to look at his friend, the smile still on his muzzle, "I just told him that I finally got the kiss I'd been wanting.”

  

  Ell nodded again and exhaled deeply, soothing his nerves more so than what the tiger had just said. He was genuinely glad that Hunter didn't tell anyone the truth about what they did, "Cool. Thanks Hunter.”

  

  "Would it have been all that bad if I'd told him more?” The tiger went back to eating his food, this time nearly shoving it down his throat, wanting to hurry up and finish since their conversation was getting in the way.

  

  Elliot shrugged as the tiger wolfed down the remainder of his food, allowing him to devour it all before he continued, "K-kind of? I mean I'm...I'm not even happy that he knows we kissed, but I'm not really upset about it either.” He picked up his soda and drank from it, considering himself done with his food as well, even though a bit of burger and a few fries were left, "It's just that...a stranger like Stan knowing about me...it's like a cub-step toward being honest with everyone. And I'm not ready for that, yet.”

  

  Hunter very shortly replied without even looking at Ell at first, "And what do you plan to tell your uncle about what happened on Monday?” He turned and raised an eyebrow.

  

  The husky thought for a moment about what he WOULD tell Will. To be honest, he figured he'd babble on about the whole damn situation with his uncle the next time he saw him -- every sordid detail -- while giggling like a ten year old girl. But...if he told the tiger that, he couldn't really justify wanting Stan to be kept in the dark... "Uhm...he may know I'm gay, but I don't really think he'd want to hear about his nephew's gay relationships just yet.”

  

  Hunter smirked and kept his eyebrow raised. "Yeah. Of course,” he chuckled lightly. At least they were both lying.

  

  Ell wrapped up what little burger he had left, and then, after eating a few more fries to make room, stuffed the burger and wrapper into the fry container. "Thank you for the food,” he finished with a hint of sarcasm, "Hunter.”

  

  "Hey, now,” the tiger crumbled up his completely empty wrapper, stuffed it in his fry container as well, shoved both in one of the two bags, and held it open for the husky's trash as well. "If you're gonna' get lippy, I might stop doin' nice things for you. I might even make YOU pay for our,” he tilted his head, "...date...on Friday.”

  

  Elliot smirked playfully and put his trash in the bag, but kept his soda, "I could pay for it, just fine! So long as playing video games at my place and having my mom make us dinner is considered a date.”

  

  Hunter smiled proudly, as he stuffed the empty bag into the one they were using for trash, "Well look at you! You didn't freak out that I called it a date OR start looking around to see who heard me!” He stood up.

  

  Only when the cat mentioned it did the husky do exactly that: blushing and looking to see if anyone was staring at them, or who was pointing and laughing. Of course, no one was doing either. He looked back at his friend, chuckling nervously, "Well. Yeah, well maybe I'm just distracted. Got a headache.”

  

  Hunter tilted his head and held out a paw to help the freshman, "Do you?”

  

  Ell took the paw, turned, and stood out from his seat, smiling softly, "No...I'm just jerking ya around.”

  

  The tiger smiled back. "Well that's good! Cause I was thinking of suggesting that we uhm...” he raised his eyebrows once, "How can I put this? Make a new memory we'll be keeping from your uncle and Dr. Jones?”

  

  Elliot let go of Hunter's paw when he realized he was still holding it, and adjusted his backpack nervously, "I...I don't wanna' say no, but...do we have time?”

  

  "For you to pay me back?” Hunter headed toward the nearest trashcan, their trash in one paw and his drink in the other, "Of course!”

  

  The husky looked up at the tiger as he followed, "What exactly am I paying you back for?”

  

  Hunter dodged another student on the way to the trashcan, "Well...you remember most of what happened on Monday, right? Do You remember any of what we talked about in the locker room?”

  

  Ell nodded in affirmation, "I think I do...”

  

  The tiger finally made it to the trashcan and tossed their bag into it, "Well, then you should remember me telling you about...” he spoke almost ominously, "...the rule.” The sophomore turned around and leaned against the wall by the trashcan. "When friends do this sort of thing, there's this whole...reciprocation rule we're supposed to follow, right? You might remember how I told you -- since you didn't know about the rule -- that I wasn't gonna' force you to follow it in the locker room.”

  

  Elliot thought back those two days and then smiled when that memory did, indeed, return, "Yeah! I remember that.”

  

  Hunter smirked, "However...you DID know the rule by the time we left school. So it seems to me...you owe me for what I did for you in the parking lot!”

  

  The husky blushed and nodded with a gulp, remembering how scary that ordeal was, "Th-that's fair. So do you want to wait until after school?”

  

  Hunter laughed, "Oh no! I just told you that we have plenty of time for you to pay me back right now.” He winked, "Plus, I didn't bring my car today...and I don't think Stan would want us doing that in his back seat...”

  

  Ell grinned, holding back a chuckle of his own, "Aww...and I thought he was so cool!” He looked around a bit to see if anyone was watching them, yet, "So...where am I supposed to pay you back?”

  

  The tiger blinked and recoiled, "Uhm...right here, dude. Where else?”

  

  Elliot looked around at all the other furs, and gave his friend a wide eyed stare, "In the lunch room??”

  

  "Sure!” Hunter just smiled a big toothy grin.

  

  The husky rolled his eyes with a sigh, only then realizing his tiger friend was joking, "Yeah! Good luck with that!” He flashed a peace sign and then turned to stroll the in the opposite direction.

  

  Hunter, though, reached his long, orange arm forward and snagged the husky by his wrist, pulling him all the way back to him, "Oh, come on now! Don't be like that! It's simple.” He looked Ell in the eye as seriously as he could manage, "Trust me,” flashed a big fake smile, and bated his eyes, "no one will see.”

  

  Ell raised a brow to Hunter and pulled his wrist away, "Uh-huh.”

  

  The tiger let out a long, exasperated sigh, "Fine! If wanna' be a kit about it, YOU choose the place!” He playfully nudged his friend's shoulder.

  

  Elliot just grinned up at his friend, "Good!” Beckoning the cat with a finger, he led them far and away to the wing of the school farthest from the cafeteria. He took the long route behind the school, though, to minimize the amount of furs that saw them, plainly highlighting to Hunter just how nervous he still was about the whole idea. Once they got to the specific wing the dog had planned on he jokingly asked his friend: "So, we still have enough time?

  

  "All the way out here? Definitely. Even after the bell rings it'll still be 5...6 minutes before anyone gets this far.” Hunter looked around, "So where are we going, exactly?”

  

  The husky nervously gulped, reached to the tiger's side, and took his orange paw into his own as they continued to walk, more specifically to the center of the wing and to the boys' restroom. He looked up to the tiger during the short trek, nervous about holding his paw even though it didn't seem like anyone, teacher or student, was around to see.

  

  Hunter smiled down at the paw, "So many things a gay guy will do with me that my curious straight friends won't.” He looked back up with a short chuckle, "So much less insecure about being intimate...and cute,” he tugged the paw until the husky's shoulder was against his. "This the place?” he slowed alongside the restroom.

  

  Ell nodded and blushed at being called cute, "It's good isn't it?”

  

  "The restroom?”

  

  "Yeah.”

  

  The tiger smiled and nodded, "Yeah, it's good. Probably better than the locker room was.” He tipped his imaginary hat, "Lead the way!”

  

  Elliot simply led the tiger to the center of the restroom where he stopped an turned to face him. Leaning up there in their temporary privacy, he kissed his friend deeply and simply, remembering that the cat appreciated being able to kiss him back in the showers.

  

  Hunter gently laid his paws onto the husky's hips and kissed back, much less aggressively than before, still a little worried that he scared the freshman on Monday. He slipped his tongue out and into his friend's muzzle and then pulled away swiftly, only to lean back in for a second quicker kiss, and a third, nuzzling him afterward.

  

  The husky giggled childishly after the quick, playful kisses and blushed heavily. He was quite enjoying his new explorations with Hunter but wondered if every time he and the tiger were going to 'play,' it was going to be in a public spot.

  

  Shaking the thoughts away for another time, though he simply pointed to the wall across from the entrance with a smirk across his muzzle, "Lean on the wall like you do everywhere else.”

  

  Hunter raised an eyebrow, "Do I do it that much?” He backed up toward the wall, "I guess I'm trying to keep an image going, or something.” He smiled and stopped when his shoulder's hit the wall.

  

  Ell smiled at his friend reassuringly, as he dropped his backpack and went to stand in front of him. "I like it when you do it! It's like you're a,” he placed a paw on the tiger's left hip and the other on his package, massaging it through his pants, "rebel from the fifties. 'Too cool for school,' or whatever...”

  

  The tiger smiled wider as he pressed back against the kneading paw, "Like the Fonze if he'd been a big orange cat instead of a dog? I can live with that.”

  

  Elliot grinned up at Hunter and kissed him gently again, while his groping paw shifted and undid the tiger's pants to begin toying with his now exposed and quickly filling sheath. Then, with the paw on the tiger's hip, he hooked the boxers and pulled them down, releasing his scent and package to the world...or at least to the empty restroom.

  

  Hunter pushed a bit more aggressively into this kiss than he did the last, but did his best to control himself from going overboard...and simply let the husky lead the way with the goings-on father south.

  

  The husky pulled back from the kiss, sucking gently on the tiger's lower lip before parting, and grinned widely as he lowered himself down that large, orange, barrel chest and onto his knees, so he was eye-to-ball-sack with his friend. After a quick moment of admiration of the tiger's heavy package, the dog looked up for some form of reassurance.

  

  Hunter just smiled and winked down at his friend, speaking very simply but with a hint of playful whining in his voice, "It's been days. Help me out?”

  

  Ell nodded quickly, and without thinking about keeping up the front that he was still a virgin, leaned forward. After nosing behind the tiger's sack a bit, he licked from behind it, up and over those reflexively constricting balls and up to Hunter's stretching sheath, where he topped it off with a gentle kiss to his emerging tip.

  

  The tiger groaned lightly, his head leaning back against the wall as he unintentionally repeated the husky's own requests from Monday: "Short on time, remember? Tease me next time...”

  

  Elliot tugged down on Hunter's sheath, letting his large pert cock stand proud before his muzzle. He licked his lips in preparation, tilted the shaft to an angle more easily sucked upon...and then wasted no more time in doing just that. He drew in first third of his friend's meat, savoring its taste in his mouth while his tongue flicked out and experimentally played with the unfamiliar sandpapery barbs.

  

  Hunter purred loudly, almost as if he was growling, and broke it with a gentle mewling, almost like a kitten, "I was right.”

  

  Completely ignoring what his friend had said, the husky placed a paw around the base of the tiger's shaft, and after a few long moments of his sensual sucking, and of exploring the barbs, he finally nearly the entire length into his muzzle, just short of his throat. He uncontrollably murred as he sucked it in, finding the smell and the taste -- even if only because, unlike Will, it was so very much unlike his own -- intoxicating, and feeling like he was about to burst through the fabric of his pants at any moment.

  

  Above him, Hunter began breathing heavier and heavier, each and every one a purr on the exhale, as he strained not to moan too loudly. In only a few seconds, he was rocking his hips, not fast, not hard, but enough to gently hump into his friend's muzzle. He'd playfully threatened to 'face-fuck' him two days earlier, but had no intention of actually following through...

  

  Ell reached his free paw into his pants and began to quickly paw himself off, while he emulated the movement of a paw with his muzzle. He pulled back from Hunter's cock while sucking hard on the meat, his lips pulling teasingly on the barbs, only to slide as much of the exposed shaft as he could right back in, letting the tip spew its pre all over his tongue and into the back of his throat.

  

  The tiger groaned finally, unable to hold back anymore. He'd only pawed off once over the weekend, never got his favors returned on Monday, and had been too busy with Stan and his grandmother since then. He'd be teased and denied and he needed to cum. His paw found the back of his friend's head and he humped more openly now, while taking care to ensure that the husky's paw was in still the way, gripping his base, so he knew his friend wouldn't choke.

  

  Elliot just whimpered submissively and let his friend go without argument. The cat's scent had long ago overpowered the musky scent of the restroom, and had, combined with his constant flow of pre, made the dog nearly ache to achieve his goal: to make his friend finish. He sped up, in time with the sophomore's humping, and repeated what he did, letting his tongue tease the tip when he pulled back and toy with his barbs when he slid back down. Soon enough, Ell could take no more -- the taste, the scent, the feeling of his maw being used -- and he exploded, coating the inside of his underwear as his muffled moans and hard clenching eyes signaling to Hunter, if he was even watching, exactly what had happened.

  

  Hunter wasn't watching, though. He heard, but his eyes were clenched as tight as he could manage, as he simply held back the urge to slam himself into the dog's throat. He was coming so close. So close. He reached his other paw forward and used it to hold the husky's head still, not realizing that by doing so, it basically negated the next thing to roll out of his muzzle, "I'm cumming...really soon...God...”

  

  The husky continued his pace, though, unphased by his own climax or the tiger's warning. He wanted this precious gift which, judging by his copious amount of pre, he knew was going to be good...and plentiful.

  

  Hunter gritted his teeth and held back a roar, letting it fumble in his throat as a groan and a purr as he pushed forward, both his paws holding the husky still. He came, long ropes of seed jetting from his tip and into his friend, just as the husky had done with him twice only two days before.

  

  Ell hummed out another muffled moan and eagerly sucked down what the tiger had to offer. It was oddly masculine, which was a trait he shared with Will, but nothing else was even remotely the same; the cat was sharper, thicker, almost tart, and had just the tiniest hint of a sweet after-taste. The dog's ignorance simply attributed his taste to him being a feline, completely unaware, yet, of the differences from individual to individual.

  

  After a few moments of suckling on Hunter's softening cock, he pulled away as the paws on his head relaxed. He panted breathlessly and finally spoke up to the spent tiger, "Are...are wev-” he coughed gulped hard again to clear his throat and mouth of the still thick taste. "Are we even?” he clarified.

  

  The tiger smiled down at his friend, "More than...” but was breathing too heavily to speak further.

  

  "Now uhm...” Elliot stood up, a hint of worry in his voice, "Wh-what was it you were right about?” Somehow he was convinced that the slightly elder cat was going to say he knew Ell had been lying -- knew he'd been with someone else before.

  

  Once Hunter's breathing slowed enough to answer, though, he surprised the freshman "You did a great job! I knew you would.”

  

  "You did?” The husky swore he felt his heart skip a beat. After one dismal and one...less than stellar showing with his uncle over the weekend, he was still convinced he was no good. He'd let his worries escape him while so wrapped up in all that fun on his knees. But in his more lucid moments since this weekend he'd been convinced, still, that he'd be no good for someone once it really counted. That is...until now.

  

  Hunter just smiled and nodded, completely unaware what kind of opportune compliment he was giving the dog, "Yeah. I was right because...well, I knew that it would be better if the fur doing it actually wanted to.” He chuckled lightly and leaned his forehead against the husky's, "And that was seriously the best I've ever had.”

  

  No sooner had the tiger's mouth closed than the bell rang. And Elliot jumped.

  

  But he didn't jump at the sound of the bell. The bell fell on deaf ears, as the husky dived forward, beaming as he slammed the tiger back into the wall in the tightest hug his monochrome arms could manage.

  

  And Hunter just laughed as he returned the hug. "You're welcome! But,” he pointed with a wry smirk at the speaker in the ceiling over head, reminding his friend of the bell, "mind if I cover myself up?”

  

  ~

  

  Across town...

  

  William Masters closed his paperwork and looked at his watch with a smile. It was lunch time, and his date would be here any minute.

  

  Whistling to himself, he went about stowing the papers and manuscripts he didn't need away in their drawers, and a few others -- Mr. Roark's included -- snuggly in his briefcase, before finally stopping and surveying his office. It was done...he was ready.

  

  With a nervous breath he walked across the room to the mirror, which he kept around so he'd always look respectable to his clients. With shaky paws he fidgeted with his head-fur and the rather shaggy husky-fur of his cheeks. He straightened his suit and his tie, and stood up straight...

  

  ...no, it wasn't good enough. Again, his paws wandered through his fur and along his suit, determined to make it look just right. He knew he was being silly; he'd just finished making sure he looked okay for a client less than an hour before, there was no point in this. He looked fine, and it was just a lunch date anyway; he needed to control himself.

  

  He whimpered and messed with his head fur and his cheeks again. Was thirty-one too late in life for a first date? He was thirty-one! How much younger was Patrick? Was he too old for the rabbit?

  

  Was this really his first date!? No. No. He'd had others, surely. Maybe in high school? Sure. Those counted. One night stands are still dates. Three night stands, too. And he'd had a few glorified cover dates with girls since then too. So this wasn't his first.

  

  So why did it feel like it was his first?

  

  He smiled a toothy grin and surveyed his teeth. They were clean...they were always clean. They had to be for work. He breathed into his paw; his breath smelled fine too. But then he blinked. Why was he so worried about his teeth and his breath? Was he planning to be kissing someone today?

  

  He shook his head. Don't be silly. Why wouldn't he be planning to kiss someone? He'd been over this with himself a hundred times...this date wasn't turning him gay. The fifteen years of casual gay sex did that. If he could mess around with a guy, why not date one?

  

  He took a deep breath, finally comfortable with the husky staring back in the mirror...but then he just whimpered again.

  

  Would Patrick think he looked okay too? The suit didn't make him look stuffy did it? He couldn't help it, though. He was leaving work and didn't want to go back to the house for something more casual. Should he though? Or maybe he should just leave the jacket and tie here...

  

  His paws darted up, intent on loosening and removing his tie, but before his pawpads even touched the silk, his phone rang...direct from Denise...


  ~


  There we go! The Masters continues!


  *

  Starring:

  Frost Rime Borealis

  as Hunter Thurman

  Doctor Stanley Jones

  and William Masters

  Phil Anthro Pist

  as Elliot Masters

  *


  If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account here at

  http://phil-anthro-pist.sofurry.com/


  I told you we'd be switching back and forth! And yet another new character! Stan!


  But, either way: Hunter's back! And isn't that cute? He likes Elliot ^_^

  I find them adorable together. I hope you do, too.


  And speaking of cute -- Will seems very nervous for his date! I bet we'll see how that goes next time.


  SIDE NOT: I chose "Confidence" for the title for multiple of its meanings: "Self-assurance," "the quality of trusting," and "information held in secret," because I felt all three were relevant to the events of the chapter and Will's epilogue.


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at frostborealis[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 8 chapters of The Masters!

  ...for the next 5 chapters of A Warm Bed!

  ...and, in due time...Sibirskaia!


  The Masters Chapter 8


  "Mr. Masters?”


  "Yes, Denise?”


  "One of your clients is here, asking to see you. I tried to send him away but-”


  "Is it Mr. Roark? The rabbit from yesterday afternoon?”


  "Yes sir. I tried to send him away, but he's adamant that you knew he was coming. He doesn't have any appointments showing, though, and I told that him that you were just about to leave for lunch...but he wouldn't take no for an answer. I'm sorry if-”


  "Nono! It's quite alright, Denise. I was expecting him. Send him in.”


  "Oh. Of course, sir.”

  

  

  

  The Masters...

  ...of Dating

  

  

  (September 18th)


  William Masters hung up his phone and pulled in a deep, shaking breath, as he fought the urge to turn around and look at himself in the mirror, again. He was ready for this. He had to be. He'd already done everything except having an actual DATE with a male over the last fifteen years; this wasn't that big of a step in comparison. He could handle it.


  Luckily, before he could fret further, he was interrupted by the swing of his opening door...


  ...and Patrick Roark strolled casually into his agent's -- and his date's -- office, as if he owned the place, "Hi there Mr. Masters. You good to go?” He looked over the dog, shifting his normally sly smirk into a friendly and welcoming smile as he closed the door behind him.


  The husky took in a deep breath, and spread his own, nervous, smile, "Do I look okay?”


  Patrick held back a soft chuckle. Will was being surprisingly cute: he was nervous about their date already, and they had barely even greeted each other, yet. "You look fine Will...” he nodded a few times, in approval of the husky's appearance, "Not that it would matter. Hell, I think if you TRIED you wouldn't be able to stop this date from happening.”


  "I've lost any choice in the matter, now?” Will let himself chuckle, finally. Patrick actually being there, and being so calm and collected, was already breaking through his nerves, "So should I scream 'rape' now, or later?”


  The bunny pretended to actually consider the question, "Hmmm...later. When we're in the crowded café and I try to hold your paw.”


  "I told you yesterday,” William took another breath and walked closer to his date, "my...hesitation...has nothing to do with other people. It's about what I'm ready,” he reached a paw toward the rabbit's, "...and what I'm NOT ready to tell myself.” He smiled as his fingers touched the bunny's palm.


  Patrick looked down at his date's paw and confidently took it into his own, looking back up with his continued warm and reassuring smile. He opened his muzzle to say something in response, but closed it again just as quickly when he noticed a tissue box and eye drops sitting out on his agent's desk. "Uhm...looks like you were prepared?”


  "Hmm?” the husky tilted his head.


  And Patrick just pointed at the objects that had caught his eye.


  Will looked back with a chuckle, "Oh! Yeah...I expected you might need them, but uhm...I was so nervous, I kind of forgot all about it.” He looked his date in the eyes: neither red nor tearing, "It looks like you're okay this time, though.”


  "Yeah. I kept my distance today. I didn't want to show up to our date all gross and sniffly,” the rabbit confessed his own vanity. "Speaking of Denise, though...she won't mind if we walk out of here like this?” he held up their still entwined paws.


  "Quite frankly, Patrick,” William reached behind his date with his free paw and opened the door, "I hope she does.”


  Patrick stepped aside with a stifled laugh. "Do you?” he tugged his date out through the doorway, intending to call his bluff, but not realizing he was serious.


  The husky slapped blindly at his light-switch and stepped through the door, putting up no resistance to the rabbit pulling him out into the main office. Before they even reached the foyer and elevator -- the site of the receptionist's desk -- Will's nose began to itch and twitch. He kept it under control enough, though, to address her as they passed by, "I'll be back in a little while, Denise.”


  Will strolled past her desk, somehow, with more confidence than he'd managed even in the privacy of his own office. Oddly enough, something about trying to getting a reaction out of the skunk made it all much easier. And at his side, still paw-in-paw, Patrick smiled near-mockingly at the overly perfumed female as they passed her desk, half to see her reaction and half as a silent and victorious: 'I told you he was expecting me.'


  For a brief moment Denise's jaw hung dropped in disbelief, but by the time her coworker and the rabbit had reached the elevator, that jaw snapped shut again, a blush suddenly showing quite clearly through the white bits of her fur, "Oh! Uhm...yes sir!” She sputtered out nervously, trying to give a professional response despite her obvious shock and discomfort, as the two disappeared behind the elevator doors.


  William remained paw-in-paw with the rabbit, confident and sure, all through the elevator ride, the walk through first floor lobby, and out onto the street. Each and every step made him feel more comfortable, every errant eye from a passer-by or co-worker reminded him it was real, and each shy glance at his date made him smile just a little more genuinely. By the time they were padding down the sidewalk, his paw felt like it belonged there, and he had even instinctively pulled the bunny until they were shoulder-to-shoulder. The freedom in that closeness, the honesty both with himself and the world around him...it had been so terrifying only two days before, that he wouldn't even recognize the possibility. But now, if he knew how to do it, he would be kicking himself for waiting so long...


  And all throughout their little trek, Patrick just kept his muzzle shut. He knew what this was like for the husky at his shoulder, and though he couldn't know exactly what Will was thinking, he could venture a guess. This was a time for silent contemplation at least, and for basking in the light of his new dawning life at best...but either way, his date tried his best to not say a word, for fear of intruding too much upon the moment. And all the while the bunny's large smile never once even hinted at fading. It had been so long since he'd seen this: a first timer's nervousness gradually slipping away. And it was as enjoyable a sight as always...perhaps even more so thanks to it being such an attractive first timer this time around...


  Their silence was broken soon enough, though, when it finally occurred to the husky that they actually had somewhere to be. This wasn't just a casual stroll. "Oh!” he nearly yelped.


  "What?” Patrick recoiled reflexively.


  "Sorry. I didn't mean to startle you, but...uhm...I don't really know where we're going.” Will rubbed the back of his neck with his free paw, "Bacchanalian Café, right?”


  "Oh God,” the rabbit put his forehead in his own free paw, "Of course you haven't been to Bacchanalian! That didn't even occur to me.” He looked up again, "Don't worry, though, we're headed in the right direction. And it's not far.”


  "Good,” William let out a sigh of relief. "That's actually why I told you to meet me at the office, today. I needed you to lead us there...”


  And soon enough, Patrick had done just that, and their feet slowed to a stop in front of the much talked of 'Bacchanalian Café.'


  The husky let out a long sigh, the final bits of his nervousness finally snapping and falling away as he stood there, overcome with a feeling of liberation at finally just being able to be himself. Boldly, he raised the bunny's paw and kissed the back of it once, an electric chill shooting through his body just at that tiny contact. "Lead the way.”


  Patrick beamed proudly as Will kissed his paw, surprised but pleased by the level of boldness, "It'd be my pleasure, Will...”


  Once through the café doors, William was greeted with a sight he hadn't exactly expected. But of course, it would be difficult to expect something he'd never seen. At first glance, he was certain he'd walked into a gay bar: dim lighting, music that no straight male would be caught dead listening to, a bar complete with a rainbow maned lion for its bartender, and gay and lesbian couples in every direction his eye happened to turn.


  But it couldn't be a gay bar! The music was too quiet, too many people were sitting and enjoying casual meals, there were too many straight couples -- despite how outnumbered they admittedly were -- and what kind of gay bar would be open at noon? Besides...didn't this place call itself a café?


  And then it dawned on him what he was looking at. A café mixed with a bar and open mid-day? This was one of those bar & grill places -- a sports bar -- but for gay people! But what sports bar has an entire wall of wine? And were those wine bottles hanging from the ceiling, too??


  Noting his date's bewildered look, the rabbit at his side nudged him, "You okay? This place is a little different than what you're used to, huh?”


  William just nodded, "It's like...a gay bar, a sports bar, and an Italian restaurant got....Frankensteined.”


  "Well that's the idea, I guess!” Patrick tugged him again, drawing him deeper into the 'café,' as he waved at a particularly flashily dyed red fox waiter near the bar, "Come on, Will. Let's grab a table.”


  The husky followed along, finally releasing the bunny rabbit's paw only once they came upon a small central table and parted to sit across from one another, "Okay, seriously, though: what's up with this place?”


  Patrick looked around, as if looking for his date's problem. "What do you mean?” but he knew exactly what the dog meant.


  "This isn't a café. This is a bar,” Will tapped the table for emphasis. "No café is built entirely around its bar -- if they even have one to begin with -- or has so much liquor and wine on the walls...and ceiling!”


  "Well, yeah. Don't you know what 'Bacchanalian' means?”


  "...not off the top of my head, no.”


  "Well let's just say its root word is 'Bacchus,' as in the Roman God of wine,” the rabbit directed his date to a painting of a nude golden jackal on the wall, drinking wine and surrounded in grapes. He went right ahead talking as the husky turned to look, though, "And the God of partying, ecstasy, and madness, too, for that matter...”


  "Ah,” William nodded and turned back again, "So calling this place a 'café' is like...a joke, then?”


  Patrick just nodded, "Something like that.”


  "But a jackal? Did they even have jackals in Rome?”


  "Greece, too! Dionysus, the Greek equivalent: he was a jackal too!”


  "Ahem!” the two were interrupted by a red fox suddenly standing beside their table. "Isn't it MY job to tell the newbies about the place?” He was the same fox Patrick had waved to from across the café: pierced ears, dyed fur, and clothes that left SOME of his body to the imagination, but none of his sexuality...


  "Sorry, Nikki,” Patrick offered a mock apologetic nod. "I didn't mean to step on your toes.”


  "I can't really blame you,” Nikki, the fox, patted the bunny on the shoulder. "With how long you used to work here, I'm sure the habit's hard to break.”


  "Oh, come on!” Patrick threw up his paws, "You couldn't let him think I knew all of that on my own? I'm trying to impress my date, Nik!”


  The fox looked at the husky with a chuckle, "I know that look in his eyes. He's not just a newbie to the Bacchanalian.” Obviously not one for personal space, Nikki reached forward and messed with the dog's obviously meticulously brushed headfur, "This one won't be hard to impress!”


  William's eyes shot open wide: not at what was said, or the unsolicited contact, but when he realized his headfur had been jostled out of place. Pulling back, he moved his paws to fix it, but stopped when he noticed the snickering of the fox and rabbit watching him. "I'll have you know,” he jumped to his own defense, pointing at their waiter. "I'm not as new as I might look.”


  "Yeah,” Patrick agreed, "he's just new to the scene and the label.” He eyed his date, "But he's been playing for our team for a while.”


  "Honey,” Nikki's paw lit on his hip, "you boys don't even play in my league.”


  Patrick opened his muzzle to respond, but Will beat him to the punch: "You're saying you've gone pro?” which was met with an immediate burst of laughter from the rabbit.


  "Not officially,” the fox leaned in over the table, "but you leave a big enough tip, and who knows what it might buy you.”


  Patrick pushed him back, though, putting a end to the fox's flirting right there, "Uh-uh! The husky's mine, Nikki. I know you have a thing for knots, but there are plenty of others here for you to chase after.”


  "The boss DID tell me to quite sniping the customer's boyfriends.” Nikki giggled almost girlishly, and then stood up straight again, "Fine, fine. You want the usual, Aar-”


  "Yeah!” Patrick cut him off suddenly. "Yes. The same as always.”


  After eyeing the rabbit suspiciously for a moment, Nikki turned his attention to Will, "And for you?”


  "Well...I AM at a bar. So I want you go tell your rainbow lion up there to make me the strongest mixed drink he knows how to put together,” the husky held up a paw, counting the following list off on his fingers, "so long as it doesn't taste like licorice, mint, or coffee.”


  "Whoa!” Patrick piped up again, stopping Will's order from going through. "Don't you have to go back to work?”


  "Oh, sorry! No,” William turned back to look at his date, shaking his head. "I guess I forgot to tell you. Some 'creative rescheduling' has left me free for the rest of the day.”


  The rabbit smirked hopefully, "Does that mean that we have plans for after lunch, too?”


  "We might. That just depends on how good of a job you do...” Will paused for effect, "...impressing me.”


  "Do I need to be our designated driver, too?”


  "No worries. It's not a short walk...but my apartment IS within walking distance.”


  "Well then...” Patrick whipped his head around to look at their server, "...you heard the dog. Strong, no licorice, no mint, no coffee!” He looked back at his date to make sure, "Right, Will?”


  William nodded, "Right, Patrick!”


  The suddenly perplexed look on Nikki's face didn't escape Will's attention, as the fox responded, "Sure thing,” and neither did the deliberate and curious pause before he said the rabbit's name, "...Patrick.”


  With that, Nikki left to fill the order, but before the husky could question his date about the fox's odd final words, Patrick spoke up again and changed the subject.


  "I hope you know what you've gotten yourself into, Will!”


  William looked around, at the departing fox and then back at his date, "What do you mean?”


  "Keon,” the rabbit stopped when he realized the dog wouldn't know that name. He pointed at the bar across the room to clarify, "the rainbow lion...he doesn't mess around when it comes to his drinks. His definition of strong might be something you're not used to.”


  Will laughed aloud and tapped his chest, putting on an obviously comically exaggerated show of masculinity, "Russian blood! I'm a husky, bunny-rabbit! I think I'll be okay. And if I'm wrong...that could only bode WELL for you, right?” He winked, and moved right along, "What about you? Are you drinking too? You seemed a little worried about whether or not I needed a designated driver...”


  "Yeah. I'm drinking. How could I come here and not?”


  "What are you having?”


  "Something they didn't even used to make here, actually!” Patrick pointed a thumb at the bar again, "Keon hadn't even heard of it when I asked for it. It's not exactly common. But by the second time I came in, he'd looked it up and learned how to make it, just for me.”


  "I take it this was before you worked here?”


  "It was.”


  "What's in the drink?” The husky turned to look at the bar, hoping to catch sight of it being made, "Do you think I'd like it?”


  "Depends.” Patrick shrugged, "Do you like Añejo tequila? You strike me as more of a Reposado or Plata sorta' guy...”


  William just blinked at that, "I've never even heard of those brands.”


  The rabbit stifled a chuckle, "Sorry. I shouldn't laugh. Those aren't brands, they're like...classifications. They describe how dark the tequila is.”


  "Oh! Well, I like mine light.”


  "Then no: you wouldn't like this.”


  "I get the feeling you know a lot more about alcohol than me.” Will rubbed the back of his neck, "I'm not sure if I should be embarrassed about that or not. It seems like I should know more on the subject, since I'm so much older than you...”


  Patrick raised an eyebrow, "You're not THAT much older than me, Will.”


  "You must not realize how old I am, then!” the husky laughed. "I mean, you're what: Twenty-one? Twenty-two?”


  "I'm flattered you think I still look so young! But no, Will. I'm only two years younger than you,” Patrick held up two fingers for emphasis. "I'm twenty-nine.”


  Will recoiled lightly and blinked, "You're twenty-nine? You look so much younger than that!” He paused for a moment, "Wait...how do you know how old I am?”


  Before the rabbit could answer, though, their server had returned. With a silent smile, Nikki sat a glass down in front of each of them. Will's was straight and tall, whatever was in it resembled the color of tea -- light, reddish tan -- and it had a lemon wedge stuck on the rim. The drink in Patrick's margarita glass however, was far darker: a rusty red with hints of purple...the hue Will was certain wine would be colored in a cartoon. And between, the two, Nikki sat a plate with a small pile of bite-sized brownie balls. Apparently, Patrick's 'usual' was more than just alcohol.


  The fox nodded politely, "If you two need anything else, just flag me down, okay? I'll try to leave you alone otherwise, though.” With a wink and a smile, he turned and hurriedly began to wait on the other tables, once again leaving the couple alone.


  "So? How is it?” Patrick took a sip of his drink as he watched Will intently, waiting for him to do the same.


  William answered by taking a big gulp of whatever it was he'd been brought. He closed his eyes as he swallowed and then opened them with a contented sigh, "Very nice. It looked like a Long Island...but I thought it was a bit too dark. Whatever it is, I think he put 151 in it.”


  "Harsh stuff.”


  "But luckily one of my favorites.”


  "But 151's dark!” the rabbit laughed at his date's inconsistencies.


  "Dark-ish. And I only said that I don't like dark TEQUILA.” Will took a second sip before changing the subject. He'd completely forgotten both of his earlier questions at this point, but had come up with new ones in the meantime. "So...I know almost nothing about you, Pat. And that's still what first dates are about...even gay ones, right? Learning about each other?”


  Patrick smiled and nodded to the Husky with a grin creeping across his muzzle, "Yes. The gay ones are just...gayer.”


  The husky chuckled a little, "That's fair.” He took another drink, "So do you mind if I start asking you a bunch of random questions?”


  Patrick ate one of the brownie balls as he continued, "Should I have an attorney present?”


  William shook his head, "You're agent will do.”


  "Lucky me!” The rabbit took a big drink of his own, "Go ahead, then.”


  "Well...when did you decide you wanted to be a writer?” Will reached toward the brownie balls questioningly, waiting for a nod of approval before he snatched a few for himself, as well.


  And after giving his date that nod, Patrick launched into what would be an unintentionally long answer: "High school. I never really knew I could write, but my English teachers and a good friend of mine told me that I was apparently very good at it. So I wrote a few just-for-fun short stories that were based on my real life, but changing around whatever I didn't like about reality, you know? And my teachers loved them! So I just kept on writing in my, 'alternate life' journal, which is what I still do, mostly. Like with the manuscripts you've got: it's about a writer going through a self-discovery phase as he writes about his life, changing whatever happened to him to however he wants it recounted. Of course, in the book, the line between fiction and reality blurs for him a bit. It's kind of the psychological hook, and...” He stopped when he realized how long he'd been going on, and coughed softly before taking another drink, "You, uhm...you get any of that?”


  "Every word,” the husky smiled and nodded. "I've been in publishing since I left college, myself...and I've always kind of wanted to be a writer, too.” A sad, little hint of regret flashed on his face at that, but he continued on regardless, "So, yeah...I understood all that just fine.”


  "Why haven't you gone for it?”


  "Hmm?”


  Patrick sat up a bit and cleared his throat, again, "How come it never came to be? I can tell you still want to, so have you at least tried to get something published somewhere?”


  "Oh.” William shook his head, "No, I've never gotten anything published. I dunno, I just...the stuff I wrote when I was young just really isn't any good, and I'm not so sure any of the ideas I have right now would work out any better.” He smiled again, "But that's not important. Do you mind if we just talk more about you, for now?”


  The bunny nodded and helped himself to some more of the brownies and his drink, knowing that that conversation would have to be put on hold for now, "Sure! What more about me intrigues you?”


  "What intrigues me? Hmmm...” Will thought for a moment, recalling an earlier moment of curiosity, and opened his mouth to ask how Patrick knew how old he was. But before he could speak, he finally remembered that he'd been cut off before he could ask an even MORE important question: one concerning Nikki's odd reaction to Patrick's name, "Oh! I can't believe I got so off track!” He took another big drink and set it aside, "Our waiter seemed a little...entertained by me calling you Patrick. And I know a lot of our authors go by pseudonyms, so...is Patrick even really your name?”


  'Patrick' smiled slyly, looking down at his cup and swirling its contents around as he spoke, "It is not, in fact.” He took a large gulp from his cup, and leaned back in his chair, "I'm surprised it took Nikki to alert you. I was certain 'Patrick' was a bit too 'everyman' to be an author's name...”


  "Not at all. Especially not with 'Roark' as the last name.” William leaned in with a smile, "But either way...if we're gonna' date, I should at least know your real name, shouldn't I?”


  The bunny nodded and a nervous smile spread wide on his dusty muzzle, "My name's Aaron.”


  Will blinked and paused. He'd been about to take another sip, but stopped with the glass against his lips, "Aaron? That's...interesting.” Eyes turning away from his date, he did take that sip, as decade old memories flooded his mind. No. Could he be...? There was no way. What were the odds?


  "Interesting, is it?” Underneath the table, the rabbit who until a moment ago was named Patrick pushed his knee playfully against the husky's, "And why's that?”


  William returned the playful push and looked back up through narrowed eyes, "It's just that I knew a dusty little rabbit in high school named Aaron.” He took another sip, "...though, that's not what we called him.”


  Aaron ran a finger around the rim of his glass, very much enjoying watching the dog slowly catch on, "And...what exactly DID you call him?”


  Watching the rabbit's unexpected reaction to all of this, the husky's eyes widened and his mouth hung open before he even spoke, "I'm getting the feeling you already know. What's your last name, Aaron?”


  Aaron looked him right in the eye, "Jones.”


  Will recoiled, nearly yelping at the news, "Rimmer!?” Though he had already begun to suspect and assume, hearing it actually confirmed was an entirely different matter.


  The bunny laughed at the outburst, and at the glances of a few nearby furs, "The one and only, William.”


  "You...” a small grin appeared on William's face as he pointed at his date, "You already knew that we knew each other, didn't you?”


  "Of course I did!” Aaron threw up his paws. "You think I'd forget you and Kris?”


  "And that's why you were so sure I was gay yesterday?”


  "Or bi. Whichever.”


  The husky let out a heavy sigh, forehead falling into his paw, "I am SO sorry I didn't recognize you, Aaron. You knew this whole time, and probably expected me to figure it out and...” he looked up with a second sigh, "I feel terrible!”


  "Don't!” Aaron waved his paws. "It's been thirteen years since you graduated. It's understandable. And,” he glanced away, and looked back with a shy smirk, "besides: I didn't recognize you at first either. Not until I you gave me your...business card, anyway.”


  "You mean the post-it,” Will shook his head with a laugh. "God! It's been SO long since I've seen anybody from back then.”


  "Except Kris, of course.”


  "Except Kris.”


  The bunny rabbit froze for a second, before tilting his head in confusion, "Wait. You mean you and Josh don't keep in contact, anymore? You two were so close!”


  "He moved on,” William shrugged. "People do that. I think he's married now, but he's off in another state, either way.” Pulling his drink closer, he turned it back and forth while looking down at the tan drink inside, "We had some fun times, though. I miss him. Hell, I've missed ALL of you!”


  "Except Kris,” Aaron repeated his earlier correction.


  "Except Kris!” the husky looked back up with a laugh, but then continued right along, "Hell, just the other day I was thinking about that party we were at. You remember the one, right? At Josh's?”


  "Josh's pool party? Of course I do!” Aaron leaned forward, motioning between the two of them, "Me, you, Kris, and Stephen, all alone in that basement? You think I'm gonna' forget THAT??”


  "Stephen would be pretty hard to forget!” Will stared into space dreamily, "That kangaroo was quite the specimen...”


  "Oh no. Stephen's not who I remember, Will,” the rabbit pointed at his date as he re-ensnared his attention. "It's you and Kris, who stand out. You two are still the only pair of...” he paused with a sly and impish grin as he carefully picked his next word, "...huskies, that I've ever had the pleasure of playing with simultaneously.”


  "Really? We're the ONLY pair of...?” William, though, didn't pick a codeword; he just let himself trail off. "We're really the only ones? Not just the first?”


  "Never had the opportunity since. Definitely a shame...” Aaron winked.


  "I'll bet!” After taking another sip of his drink, Will continued on, "Do you remember the next morning, too? How you woke me up?”


  "I do, I do! That was my...'signature move' after all.” The bunny reached across to take the husky's paw, still cold from holding the drink, "So how IS Kris, by the way?”


  William smiled and squeezed his date's paw, "Still the same as always: too nice for his own damn good. Has a kid, now, though.” He leaned in a little ways and changed the subject before Aaron could say anything else, not interested in talking any further about Kris. "Y'know, all of this -- who you are -- it kind of changes...everything...” he suddenly had a more serious look in his eyes, but he didn't let go of his date's paw.


  Aaron's grin faded slightly as he responded, "For the better? Or does this make everything...weird?”


  "No, it's just,” the husky shrugged, "I've spent more than a decade just...having sex and everything, you know? Never anything serious. And I thought this would be something different...since we're having a real date, and I'm finally admitting what I am, right? So I was kind of expecting us to take things slow.” Despite how serious that short speech had seemed, he smiled a wide and jovial grin at the rabbit across the table, "...but seeing as I already fucked you in a threesome something like fifteen years before our first date? That ship has already sailed hasn't it?”


  Aaron returned the wide smile, gladly correcting his date's memory, "Foursome.”


  "Whatever!” Will playfully narrowed his eyes.


  "And yeah,” the rabbit nodded, "that ship may have sailed, but it doesn't necessarily mean we need to pick up where we left off. We can still take things slow...if that's what you want.”


  "Thanks. But I have a feeling we'll let the alcohol decide that for us,” William winked, and in the moment of silence that followed, broached a slightly different subject, "Uhm...if I ask you a question, will you promise not to get offended?”


  "If I DO get offended, may I ask you something equally offensive?”


  "If it'll keep you from like...storming out or something, yeah!”


  "Then shoot.”


  "You don't, uhm...acquaint yourself with as many people, now, as you did back in high school, do you?” the husky lowered his head a little, hoping the question wouldn't upset his date. "Like...I notice you and Nikki seem familiar with one another...”


  Aaron chuckled softly and shook his head, giving Will's paw a reassuring squeeze, "No. I don't. I'm not quite so overcome by my hormones now. I've managed to get my libido under control enough that and I don't need to sleep with a different fur every week,” he stated in an oddly formal tone. "And Nikki and I are definitely just friends. We're not each other's type: it's hard for two bottoms to have very much fun together.”


  Will smiled wide without meaning to, but was very happy hearing that. Wanting to keep the mood light though, he shifted directly back to joking, "A different fur every week? I don't think you EVER spread them out by entire weeks. You could barely even handle it being just one-a-night, if memory serves.”


  The rabbit shot back, "C'mon! A sixteen-year-old bunny!? What do you expect?”


  "I didn't say I blamed you! I wasn't exactly a prude myself.” William picked up his drink with his free paw, "Now, I think it's about time we finish these off. What about you?”


  Aaron raised an eyebrow, "Think you can handle it?”


  The husky glared silently at his date, and then immediately turned his drink up, downing the entire thing at once. Not wanting to be shown up, of course, Aaron immediately followed suit, despite the fact that he knew his drink didn't at all match up to Will's.


  The two sat their drinks back down with the clanking of glass, and William forcibly held back a shudder. He didn't want to let on that the taste of the alcohol had affected him at all...not after such an attempt to prove his masculinity. The rabbit, on the other hand, let HIS shudder come unabated.


  With a short breath, Will spoke up, deciding to move things along, "So what now?”


  Aaron thought for a moment, before leaning in, "May I be brash?”


  "Go right ahead,” the husky nodded.


  "Well, since you don't have to go back to work today, I was kind of hoping you'd invite me back to your place.”


  "Would you mind us swinging back by the office, first, so I can pick up some papers from work?”


  Aaron smiled a gleeful grin at the thought, "And get another chance to watch Denise squirm? How could I say no?”

  

  

  

  

  ~

  

  

  

  

  There we go! The Masters continues!


  *

  Starring:

  Oloroso Rhone (formerly Frost Rime Borealis)

  as William Masters

  Phil Anthro Pist
 as Patrick Roark / Aaron Jones / Rimmer

  *


  If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account here at

  http://phil-anthro-pist.sofurry.com/


  Well, this big reveal wasn't as big this time around as it was the first time.

  Thanks to some edits to last chapter, a lot of you already figured out that Patrick was Rimmer!


  But...hmmm...it seems there's some other stuff going on here, too.

  I wonder if I was too obvious with it this time...and how many of you will pick up on it...

  (I'll give you a hint that TWO things were hinted at, which will be officially revealed later)


  But there's not much else to say!

  They had a date, and now they're going home. And it doesn't take much imagination to figure out what'll probably happen there!


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at theottercoon[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 7 chapters of The Masters!

  ...for the next 5 chapters of A Warm Bed!

  ...and, in due time...Sibirskaia!


  The Masters Chapter 9


  The Masters...

  ...of Secrecy

  

  

  (September 20th)

  

  "Thanks Stan!” Hunter Thurman, dressed considerably nicer than usual, leaned into the open door of an expensive looking car to speak to the rabbit inside, "Like I said: we can hoof it the rest of the way. And I'll get one of his parents to take me home, tonight...”

  

  The rabbit, Stan, just smiled back and nodded, "I'll be looking forward to hearing all about this soon.” He coughed and raised an eyebrow, "but not in too much detail.”

  

  Hunter just nodded, "Yeah. I'll relate all the tamer parts.”

  

  Stan chuckled, "Have fun! You deserve it.”

  

  "Bye, Stan.” The tiger closed the door and stepped away.

  

  After watching the car leave, he turned and walked off into the little shopping plaza, to look around: a theatre, diners, fast food places, and a mall that would be closing soon. None of those things, though, were what he was looking for.

  

  It was Friday night, and this was where they were supposed to meet. Tonight was their date! Despite all of Hunter's experience over his date in this area, this would truly be a first for BOTH of them, too...since neither one had ever been on a date with guy, before.

  

  Not long after Hunter was left at the plaza, Elliot Masters, the husky he was waiting for, rounded the corner of the nearby theatre. He, too, was dressed up for the date, though he didn't look nearly as comfortable about it as his friend.

  

  He smiled the moment he saw Hunter and happily waved at him, but as he neared the tiger, he began to look around nervously at the other nearby furs...a blush already beginning to show through the white fur on his face, "Hey Hunter...”

  

  "Hey!” Hunter threw open his arms and picked the dog up in a hug, then sat him back down, with his arms still loosely around him. "You look very nice, tonight.”

  

  Ell smiled widely but was still nervous around so many other furs, surely expecting them to begin staring at any moment. "Thank you. You look good too! It's like we're on a date or something, huh?” He chuckled softly at his lame little joke, hoping it would hide his nervousness a bit, even though he knew better. There was no way Hunter couldn't tell.

  

  And of course, the tiger could. He gave his date a quick kiss on his forehead and finally let him go, "Don't worry: no lectures today about calming down. I know how big of a step this must be.” He also knew how big of a step it was for HIMSELF, but he kept that under wraps for the moment as he smiled warmly and put a paw on his friend's shoulder, "A week ago, no one even knew you were gay...and now you're on a date!”

  

  Elliot chuckled again and rubbed his arm to comfort himself. All the playtime with Will and Hunter was one thing, but the fact that THIS was a real, serious date with another male was really beginning to sink in, "So...what do you want to do?”

  

  Hunter took in his own, deep, shaking breath and let it out slowly, "I dunno! Casual...uhm, 'fun' is one thing, but,” he raised up a paw, trying to hold it flat but failing, and just watched it shake before lowering it again, "this sort of thing is kind of new for me too.”

  

  The husky chuckled lightly and nodded, "Yeah. I've been thinking about it a lot.”

  

  "I would imagine so!” Hunter nodded, "So have I.”

  

  "But, it's just that I...I want to be open. I wanna' not be afraid to show how much I like you. I'm just...just really nervous, you know?” Nonetheless, Ell reached his own shaky paw forward and took hold of Hunter's, content enough with holding it even with the furs around.

  

  The tiger squeezed that paw and took a more comfortable breath, deciding to save the 'this is going to be all over the school' revelation for later. "Well, I know how I wanna' END the night. I uhm...I've kind of had it planned since we decided to do this. But I completely forgot to make any plans for the rest of the night...so, uhm...” he looked around the plaza as he tugged on the paw to pull the husky a little closer to his side, "Movie...mall...food...? I'll let you pick!”

  

  Elliot stood proudly next to the large tiger and motioned with his free paw toward the movie theatre, "Movie? Is that cool?” As soon as he asked, though, he noticed how many more furs around their age were near the theatre, "Uhm, unless that's too...crowded for you.”

  

  "Doesn't bother me.” Hunter repositioned his fingers a bit and squeezed his date's paw again, "There'll be furs there, who we know...but all that matters to me is whether or not YOU'LL be okay.” He looked over at the theatre as he restated that more directly, "Point being: I'm game if you are.”

  

  The husky squeezed his date's paw back for comfort, gulped hard, and took in another soothing breath, "Well first off, is there anything good showing?”

  

  "Maybe?” Hunter stopped to think for a second, "Let's see...there's that horror movie debuting tonight.”

  

  "Yeah...it's a sequel, though, and I never saw the first one.”

  

  "Well, then, I guess you wouldn't want to see the newest mindless, sci-fi, action flick, either, right? Since it's a sequel, too?”

  

  "Wait...it's a sequel?” Ell stood straighter, brow furrowed in confusion, "What's it a sequel to?”

  

  The tiger raised an eyebrow, surprised that his date didn't know, "Uhm...two movies: Pitch Black and the Chronicles of-”

  

  "Oh!” Elliot cut him off. "I thought you were talking about Elysium.”

  

  "Oh. No!” Hunter smiled as he realized the mistake, "I don't think that one's a sequel to anything. But I'm pretty sure it's not even playing anymore, anyway. It came out way over a month ago, and there aren't many screens here.”

  

  "Damn-it. I guess that means the 300 sequel is gone, too...” the husky huffed in disappointment.

  

  "I thought it was a prequel, but yeah: I'm sure it's gone.” Hunter chuckled and shrugged, "I'm sure we can find somethin'!”

  

  "If you say so...” Ell agreed through a hint of sarcasm as he tugged on Hunter's paw to begin the seemingly infinite trek to the theatre. His mind, though, quickly became preoccupied with the large groups of furs outside of the theatre and in line, causing him to gulp again. He knew someone who knew Hunter was sure to be there and even though he was determined not to regret it, he was still dreading being 'found out.'

  

  Never letting go of his date's paw, Hunter trotted his way to the line. This time, though, people looked. At school, Hunter was popular enough to not be picked on, without being popular enough to be the center of attention...and without some other reason to suspect, seeing a male with his arm around the shoulder of a friend in the lunch room, even for an exceptionally long period of time, was nothing to raise suspicion. But a male, even Hunter, paw in paw with another in front of a theatre on a Friday night was an entirely different sight.

  

  Eyes were on them, but there was no turning back now. Already, classmates who recognized the cat, and even the husky, were glancing in their direction. Already, a whisper would be on the lips of the school populace, and in minutes, a fate of school wide gossip, come Monday, would have begun. As the two stopped at the back of the clusterfucked line into the theatre, though, Hunter just smiled. In an odd way, the impending and tightening grip of school wide ridicule...actually made him feel free.

  

  Despite the uneasiness of the situation, Ell's only instinctive response was to squeeze Hunter's paw yet again, to help calm his nerves. He noticed many of the furs staring at them, some with their brows contorted into various positions of confusion, and others with uncomfortable smiles on their muzzles. Though many there took no notice at all, nearly everyone who had, looked as if they were holding back a wave of inappropriate comments...and for a brief moment, Elliot worried it was a mistake to go on this date at all.

  

  But then it dawned on him.

  

  HE was the fur with Hunter! How many girls in his class -- and surely Hunter's as well -- would kill to be here? How many males wished they were as desired as the tiger? But, out of everyone...Hunter had chosen HIM! Only some of the gawking furs could he recognize well enough to name, but suddenly he imagined that those he could weren't laughing at him. They were jealous! And though he continued blushing heavily and obviously to them all, he made no attempt to hide his wide, proud smile.

  

  Beside him, his tiger date rubbed the dog's paw with his thumb. He didn't know how worried or scared Elliot was, but he hoped the rubbing would reassure him that he was safe. With Hunter here, no one would dare start anything...and if Ell hadn't realized that yet, he'd make sure to tell him later.

  

  Right now, though, there was a more important topic. "So,” Hunter leaned his head toward his date. "What should we go with? Diesel and mindless space violence? Random horror movie? Or...” he paused as he scanned the distant board, "Hey! Kick Ass 2 is still playing!”

  

  "I'd go with Diesel and the mindless action,” a voice interjected itself from behind the two, and kept right on going without waiting for a response, "Insidious 2 will probably be a monumental let-down, and Kick Ass will require at least a LITTLE bit of your attention.” The voice broke in a whooping laugh, even though the subject at paw really only called for a chuckle, "And something makes me think that your attention is gonna' be divided!”

  

  Elliot gulped and looked up at Hunter, squeezing his paw this time as an act of instinctive defense, "Sure. Yeah, space action is good-er-fine, uhm...you know, it's okay with me.” He stammered through his words, failing at his effort to ignore the laughter and comments from the rude -- and coincidentally male -- fur behind them. He hadn't gotten dressed up just to have their date ruined before it even started! But he had a feeling not everyone would make it easy on him...

  

  Hunter, though, wasn't so sure that it was just any normal rude interruption. He recognized that voice! And he looked back at its source, only to get greeted with yet another comment: "Plus, it's what I'm watching!”

  

  "Mic?” Hunter chuckled, "No wonder.” Smirked, he turned both him and his canine date to face the rather bold hyena behind them, "Are you here by yourself?”

  

  "Nah. But don't worry, the other guys aren't here yet. You ain't been seen.” The hyena, Mic, tilted his head to look at the husky better, a sly smirk spreading cartoonishly wide across his jaw, "Hey there, kid!”

  

  Ell gulped, and breathed as slowly and calmly as he could, "Hey.” He recognized the hyena, too. His name was Michael Taylor, he was a sophomore like Hunter. He was the center-of-attention type...a name everyone knew. He, of all people, catching them here was the last thing Elliot needed.

  

  Mic, though, surprised him. "Sorry, kid. I just wanted to say hi and make sure I was seein' what I thought I was seein'.” The hyena let out a single barking laugh and patted Elliot brashly on the shoulder, a teasing but altogether friendly smile still plastered on his face. "I'll leave you two alone, though,” he held up a stub of thick cardboard-like paper, "I've already got my ticket! Have fun, you two.”

  

  And with that, the hyena wandered off into the building without another word...

  

  Hunter looked back at his date, "Sorry about him. That's just Michael He's, uhm...a friend...”

  

  Elliot looked up at the tiger. "He's,” he smiled softly, realizing that maybe it wasn't going to be so bad, after all, "He's alright.”

  

  "HE's no one you have to worry about! He won't say a word.” The tiger smiled back as the line shortened more, "Let's just say that...Mic wasn't exactly surprised to see me here with a guy.” He offered a short, but mildly embarrassed chuckle, "But, uhm...are we takin' his advice? Diesel?”

  

  Ell was shocked that Hunter knew Michael Taylor that way. Not that he didn't already know about his date's 'past experience,' but he would have never imagined the hyena played a role in it!

  

  Snapping out of his shock, he nodded quickly once he finally realized he was asked a question, "Oh yeah! Diesel, sure...”

  

  The line shortened, the prying eyes lost interest, and the tickets were bought. Then, though, along with their drinks and popcorn, came new eyes: came snickers from the younger onlookers, scowls and huffs from the older, and uncomfortable silence from those their own age. Soon enough, though, darkness enveloped them, and all the eyes were gone.

  

  Their paws, finally, were apart, now carrying their drinks and popcorn, and the previews were already rolling as they took their seats. And there they sat and watched, spying for any astonishing news of an upcoming movie they might want to see, while, creeping through the darkness, an orange furred paw slipped an arm around a young husky's shoulders.

  

  Despite the darkness, Elliot looked over at Hunter, giving him a small smirk in response to the arm. Happily, the dog adjusted his position and leaned over, rubbing his shoulder playfully against the tiger's side. Daringly, he even put the side of his muzzle against the slightly older male's, not minding being more affectionate since they were hidden by the darkness of the theatre.

  

  The tiger responded by lightly brushing his cheek back against his date's, and then turning his head to give the side of Ell's muzzle a soft kiss, before looking back to the movie screen.

  

  Elliot smiled softly to himself, feeling for a just a moment like it was only him and his tiger there in the shadowed theatre. Nothing else mattered to him. Even though it was such a crowded place, they weren't the focus of everyone's attention like he had always anticipated. He was really able to just be himself, completely and freely, for the first time in his life.

  

  For his part, Hunter pulled his date tight against himself and closed his eyes with a breath as the previews continued to roll. He still wasn't sure if he was completely gay, or what else he might, but he honestly didn't care. With his eyes closed, and with Ell against him like that, what he did know...was that he felt right.

  

  After a preview or two had passed, inching closer and closer to the movie, though, he caught himself purring. All at once, his eyes opened, his neck shot up straight, and he choked back the purr. He had no idea how long he'd been doing it, but for whatever reason it actually embarrassed him.

  

  The husky nuzzled against his feline date affectionately after he stopped purring, and whispered, "Enjoying yourself, kitty?” He loved hearing the tiger's deep, rumbling purrs, it was calming, soothing...and it made the dog feel important, somehow, to know he was the cause.

  

  Hunter felt himself blushing and leaned back into the husky, whispering, "I guess I was.” He returned the nuzzling, "And you?”

  

  Ell simply kept his head pressed against the cat's, deciding to stay like that for as long as possible, "I'm loving this, Hunter.”

  

  The tiger let his eyes close again, "Me too.” He rubbed against the husky again, "No matter what anyone else thinks...this was already worth it.”

  

  Elliot pulled away for a moment to catch a quick glimpse of the furs behind them: an average looking couple, trying unsuccessfully to ignore the dog and the big orange cat he was shamelessly showering with attention. After he gave them an apologetic smile, he turned his head back to Hunter and gave him a quick, soft peck on the cheek.

  

  Hunter smiled and turned his head to return the favor, but did so just a second too soon, and his kiss landed just to the side of the end of the husky's muzzle. And he froze...certain that it must have appeared to be a failed attempt at something MORE than just a kiss on the cheek.

  

  And, of course, he was right...and the husky quickly compensated, shifting his muzzle a bit to the side to catch the cat's lips. He giggled for a moment at their impromptu kiss, but once again, he wasn't deterred from continuing, and his muzzle opened quickly and let his tongue have access to Hunter's lips.

  

  Hunter adjusted himself in his seat and tilted his head, completely unaware of the couple behind them that Ell had seen, or anyone else in the theatre who might be looking, as he slipped his own tongue out as well, gently re-acquainting its rough surface with the tip of his date's slicker one.

  

  Ell closed his eyes and dreamily murred into Hunter's open maw, letting his probing flesh squirm around in the tiger's mouth, licking and fighting against his stronger, rougher tongue. He played with his sharp fangs and sucked playfully on his lips, with barely-too-loud, wet, smacking noises. Ell was lost once again in the magnificent act of kissing his tiger, so much so that he didn't even notice the several furs around them beginning to take notice of their over-the-top display of affection.

  

  With one paw on the back of his date's head, the tiger leaned into the kiss hungrily, getting into it just a little more than he should, as always. But this one time, he stopped himself. He pulled away with the wet click of their final suckling, and in a calm, hushed whisper, looked into the Husky's eyes with a grin: "Let's save that kind of thing for private...ok, Pup?”

  

  Elliot nodded and nuzzled against Hunter like how they were before they started kissing, and whispered to him as he turned his attention back to the finally starting movie, "Sure thing, kitty...”

  

  ~

  

  Over two more hours passed them by...two hours of 'aliens' who looked decidedly human, gentle kisses, fight scenes, nuzzling, sci-fi special effects, and intertwined orange and white fingers, all scored by a Hollywood blockbuster soundtrack and the deep, rumbling purr of a large and content tiger.

  

  The movie came to an end, and the two shuffled out through the crowd -- sharing only the shortest of glances with Hunter's concurrently departing hyena friend -- and soon, Hunter had Ell by the paw, dragging him into the plaza's well-kept, well-paid-for garden area directly next door.

  

  There, Elliot took in a deep soothing breath of the air in the garden's dense cluster of vegetation. Such fresh, clean air helped to both calm him after the humid, musky atmosphere of the crowded theatre, and to remind him that he'd survived the outing thus far. The perfect setting combined with the perfect fur put the husky in a daze; it was going so perfectly that he was regretting ever having been nervous to begin with, "What do you want to do now?”

  

  "Well,” the tiger twirled to a stop after a moment, so happy with the situation, himself, that he didn't even notice how gay the little spin it made him look, and then took the husky's other paw in his free palm as well, "I told you earlier that I already knew how I wanted the night to end...right?”

  

  Ell grinned wide, immediately assuming it would something 'naughty,' "Yeah! So what did you have in mind?”

  

  "Well, I know we haven't eaten yet -- except for the popcorn -- and we haven't headed back to your house yet, but...well...I didn't want to wait any longer for it.” Hunter smiled wide and then looked around for a place to sit, only finding the bit of concrete around the nearby fountain, "Over there! Let's sit down.”

  

  Still grinning, the husky went over to the specified fountain with his tiger, holding his paw firmly along the way, and sat down on the cold concrete, careful to keep his tail out of the water.

  

  Hunter sat down beside him, but wasn't so watchful of his own tail, which caused him to jump a bit when it touched the water's surface. Moving it aside, he let out a nervous chuckle before continuing, "Okay. Before I start: I know you're not my boyfriend. We're not a couple, and I'm not asking for us to be. You've taken enough big steps this week, and you don't need to take another.” He smiled the same, confident and reassuring smile he'd given the husky all week, "But I knew this was gonna' be a big deal for you -- probably even more than it is for me -- so I wanted to make it special.” And, with that, he reached a paw into his pocket.

  

  As Hunter spoke, Elliot sat silently, smiling all-too-proudly at his date. When the cat's paw slipped into his pocket, though, a look of surprise quickly replaced that proud smile. "Are you about to propose?” he joked nervously. He knew that that wasn't the case but reflexively felt the needed to break the tension of the moment...

  

  The tiger chuckled and looked up from his pocket to sarcastically agree, "Oh, of course! I'm not asking you to be my boyfriend, because I'm asking you to be my HUSBAND!” He chuckled more and pulled his paw out of his pocket, a small box now lying in his palm, "No. But I can see the confusion.”

  

  Another nervous laugh echoed between the two, and, as Hunter composed himself, Ell took a deep breath, waiting in silence for whatever was to come.

  

  "I just...I wanted to make this night special,” Hunter continued. "Neither of us will EVER have a first date again, and I wanted you to have something to remember it by. Well, that, and,” he held the box out to his date, "I wanted to thank you for one of the happiest weeks of my life.”

  

  The husky blushed much more heavily, completely unable to conceal his happiness from the tiger, or from anyone else had they not been alone at the moment. With a shaky paw, he took the small offered box. "This night is already so special, Hunter! Like you wouldn't even believe! I mean, I should be the one thanking YOU! Without you, I probably would've had to wait YEARS for my first date! Not to mention everything else you've...” he stopped himself from rambling any further, and gulped nervously. Holding his precious gift in shaky paws, he leaned forward and gave his date a quick kiss on the lips, "And you're welcome! We may not be boyfriends, and -- though I hope it isn't -- even if this is our last date, it will ALWAYS be special to me.” With another wide, proud smile, Ell looked into his paws and opened his gift.

  

  And there, in the box in Ell's paws, laid a silver dog tag atop its chain, which had quite simply engraved upon it...

  

  Hunter & Elliot

  September 20th

  

  Hunter was clearly nervous as he watched, "I...I know it's not much, but I'm not very good at this, yet. I just...I wanted you to have something, you know? And they have this machine thing where you can get a little, y'know, dog tag engraved for a few dollars? And I really only had a few dollars to begin with. And I didn't know what to put on it, either...so I put the only thing I could think of, and...uhm...” he stopped himself, just like Ell had a moment before. "God...I sound about as sure of myself as YOU usually do. D-do you like it, Elliot?”

  

  Muzzle parted in a smile as wide as he could manage, Elliot looked up at the tiger, his eyes already watering, "Hunter, I love it!” He leaned forward quickly and gave the cat another quick kiss on the lips, lingering there for just a moment afterwards to give his date's nose an affectionate lick. And then, sitting straight again, he pulled the tag out of the box, and put his head through its chain. It didn't matter to him how expensive it was or wasn't. It, simply for what it was, couldn't have meant more to him, even if it were made of pure gold. It was without a doubt the sweetest and most thoughtful thing anyone had ever given him, "I love it.”

  

  "I'm glad.” The tiger leaned in as well to kiss the husky back, and then ran his muzzle along the side of Ell's head to whisper into his ear, "The date's not over yet, though, Pup...”

  

  ~

  

  Shoulders thumped against a bedroom door, as a blind paw groped at and jiggled the knob, finally turning it and forcing open the door, sending two bodies stumbling into the darkness of the room. Their muzzles were locked together, and only the strong arms of an orange cat held the black and white canid from tumbling to the ground. With a footpaw, the tiger kicked closed the door and strode forward, pushing his date the few feet toward the bed.

  

  Elliot murred deeply into the tiger's muzzle, and staggered haphazardly back as his date pushed him toward his bed. Once there, when the back of his knees hit his mattress, he dropped down, but was sure to pull his friend with him as to not break their kiss.

  

  Hunter released one of his arms from around the husky to catch himself from falling completely on top of his date, but kept the other latched tightly around his waist...holding him close as his head tilted and pushed deeper into the kiss.

  

  With one paw behind his friend's head, the husky let his other roam down the tiger's side and then underneath his shirt, where the pads on his paw caressed his soft fur and groped his well toned form. And as he let his paw slide back down towards Hunter's pants, Ell lay father back onto the bed, and pulled his friend along, wanting to feel the weight of the tiger on his body.

  

  Hunter slowly relaxed, as not to fall on but to lie gently atop his smaller date. Once completely on top of him, he slowly broke their locked muzzles and began trailing, kiss by kiss, down the husky's jaw line and onto his neck, his now free paw running lightly across his friend's arm, and then to his side as well.

  

  "Damn...” Ell panted heavily, surprised to learn for the first time that his neck was apparently one of his more sensitive spots.

  

  "Should we...” the tiger spoke between kisses, his muzzle making its way to the hollow of Ell's neck, under his collar, and then back up, "...get you...more comfortable? Or...will your...parents...be home soon?” He moved his muzzle back to his date's nose for his final, quick kiss.

  

  Elliot continued his lustful panting, one paw keeping his friend's muzzle against his, while his other paw scratched through the stomach fur right above the waist of Hunter's pants, "We should definitely get more comfortable.”

  

  With a smile and a nod, Hunter slowly ran his paws down the husky's sides and sat up as he slipped them under the bottom of his shirt. After pushing the fabric up a ways, he finally gripped it and pulled it off completely, forcing his date to let go of him, sit up, and lift his arms. "Such an adorable pup...” he tossed the shirt aside, and rubbed Ell's chest, "...with such soft fur.” Sitting up straighter, he went about unbuttoning his own.

  

  The husky, though, despite his growing blush, reached up and took over, beginning to undo the button's on the tiger's shirt himself, from the bottom up. And as soon as he could, he threw the shirt open wide to pet the tiger's soft white belly fur, and the abs underneath, "You're so perfect, Hunter.”

  

  Hunter chuckled and put a paw over his friend's, "No I'm not. But I'm glad to see I've got you fooled.” He lifted the paw up and kissed it once before letting go and rolling his shoulders back to let his shirt fall off to the floor.

  

  Ell leaned back, keeping himself propped on his elbows, and took a moment to admire the large, half naked tiger kneeling over him, "Mmm...well you're damn sexy, at least.” While he spoke, letting his eyes roam freely over his date's torso, he kicked his shoes off with his toes.

  

  "Listen at you!” The tiger reached down with both his paws and lightly scratched through his husky's soft fur, "Talkin' like a pro all of the sudden: so comfortable, so sure! Almost like you've been on plenty of dates already.” He leaned in closer, kissing Ell on the nose, "Tonight's certainly done WONDERS for you...”

  

  Elliot chuckled lightly, not afraid to feel at least a little proud that he was much more at ease, "I also think the lack of other furs around helps.”

  

  Hunter smiled, "Probably so,” and trailed his fingers through the husky's fur, down to his waist to begin unbuttoning his pants. And the husky looked down and watched as he did, his sheath already swelling with anticipation as to what was coming.

  

  Hunter unzipped them first, revealing the front of a pair of boxer briefs, and let out an exaggerated huff, "And here I was hoping there'd be no underwear in my way!” He then lightly, teasingly, placed his paw on top of the husky's bulging shorts.

  

  Ell shuddered and let out a shaky breath when he felt the tiger's strong paw on his crotch. By now his groin had become well acquainted with Hunter's paw, but it was no less welcome, and he only swelled more, until his tip was poking out from his sheath, "Did YOU not wear any?”

  

  The tiger moved his paw away from the dog's bulge, "I can't remember. Maybe you should find out!” He leaned back, "I mean...I've already given you your present for the night,” he raised an eyebrow, "so isn't it my turn anyway...?”

  

  Elliot nodded enthusiastically, much like a child, and quickly sat farther up, hooking his paws on his friend's belt. He hurriedly unbuckled it and then slid down the pants' zipper, lingering for only a brief moment, before diving his paw into the dark opening of the fly. "No undies!” he smiled at the feel of the cat's sheath and balls in his paw, as he undid the button with his free paw and let the pants fall.

  

  Hunter chuckled softly and lightly bit his lower lip, not having had the husky's paw on him like that since Wednesday, but already missing it. "Well...I wanted to make MY date's job easier, unlike certain inconsiderate huskies,” he teased as he rose himself up onto his knees, causing his pants to call farther and putting his exposed sheath in line with Ell's muzzle,

  

  The husky immediately put both his paws on his friend's hips, giving his tight ass a firm squeeze, "I'm sorry Hunter. How could you ever forgive me?” And with that he leaned forward, licking at the opening of the tiger's swollen sheath.

  

  Hunter purred deeply as his tip slipped free just a hair shy of the tip of his date's tongue, "I dunno.” He bit his lip again and feigned pouting eyes, "I'm just SO disappointed.”

  

  Underneath Hunter, Ell's own cock was sliding free of its sheath and uncomfortably tenting his underwear, but at the moment, all that was on the husky's mind was pleasing his date. And so he simply licked over his kitty's cock tip with his broad, slick tongue, happily lapping up what pre was offered.

  

  Soon, the tiger's dick was sliding free as well, inches out of his sheath. Two licks were more than enough to bring it to life, since the cat had been neglecting it even in his private time since Wednesday. Without a word, he simply petted the back of his pup's head, and pulled him closer, his barbed dick brushing lightly along the side of the dog's muzzle.

  

  Elliot continued licking at the tiger's member, testing the barbs once again with his tongue, and simply enjoying the cock's taste and texture. After giving Hunter's ass another playful squeeze, he finally took his tip and first few inches into his muzzle, suckling and rolling his tongue along the flesh. He curled his lips tightly around the kitty's barbs and pulled gently back on them, wondering if they were like his knot.

  

  Hunter mewled at the attention to his barbs, and groaned deep down inside his chest, leveling off to his contented purr until it was the only noise left in the room. As his paw gently stroked the back of the dog's head, he held back the urge to push his large and still growing cock even deeper in.

  

  The husky slowly sucked more and more of the cock into his mouth. Following a deep murr in response to a spurt of pre directly against his the back of his throat, he reached down into his underwear and pulled out his own cock, stroking it quickly while he prodded his throat with his friend's dick.

  

  Hunter rolled his hips lightly as his rumbling purr grew louder and louder, nearly encroaching on a growl. He held back, still, from humping against the younger male, but he couldn't restrain his hips from moving at least a little bit. His head fell back as he breathed, and on every exhale his purring was just a bit louder than before.

  

  And that's when the light filled the room.

  

  With two quick knocks and no time to respond, Ell's bedroom door opened and the deep voice of a male adult flooded the room, "Elliot? Are you home, kiddo?” And as the voice of Elliot's father washed over them, so did the bright light from the hallway, illuminating the scene:

  

  Elliot's paw around his leaking shaft and his best friend's cock buried in his throat...


  ~


  There we go! The Masters continues!


  *

  Starring:

  Oloroso Rhone

  as Hunter Thurman

  Michael Taylor

  and Doctor Stanley Jones

  Phil Anthro Pist

  as Elliot Masters

  *


  If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account here at

  http://phil-anthro-pist.sofurry.com/


  **clears throat**


  DRAMAZ!!!!


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at theottercoon[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 6 chapters of The Masters!

  ...for the next 4 chapters of A Warm Bed!

  ...and, in due time...Sibirskaia!


  The Masters Chapter 10


  

  

  Three short rings, and William Master's white furred paw gripped and lifted his phone from its base, "Hello?”

  

  Following the sound of a clearing throat, his brother's voice answered, "Hey Billy. How's it going?”

  

  "Hey yourself, Toffy,” Billy and Toffy: overly cutesy little nicknames their parents had given William and Kristoff when they were still cubs. No one else called them that now, but it's something they'd never managed to outgrow with one another. "I'm fine. Long week, though. What do you need? Does Ell need to be babysat again?”

  

  "Uhm...no...it's not that.” Kristoff sounded more than a little hesitant, "It IS about Elliot though.”

  

  "Is something wrong?”

  

  "Uhm...no, not so much. But I would like to talk to you about him.”

  

  "Uhm...T-talk?” Will cleared his own throat, "What about?”

  

  "There's just a certain...situation, and...” William could have sworn he heard his brother gulping through the phone, "We should probably talk face-to-face, and not over the phone.”

  

  "Oh...uhm...yeah, sure. If you wanna' come on over...I'll be here.”

  

  "Alright, then. I'll be on my way.”

  

  Without another word, Will hung up the phone, left only to breathe a long, heavy sigh in the silence of his apartment...

  

  

  

  The Masters...

  ...of Fatherhood

  

  

  (September 21st)

  

  William Masters sat on the couch in his living room with his head in his paws and his stomach in knots. He kept telling himself it wasn't what he thought. He hadn't been found out. There was no way Ell would have told his father what happened, and there was no other way for Kristoff to know.

  

  Yet, there Will sat, head in his paws, awaiting his brother's arrival and the looming conversation about his nephew, Elliot.

  

  What else could Kris want?

  

  A quick succession of knocks tapped against Will's front door, in the usual pattern they had used since childhood, and Will's head shot up as his paws fell. His brother was here.

  

  "On my way!” Will pushed up off the couch and made the walk to the door, taking a deep breath and putting on the happiest face he could manage before he swung it open. "Hey Toffy! Come on in...”

  

  Kristoff stepped into Will's house, an equally wide smile across his muzzle too, "Hey Billy! Your week go okay?”

  

  The slightly younger husky just closed the door behind his big brother, "So far, so good, I guess.” He nodded as he followed the other husky into his living room, "New clients...a date Wednesday, and another last night...can't complain.”

  

  Kris sat down on the couch's edge, putting his elbows on his knees and keeping his paws clasped together near his muzzle, "That's good. I can't complain too much, either.” He thought about that for a moment and chuckled lightly, "Well...no, there are a few things I could bitch about.”

  

  William sat down on his recliner, "Really? Like what?” He put his own elbow on the arm of the chair and his open palm on his cheek, doing his best to look nonchalant.

  

  "Well, the reason I came here, for one! Elliot.” The somewhat older canine looked over to his brother, lowering his paws and rubbing them together, trying to ready himself to continue, "He's put me into a bit of a difficult position, and I'd like your input on it.”

  

  Will didn't change his position or expression; he just sat and listened, hopeful that his fears were unfounded, "What in God's name could you need my input on? I'm not a parent.”

  

  Kristoff took in a deep breath, exhaled an overly emphasized sigh, and simply blurted out the situation, "I caught Ell sucking a dick.”

  

  The younger dog coughed and sat up, yelping out almost happily: "Whose??” Perhaps not the best reaction, but it was the first that came to mind. Obviously, after the previous weekend, he wasn't surprised by what happened, but he WAS surprised that Elliot had found someone so quickly.

  

  Kris perked a brow at his brother's oddly enthusiastic response. "A tiger's? Uhm...his name's Hunter. He's a sophomore from Elliot's gym class,” he shot his brother a mischievous grin, "of all things.”

  

  William drew in a long breath and let it out in a short laugh, "Gym is it? Oh God...” He rolled his eyes, remembering his own past escapades, "I'll give you one guess as to where they got started!”

  

  The older husky nodded a few times and smiled wide, looking down to his nervously shuffling feet, "Yeah.” He cleared his throat, "So, I wanted to know what you think I should do. I won't feel right if I punish him for doing the same stuff WE did at his age...but I caught him quite literally in the act, too.”

  

  "Why do you have to do anything?”

  

  "Well, I have to be a parent about this.”

  

  "Of course you do.” Will leaned forward and raised an eyebrow, "But you don't have to be OUR parents.”

  

  Kris perked up some at that last bit, "That is a damn good point.” He sighed more naturally, while thinking briefly over the situation, "I don't know, though. I just don't think I like the thought of him playing the field...or being a part of one of those 'groups' like we were.”

  

  The younger canine scoffed, "Why not? I didn't hear you complaining when we were in junior high and high school!” Will looked down at his paw as he counted on his fingers, "At night in our room...in that tent on our trips...with or without our 'friends' being over.” He turned to his favorite memory, "Or better yet, that one foursome at Josh's party! The one where I was inside Rimmer and you were on your back under him, with a mouth full of bunny dick?”

  

  Kristoff chuckled softly, "Yeah, we were so 'slick' and 'cool' back then! It's different now though; I'm not like that anymore.” He shrugged limply, "What if I just give him one of those long lectures about the importance of being safe and protective? That'll be punishment enough, right? You know, kinda' like a torture tactic?”

  

  "First of all: different? I graduated twelve years ago, Toffy...and you did, what, fifteen? Trust me...you may have, but not much about the world has changed since then.” Will waved his paw in the air as if dismissing the thought, "Secondly, what have you done about this, so far? No, wait, let me guess.” He leaned back and put his cheek in his paw again, "You stuttered and stammered uncomfortably, left the room in a daze, very silently drove the tiger-boy home...and haven't said a word to your son since.”

  

  "No...I've talked with him, Billy. I...I didn't really say much, though. I just told him that I wasn't mad...and it'd probably be best not to let Robyn know, because,” the older dog smiled a bit, out of embarrassment, "because you know how she'd take this.”

  

  "Yes. Yes I do. I very clearly remember the three nights you spent at my apartment when Ell was little.” William rolled his, "And what was her reasoning? She found out Stephen had experimented in high school. And when she told you that he couldn't be your friend anymore because she didn't trust him around Ell...you dared to defend him?”

  

  "As usual, she forgot Elliot was my son too!” Kris shook his head, "Apparently her three day rant about never being alone with gay males didn't work on the boy!” He chuckled softly, lowering his tone a bit, "Sometimes I'm glad he doesn't listen to her.”

  

  "Me too!” the younger husky raised an eyebrow. "Imagine the mess we would've been in if she'd found out that you and I had been friendly back then, TOO!”

  

  "Assuming she didn't divorce me on the spot, you can bet that you and I probably wouldn't have even spoken for the past decade!” Kristoff laughed darkly, waiting a long moment before continuing, "Don't ever get married, Billy.”

  

  "I doubt that's a problem,” Will rubbed his neck, and then shook his head. "But back to the subject at hand: Ell. This isn't the horrible situation you're making it out to be, Toffy.” He smiled reassuringly, "I mean, don't get me wrong: I get it. You feel like you want to be a normal parent, and tell him what he did was wrong and that he needs to stop it. But, at the same time, you did the same thing when you were his age -- probably even more than he's done -- and with your own brother, no less! So, beside the point of being a hypocrite, you can't really tell him that he did something wrong, since you know damned well that you don't even believe he did! Right?”

  

  For a moment, the older canine just stared blankly at his brother, but then nodded to what he said, "Yeah...” He sighed deeply again, seemingly just accepting the choice he had already made, "I'm not mad at him. I'm not embarrassed by him, or thinking he should only fool around with females or anything like that...” He lifted up his paws to make a little hand gesture to symbolize scales while he re-examined the situation with his wife in mind, "But, if I don't do something, and Robyn finds out about it...you knows she'll lose her freakin' mind!”

  

  "Right. And that's why you don't let her!” William let out a bit of a breath in thought, and stared at the carpet for a long moment, "I have a couple of questions for you, Kris. Before I can give you any advice, we have to clear up a couple of things, okay?”

  

  Kris looked over to his older brother, changing his expression from his usual, half-serious, half-joking look to a more serious look of concern, "Questions? For me? What is it, Billy?”

  

  "Just because it was for you, doesn't mean this is just a game for HIM.” The younger dog already knew this was exactly the case, but had no way of breaking it to his brother...especially not without outing his and Ell's escapades from a week earlier, "There's a good chance he might actually be gay.”

  

  Kristoff thought for a moment, "No. What would make Ell so different from us? You said it yourself that not much has changed, apparently, over the past fifteen years. Maybe he just inherited my 'pioneering spirit'.” He laughed at himself...

  

  ...but his brother's serious tone didn't change. "Everything makes him different than you, Kris,” Will took care to say 'you' and not 'us,' as he looked up from the carpet. "I'm sure you want him to be like a little version of you...but we can both tell he's already not. He's not exactly popular like we were, his academic interests aren't the same, he hasn't seemed nearly as obsessed with getting a license or a car as EITHER of us -- and especially not you -- and he's never had school spirit or any athletic inclination.” He scratched his forehead, "He's not you, Kris, and there is nothing to say that he's not different in this sense too. I mean: he's never had a date, there are no posters of fems on his walls, and he's always been pretty affectionate for a boy...”

  

  Even though all of what his brother had just told him was true, the last two points were especially telling for the older husky. He nodded slowly, not entirely convinced yet, but open enough to the possibility, "I'll ask him.”

  

  "And if his answer is yes...are you really prepared to handle that?” William tilted his head, "I mean, if he's just experimenting, then he's just a curious kid like we were -- and like so many other teenage boys -- but if he's gay...can you really deal with that, Toffy?”

  

  Kris looked his brother over, giving him a questioning look, "Why couldn't I? He'd still be my son. It doesn't matter who he's attracted too.”

  

  "I just had to make sure,” relieved to hear that, the younger canine shared a soft smile with his brother. "Regardless of high school, I didn't know how you might take that kind of news.” He raised his eyebrows, "Plus, it wouldn't be all that unusual if him being gay, I dunno', reminded you of what you've done? Like he was a big flashing 'You're gay!' sign walking around your house and making you feel guilty or uncomfortable.”

  

  "I'm not ashamed of what happened in high school, Billy. I don't regret my experimenting, and I'll love my son no matter what.” Kristoff shrugged, as he again repeated the real problem, "I'd have a hard time with Robyn though. I'm sure she'll find a way to blame ME for it.”

  

  "Which, again, is why you keep your muzzle shut, for Ell's sake.” Will smiled wide, proud of his brother's sensibility, "I'm glad you're not to shaken up by the idea of him being gay. I do have another question for you, though.” He chuckled, "It's funny. I see this on TV, all the time, with marijuana, but never with homosexual experimentation. Are you planning to tell him that you've...been curious, too?”

  

  The older dog leaned back and chuckled lightly, pointing to himself with his thumb, "MY high school sex life isn't in question. I'm not gonna' tell him a thing! Some of us like our privacy.”

  

  "I really think you should, Kris. I mean, you can leave my and your...private explorations...out of the story, but I think it might help him to know you played around with guys too.” William remembered he supposedly 'didn't know' Elliot was gay, "Especially if it turns out that he's just experimenting, like we were.”

  

  Kris sighed deeply, trailing into a light-hearted chuckle, "Why must you insist on having a relevant point?”

  

  The younger husky just shrugged, "Sometimes things are just easier to see from the outside, than in.”

  

  Kristoff sunk into the couch, still oblivious to how much Will actually knew about his son, "Anything else? Any more questions?”

  

  "Nope! Just that advice you came for,” Will leaned back as well. "First, try not to scare him much more. He's probably at home, frightened to death about what you might do. And knowing him, he may even be crying. You need to let him know that you're okay with this, that you did it too, that nothing's changed, and that you'll always be there for him. You know: tell him all of those parental things that I'll never have cause to say. I mean, you'll need to set guidelines, sure. Things like: only in a safe environment, not when his mother's home, make sure he trusts his playmates, and all of that.”

  

  "Makes sense, but-”

  

  "Not done,” William stopped his brother from interrupting, and then drew in a breath. "And then,” he paused again to let it back out, "you need to get him to admit to you, what we both already know he is.” Obviously growing nervous with where he was taking this, he took in another breath and looked up at the ceiling, "and then I need you to hand him over to me so I can finish the job.”

  

  Kris perked a brow, "Hand him to YOU? After I tell him how I love him, how I'll always be there for him, and get him to admit that he's gay, I just...give him to you? Why in the world would I want to do that?” He shook his head in confusion, "It seems to me that that's the time for all the hugs and bonding and...fielding whatever questions he'll most certainly have.”

  

  The younger canine looked down from the ceiling, "Sure, you need to do all that too. But it's just that...when it comes to the questions, I think Aaron and I are a bit more equipped to handle them than you.” He averted his eyes, "After all...you aren't gay.”

  

  His brother's words sunk in slow. Kristoff's head tilted to the side so completely, that it fell against his shoulder as if his neck had gone limp. He knew very well what his brother meant by that, and while the shock of the confession left him dazed and numb, he only managed a response to one word: "Aaron? Do you mean Aaron Jones?”

  

  "The great and powerful 'Rimmer,' himself!” Despite his boisterous and honest reply, Will was still hesitant to look back and make eye contact, "Same old bunny dick you got yourself so well acquainted with and everything!”

  

  The older dog's jaw hung open, "And you and he are...together?”

  

  William just sighed and began the story, finally looking directly at his brother, "On Tuesday, I met one of my new clients: a cute little bunny rabbit named Patrick Roark.” He leaned forward, his elbows on his knees, "He asked me out on a date, and after a lot of convincing, I caved. See, unlike you, graduation wasn't the end of my 'explorations,' and the only thing I HADN'T done with a guy was have an actual date. So I figured: I'm breaking into my 30s now, and it's time I stop lying to myself! So I took him up on the offer.” He shrugged and smirked, "Come to find out the next day, at lunch, that Patrick was just his pseudonym...”

  

  Kris laughed, barely believing what he was hearing, but genuinely enjoying the hint of joy in his brother's voice, "And it turned out to be Rimmer?” He brought his paws up and scratched his head, "That's...quite a story. Does this mean you're gonna' actually start dating?”

  

  "Start?” The younger husky laughed, mockingly, "After our first date on Wednesday, his visit to the office for an impromptu lunch delivery on Thursday, and after our second date last night...I think we've ALREADY started!”

  

  "I can't believe,” Kristoff rubbed his temples like he was getting a headache, "that I'm finding out my brother and my son are both gay in a span of less than twelve hours.”

  

  Will eyed his brother, cautiously, but hopeful, "You gonna' be okay, Toffy?”

  

  "Are you kidding me? I'm fine,” the elder husky looked back at his little brother, with a playful, nearly insulting smile. "I'm not even surprised! Especially not when it comes to you! You know 'confirmed bachelor' has been a codeword for like a century, right?”

  

  William sat up straighter now, happy his brother was taking this so well, both for his sake, and for Elliot's, "Well that's good! Cause Aaron's coming over today, and he's probably not far off, by now. And coincidently enough, his car's in the shop, so HIS brother is gonna' be dropping him off!” He chuckled, "So, I guess that means he and I are already up to the whole 'meeting the family' stage of the relationship...but without all the pesky parents to screw everything up.”

  

  "Oh great!” Kris pretended to be offended, "So I get saddled with his brother while you two go off and fuck?”

  

  "You know, actually...we haven't done that yet,” Will smiled a soft smile, half in subtle affirmation that his building relationship was about more than sex, and half in pride that he and Aaron had controlled themselves. "I mean...not since high school anyway,” he chuckled.

  

  "No way! Really?” the older canine looked playfully shocked. "You and Rimmer have spent any amount of time alone, and managed to keep it PG??”

  

  "Well...I didn't say that,” William coughed. "I just said we haven't fucked.”

  

  "Oh! I see,” Kris leaned his head back for dramatic effect. "So he hasn't changed that much since high school, then? Or were YOU the instigator?”

  

  "Hey? What can I say? With a cute bunny sitting beside me...sometimes my paw gets a mind of its own.” The younger dog smiled and moved along, "So, is there anything else you wanted to ask about this whole Elliot situation? Maybe just something you wanna' say about it? Or, hell, maybe you just want to vent a bit at your little brother before you go talk to your kid?”

  

  "Well, actually, I DO have something to vent about,” Kristoff sat up and moved to the edge of the couch again, clearing his throat. "Since you're with Rimmer, and I caught Ell messing around with his new tiger...I can't help but wonder,” he paused for effect, "is EVERYbody having more sex than me!? I'm the married one! Shouldn't I be getting it with SOME regularity?”

  

  "First of all, I think you misunderstand the meaning of marriage. And secondly,” Will smirked and raised an eyebrow, "if you're really that hard up for sex, we could always set up a tent in the park and-” he got cut off by a knock at the front door, and sighed, "and Rimmer's timing is impeccable as always.” He winked jokingly at his brother and stood up, "Be right back...lover.”

  

  The older canine pretended, again, to be offended, "Hey! You know I prefer to be called sugar tits!”

  

  William stopped at the front door and looked through the peep hole, "If this is the police, you'd better have a warrant!”

  

  Outside, a small dusty bunny rabbit, Aaron, stuck his thumb to the peephole so the husky couldn't see out, "I don't need a warrant! We know what you're up to, in there! Now open the damn door or we'll start shooting!”

  

  "Holy sweet mother of God don't shoot!” The husky stepped away from the door and feigned fumbling to open it, "I-i-it's just me and my brother, officer!” He pulled it open quickly, to reveal his bunny rabbit standing there with his paw hovering right where the peephole had been.

  

  Aaron leaned back to rock on his heels, "And we're just selling cookies!” He stood a bit to the side to show off his older, larger brother behind him, "See? He and I? Cookie salesmen.”

  

  Will went right ahead and ignored Aaron, and held out a paw to the second rabbit, "The name's William. Nice to meet you.”

  

  Aaron's brother offered a warm smile and shook the husky's paw, "Dr. Stan Jones. It's a pleasure to meet you, as well. My brother won't shut up about you! And I can only hope you're as amazing as he makes you seem.” He rolled his eyes with a laugh, "Though I must say: if a third male in my life starts inundating me with stories about their boyfriends, I may just lose my mind!”

  

  William raised an eyebrow, preparing to ask who second male was that the older rabbit was talking about, when Kristoff stepped up to join the conversation.

  

  Kris squeezed in, in front of his brother, and eyeballed the two rabbits, but mainly the smaller and more flamboyant one up front, while still speaking to Will, "Is the front door the new hot spot, Billy?”

  

  William just smiled at his brother, and then at Aaron, "Aaron, I think you remember Kris...and his muzzle.”

  

  The small rabbit smiled wide, and chirped, "How could I forget??” He then looked behind himself and lifted up a paw to show off his own brother. "And Kris,” he introduced the older rabbit with a deeper more dramatic tone, "this is Stan! Dr. Stanley Jones!”

  

  Kristoff chuckled and extended his paw out towards the Dr., "I'm Kris Masters.”

  

  Stanley took hold of the second husky's paw, just the same as the first, but with a raised eyebrow and an amused smile, "Wait. Kris Masters?”

  

  "Yeah?” Kris returned the raised brow and smile, "It's short for Kristoff.”

  

  "You could also call him 'Toffy' if you want,” Will interjected...

  

  ...and Aaron asked, "You still call him that?”

  

  Stan, though, just pulled his paw away, still smirking as he pointed at Will, "And you're Will Masters.”

  

  Will just blinked, smiling back hesitantly, "Uhm...yeah?” He looked at Aaron to see if he had any clue what his older brother was getting at.

  

  But Rimmer just continued with his wide smile, shrugging at the confused huskies before looking back at his older brother again, "Now that we're all done with the roll call...can we move along?”

  

  "Sorry! I didn't mean to come off odd. It's just...” Stanley stepped closer, holding back a laugh, "Are either one of you Elliot Masters' father?”

  

  Kris raised his eyebrows again and gave the professional looking bunny a concerned glance, "I am. Are you one of his teachers or something?”

  

  Stan shook his head, "No. Not quite. I'm an M.D., not a Ph.D. You know: medical.” He lifted his chin, "But...have either of you ever met his tiger friend, Hunter?”


  ~


  There we go! The Masters continues!


  *

  Starring:

  Oloroso Rhone

  as William Masters

  and Dr. Stanley Jones

  Phil Anthro Pist

  as Kristoff Masters

  and Aaron Jones

  *


  If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account here at

  http://phil-anthro-pist.sofurry.com/


  Elliot's dad is very nice, indeed! Good for Elliot!


  But now, so let's handle the reveals...

  Some of you had already figured this out, but here I go anyway!


  William and his brother Kristoff engaged in incestuous experimentation during their high school years, which means that in Will's earlier foursome story, the players involved were: Will, Kris, Aaron, and a kangaroo named Stephen. It's been hinted at since chapter 2, but only now was it OFFICIALLY revealed.


  Also, Dr. Stan Jones is Aaron Jones's brother! So if this means that Hunter's father figure (his grandmother's doctor) is the older brother of Aaron...and Elliot's ACTUAL father is the older brother of Will...and Will and Aaron are dating...

  Isn't that kind of like Elliot & Hunter's uncles are dating one another?


  And what complications might all these six-degrees-of-separation cause?

  Stay tuned to find out!


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at theottercoon[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 5 chapters of The Masters!

  ...for the next 4 chapters of A Warm Bed!

  ...and, in due time...Sibirskaia!


  The Masters Chapter 11


  The Masters...

  ...of Fidelity

  

  

  (September 22nd)

  

  "Seriously, though,” Kristoff Masters looked to the side, across the cab of his car at his son, "I can't express how important it is that you never say a WORD about this to your mother. Don't even mention it offhandedly if she's around. If you need to talk, get me alone, or wait for your mother to leave.”

  

  "Sure,” Elliot nodded and, even though the older husky had already looked away, he smiled softly to his father. "Can I ask you a question, though?”

  

  "Of course,” Kris turned again, smiling back at his son. "Like I told you last night: anything.”

  

  "Why are you so worried?” The younger canine rubbed his paws together nervously, "Would I really get in that much trouble with her?”

  

  "We BOTH would, kiddo.” Kristoff took in a deep breath, "I love your mother to death...I really do...but this is an issue we've never seen eye-to-eye on.” He took a right hand turn. "The uhm...the experimenting I told that you I did in high school? If she found out about that, for instance,” he stopped, not wanting to scare his son with words like divorce. "God knows what she'd do! After all...do you remember that old kangaroo friend of mine? I think you called him Uncle Stevie?”

  

  Ell thought for a moment, not really remembering calling anyone 'Uncle Stevie,' but very clearly remembering a kangaroo he used to climb all over when he was a cub, "Yeah. I remember him.”

  

  "Did you ever wonder why he disappeared?” The older dog turned to his son again and waited for a nod, "That was because your mom found out that he'd experimented with guys in high school. And she didn't want a 'dangerous sexual deviant' near her son.” He sighed. He hated telling his son things like this about his own mother. He felt like he was poisoning the boy against her. But it was the truth, and Elliot needed to understand the situation so he could stay safe...so they both could. "And I ended up spending a week at your uncle Will's place just because I tried to defend my best friend! Imagine how she would have reacted if she knew that I was one of the people Stephen had experimented WITH!”

  

  Elliot nodded again, vaguely remembering a fight that his parents had had, but just as quickly, his mind switched gears hard enough to make him physically recoil. Didn't Will mention a kangaroo in that foursome story he told? And a second husky, too? Did that mean that Will and his dad had...?

  

  His eyes widened at the thought, but he forced it aside. He was only barely comfortable with everything they'd already had to talk about, and wasn't ready to broach THAT kind of subject with his father at all! "Right. I understand.” He turned to look out the window silently, and only then realized where they were headed. It was the same familiar route his father always used to get to Will's house. For a moment the teenager panicked! Why was his dad taking him there? "D-dad? Why're we going to Uncle Will's?”

  

  For some reason, Kris was visually unsure as he answered. He was hiding something, and that only made his son worry more, "Uhm...Billy and I talked yesterday, and we both felt that it was best if you spoke to HIM about all of this, too. I mean, there's only so much I can say.” He leaned back as he stopped at a red light, "I can give you my love and plenty of rules, guidelines, and warnings about your mother. But, you need more than that. There's all lot more to all of this than just rules, you know? And I think Will can help you with the rest of it, but as much as I want to...I just can't.” He shook his head, intentionally avoiding explaining himself further...

  

  The younger husky nodded yet again, doing his best to correct his puzzled and concerned expression. Did his dad know something about his and Will's 'encounter?' And if so, how much? Not that he could exactly find out, either! He felt it was best, after all, not to ask his father, just in case he didn't know anything! So, instead, he just kept his muzzle shut and simply gazed out the window. "So I assume Mom doesn't know where we're at right now?”

  

  "Not at all! I gave her a story about some male bonding bull shit.” Kristoff nudged his son with the back of his paw and let out a short chuckle, "As if you need more of that!”

  

  Ell chuckled softly and blushed deeply in embarrassment, giving his dad a quick glance with a wide grin. It was a very new feeling to be able to joke and be at least slightly more open with his father. And even though it was more a little awkward, and at times it seemed like his dad was trying too hard...Ell was genuinely happy with the situation. He just wasn't sure about how to voice his gratitude.

  

  Before he could try, though, the older canine's voice turned more serious and apologetic, "I really am sorry I didn't talk to you about all this right away, Elliot. I'm sure that the last thing you needed was to think I was...angry or something.” He put his elbow on the door, where it met the window, and leaned on his paw, "I feel kind of like I fucked up as a dad, there. And I'm sorry.”

  

  Quickly, Elliot looked to his father pleadingly, "No! No-no! You didn't do anything wrong, Dad. I'm just...” He shook his muzzle, "I'm really glad you know, now. It's just that...this is all really new to me.” He finished with a small chuckle, hoping his appreciation -- his happiness -- was apparent, despite his nervousness.

  

  "That's not what I meant, Ell.” Kris sat up so he could move his arm to put on his blinker, "This was...this IS about you. It's about you being happy, dealing with all of this, and adjusting to who you are.” He smiled at his son, "Adjusting to the adult you'll become. And it's a father's job to help you grow into that adult...and that's not what I did on Friday night. This is supposed to be about you, and when I...” he rolled his eyes momentarily, the image still a little un-nerving, "...when I saw what I saw, I freaked out and I let it be about me. I shouldn't have.”

  

  "It's not like you yelled or did anything mean, though. You were just...really quiet.”

  

  "Which still couldn't have been pleasant for you.”

  

  "Well you're making up for it now!” the younger dog smiled widely, moving forward a bit in the hopes that his dad would catch a glimpse of that smile. "And to keep from making you uncomfortable again...I won't do it at the house anymore.”

  

  "Of course you will!” Kristoff, now merged into the correct lane, turned again, "I wouldn't expect you not to, nor would I be comfortable if you didn't! You're gonna' be doing it somewhere, and there's no safer place to do it than your home.” He raised an eyebrow, "Just be more careful from now on...and we'll work together to make sure your mother doesn't catch you.”

  

  With a more genuine smile across his muzzle, Ell responded, "If you say it's okay...then okay!” He paused though, eyebrows arching high, "Wait. Did I just hear you say you're gonna' run interference for me??”

  

  The older husky just smiled, "You wouldn't be the first person I've done it for! You and Hunter -- or whoever else -- are gonna' have to be okay being honest with me so I can do my job, though. Are you okay with that?”

  

  Elliot considered that: the idea of having sex while knowing his father was just rooms away, and knew what he was doing. He was okay with that. He could barely believe is, but he WAS okay with it, "I am.” He was pretty certain, though, that that was because of how unbelievably accommodating his father was being about this, "Thank you, Dad.”

  

  Kris smiled and nodded a silent 'your welcome' as he pulled to a stop outside of Will's apartment, "Now I'm gonna' leave you two alone for this, because there's very little I can add to the conversation. But I wanted to touch base on everything one more time before I let you go, okay?”

  

  The younger canine looked out to his uncle's house for a moment, the looked to his left to his father, "Okay.”

  

  Kristoff held up a paw and counted off on his fingers, "One: Everything I told you back when I thought you liked females still stands, except you don't have to worry about getting anyone pregnant. Two: don't ever feel like you have to be ashamed of who you are, especially not with me. Three: don't let your mother find out anything about this until you've moved out on your own. And Four: for God's sake,” as the forth finger rose, he rose his voice as well, like he was upset, but then smiled jokingly and lowered them both, "Don't ever be afraid to talk to me. Ever! I love you more than anything, Elliot...and this hasn't changed a thing between us, okay?”

  

  As his father went through the points, Ell nodded along with each one, and by the time he had gone through them all -- particularly the last one -- the teenager had a yet another smile splitting his muzzle. "Okay,” he said simply, undoing his belt and leaning over to give the older husky the tightest hug his arms could manage, "I love you too, Dad!”

  

  Kristoff squeezed his son back, "You damned well better! My parents would have thrown me out on the street.” He let the boy go and waved him away with his paw, "Now you go on. I'll be back in a few hours. And don't eat! I'll be grabbing us something.”

  

  With a nod, the husky exited the car waved goodbye before strolling casually up the walkway and the steps, to his uncle's apartment. He raised his paw up and knocked a bastardized emulation of his father's knock, before impatiently rocking on his heels, feeling an odd mix of joy and embarrassment while he waited for Will to answer...

  

  William, though, had heard the car door closing and was only steps away from his own door when he heard the knock. Once there, he stopped to peek through the peep-hole anyway to see if he was greeting one or both of his expected visitors. And seeing neither, he assumed Elliot was standing with his nose nearly against the door as usual, and was just under the line of sight of the hole. Satisfied, he stepped back and pulled the door open with a smile, "Is it just me...or has this been the longest damn week ever!?”

  

  Ell just gave Will a nervous chuckle for a response, "May I come in?”

  

  The elder husky raised an eyebrow, "What's that look about?” He stepped aside.

  

  Elliot stepped into the house, rubbing his arm, the red flag to all who knew him that he was embarrassed or uncomfortable, "Well, it's sort of been a long week, at my expense, you know?”

  

  "I don't quite follow, kiddo,” Will closed the door. "You're being all jittery and embarrassed, which isn't exactly new for you...but I don't quite get why you're upset TODAY. I mean, I know you and your dad's talk went well. Kris, I'm sure, was his normal model-father-self about this,” he put a paw on his nephew's shoulder, "and I'd think you've no reason to be embarrassed in front of me, right? So, what's up? Why the blushing, and the arm rubbing, and the nervous-” Will replaced the word 'laugh' at the end of his sentence with an imitation of Elliot's earlier chucking.

  

  "Well,” the younger canine struggled for a moment to find the right words, "I'm glad my dad knows and that he's okay with it and everything...but why am I here? He said that you two talked. Does he know...you know, about what we did?”

  

  William sighed, "Oh, I get it now! Toffy didn't say anything.” He took his paw off of the boy's shoulder and waved it at his couch, "Sorry. I'm guessing he did that for my benefit. I mean, this really is something I should tell you myself.”

  

  Ell sat down on the couch, biting his lip with anticipation, "So he knows? Or what?”

  

  The elder dog joined him on the couch with a laugh, "Sure! He knows what we did, but he just left you ALONE with me!”

  

  "Hey!” Elliot shot back. "It could happen! I mean, maybe he wouldn't have a problem with it.” He paused for a moment, eyeing his uncle curiously, "Especially not after everything you two have done together.”

  

  Will recoiled, "He told you about that?”

  

  The younger husky's smile spread wide at that, and he slapped the couch as he sat up straighter, "No, but I knew I was right! He was the fourth person in the four-way, wasn't he? You, Rimmer, Stephen, and my dad!”

  

  "Fuck,” William put his head in his palm when he realized he'd been caught. Too late to fight it now, though, "Yes. Your dad and I were friendly.” He looked back up and pointed at his nephew, "But I didn't tell you that! You keep it to yourself.”

  

  "I will.”

  

  "How did you even find out?”

  

  "Because he told me what he did with other people,” Ell explained, "including Stephen. And I just figured it was pretty likely you two did something together too. Especially since Stephen is a kangaroo, which are really rare around here...”

  

  "...and I told you about there being a kangaroo in the foursome,” the elder canine concluded.

  

  "Right!” Elliot chirped. "So how do you know he'd have a problem with what we did?”

  

  "I don't,” Will shook his head. "But you're his son, and there's a big age gap here, so it's a very different matter. At the same time, though, Toffy's really hard to read when it comes to this sort of thing...so I don't know HOW he'd react.”

  

  The younger dog smiled, half entertained by the thought of what his father and uncle had done, and half relieved to know that his dad didn't know about HIS OWN forays with Will. But if that's not why he was here, "Then why did he bring me over?”

  

  "Well, it's not about last weekend, but it IS kind of about me and you.”

  

  "What do you mean?”

  

  "I mean that your father can only give you so much advice on this kind of thing. But at the end of the day, he's still straight and married, regardless of what games he used to play.” William raised a knowing eyebrow, "You need advice on what it is to be gay...and only a gay guy can help you with that.”

  

  Ell's eyes widened and he gave out an over-exaggerated, "O~oh! I get it now!” Still though, for the sake of clarity, he asked: "So, you're gay too, now? Like one-hundred percent? And you even came out to my dad?”

  

  "Yes, yes, and even yes! It turns out I always have been; I just hadn't taken on the title until recently.” The elder husky raised a finger, "But before you start thinkin' this is your fault: you had no affect on this decision. It was actually a little bunny I met this week...or, got reacquainted with, that is. He helped me realize that it's all the gay sex that makes me gay. Going to the trouble to not call myself gay doesn't change that.”

  

  Elliot smiled and relaxed into the couch, immediately feeling better and even more comfortable with his uncle than before, "So...who's the bunny? Just a fur from work or something?”

  

  "Rimmer,” Will responded matter-of-factly.

  

  The younger canine nearly yelped, "No way! Really?”

  

  William nodded with a giddy little smile, "The same one! But we'll talk about that in a minute, okay? I wanna' have a serious talk with you first.”

  

  "Ugh...more seriousness?” Ell feigned annoyance, even though he knew he wouldn't be unable to sway his uncle's decision.

  

  "Yeah, I know, it sucks.” The elder dog leaned on his paw, "So...it seems you have yourself a new little friend, or boyfriend, slave master, concubine, hooker, or whatever he is -- we'll talk about him later -- and now your father knows about it. Over all, it sounds like in less than a week, you've already started smashing your way out of the closet!” He smirked, "I'd like to believe I helped you with that...but I bet it has more to do with this Hunter kid. Either way, though, facts are facts, and you're not exactly 'in the closet' anymore, right?”

  

  Elliot shook his head, "Not anymore...”

  

  "Well, I wanted to help you deal with this the RIGHT way.” Will leaned forward, "There are a lot of ways you could go astray here, and I don't want to see you do that.” He rocked his head side to side a bit, "Now, I'm sure it seems odd that I just decided I'm gay, and I feel I have any right to preach at you...but, labeled or not, I've basically been a gay man for years, and I've definitely been a part of the community.” He paused and smirked a guilty grin, "Plus, I talked to Rimmer yesterday about what I should say to you.”

  

  The younger husky laughed at the last bit of that, but he didn't say anything, and simply waited for Will to continue.

  

  "Being gay is a very important part of who you are. It starts in the bedroom, but it affects a lot of your life, because it affects who you spend it with.” William pointed at his nephew to emphasize the next bit, "But it is NOT who you are, only a part of you. A lot of gay guys, especially when they're dealing with finally openly expressing themselves, tend to forget that.”

  

  "So you're basically just telling me to,” Ell raised up both his paws to gesture quotation marks, "'keep it real,' and to not all of the sudden be all super dramatic and effeminate?” He perked a brown and tilted his head.

  

  "That's a start. But also don't just immediately buy into any of the other stereotypes either. I mean...if YOU like show tunes, Madonna, techno, pointlessly shiny clothes, or if you've been physically straining to hold back a lisp for years, go right ahead and let it all out! You're free now!” The elder canine smiled and chuckled, "But don't start looking into the stereotypes just because you think you should, or because you want to be a part of the,” he mimicked his nephew's air-quotes, "'gay community.' Just be yourself.”

  

  Elliot nodded at his uncle's advice. Even though he had always just wanted to just be himself he did genuinely appreciate his Uncle for trying to help by reinforcing it, "Thanks Will. I'll be sure to stay myself. But it's not like I can do any of that stuff anyway. Dad told me to try and keep this under wraps with Mom.”

  

  Will nodded, "Best advice you've gotten all day.”

  

  "Yeah. I've kinda known that she was a homophobe -- if that's even the right term for a female -- but I was hoping that, you know, if she found out about me, maybe I'd be able to sway her opinion.” The younger dog looked up to his uncle hopefully, but highly doubtful after everything Will and his dad had said, "Do you think that's possible Will? Maybe?”

  

  "It's more likely that she'd blame your father: accuse him of doing something to you, and maybe even unearth OUR forays in the process of her witch hunt!”

  

  "Mine and yours? Or yours and his?”

  

  "Both?” William shook his head, "But let's not talk about her; there are happier things to discuss! We've both had very eventful weeks: Hunter, Rimmer, dual coming out fun, both of us getting to make your dad talk about gay sex...this week has been great! And we've got a lot to fill each other in on!”

  

  Ell smiled warmly and did his best to forget about his mom for the moment, "Yeah, I guess we do. So, uhm...who goes first?”

  

  "Well, you do, obviously!” The elder husky leaned back in the couch lazily, "You already know a little bit about Rimmer, but all I know about Hunter is what I've heard from other people...”

  

  Elliot didn't quite catch that 'other people' remark, assuming his uncle ONLY meant his dad. "Well, he's a tiger, a sophomore, and the athletic type but not a jock. Like...think about how gorgeous the preppy sporty type usually are, but without the snobby elitist attitude. And that's Hunter!” He looked down into his lap as he thought of how to put how perfect he thought his tiger was, "He's really sweet when you get to know him...uhm...” He chuckled nervously, finding it oddly difficult to describe the cat, "I don't really know how to describe another fur.”

  

  Will arched an eyebrow, "When I get to know him? So he'll...what...be a pest, or an asshole or something before I get used to him?”

  

  "No!” the younger canine jumped to his defense. "He's always nice. You'd have to try and hate him...or even to not LIKE him. I just meant, like, you know...the SUPER sweet stuff doesn't come out at first.” The short white fur on his face, turned slightly pink with his blushing glow, "He's really nice, just for the sake of being nice. Like during our date Friday, he gave me a necklace which sort of commemorated our first date together. He just gave it to me because he likes me. But, then again...maybe that means he's just super sweet to me.”

  

  "I don't know what to ask about first, the date or the necklace.” William scratched his chin for a moment, "He got the necklace with you?”

  

  Ell looked away at first, but then sat up and reached into his pocket, "You know I don't usually wear these kinds of things.” He pulled the simple dog tag and chain out of his pocket and held them up with pride, "But I DID want to show you.” He let them dangle there for a moment, before using his other paw to have them over to his uncle.

  

  The elder dog held out his paw and took the necklace, "You'll be wearing it when you see him, though, right? You don't wanna' hurt your kitty's feelings.” He read over the engraving and mumbled it to himself, barely in a whisper.

  

  "Yeah I'm sure I'll wear it.” Elliot smiled to his uncle while he read it and looked over it with silence, "I just hope Mom doesn't ask me about it or anything.”

  

  "That's why you hide it somewhere, and just put it on when you get to school,” Will held it back out to his nephew, "or wherever it is you'll be seeing him.”

  

  The younger husky took the necklace back and nodded to his uncle's suggestion while he thumbed over the engraving, "So...tell me about Rimmer. Might be nice if I learn his real name, too.”

  

  "It might!” William laughed. "So, I had a meeting with a new client on Tuesday by the name of Patrick Roark, this cute little gay bunny who asked me out. I had no clue who he was at first, but the next day, on our first date, he told me that Patrick Roark was only his pseudonym, and that his real name was,” he motioned a paw as he made the big reveal, "Aaron Jones.”

  

  Ell smiled at the cute story, "Oh? I thought you would've stayed in contact with someone like him from high school, like Dad tried to do with Stephen. And you didn't realize who he was, as Roark?”

  

  "Nope! Apparently I'm dense. And I stayed in touch with very few people from high school, honestly. I kept in touch with Josh for a few years, Stephen for as long as he and your Toffy stayed friends, and of course I still talk to your dad...but other than that, when I graduated, I just about stopped talking to anyone I went to school with. Going away to college will do that to ya'.” The elder canine scratched his chin, just under his bottom lip, "But as for this past week: Aaron and I have seen each other a couple of times, been to each other's houses and everything...it's going well. No, amazing first dates, super sweet presents, or fun locker room stories -- which I know you have but haven't told me about -- but that kind of thing doesn't happen as much at our age.”

  

  "That's cool!” Elliot smiled and nodded a few times, but ignored the mention of the locker room stories for now. He has something else on his mind. He wasn't entirely sure if it was appropriate to ask, but following some fidgeting with his pants, he went for it, "So it's pretty serious then? Not just like a fling or anything?”

  

  Will nodded, "It looks like it, yeah.” He smiled, staring off a little bit, "We've had all the rampant sex and dating around. We've been kids. He's a sweetheart, and if things work out, it might be nice to settle down.”

  

  "So since you have him, and I have Hunter...” the younger dog smiled a bit nervously and then looked up at his uncle, "I guess that means no more fun for the two of us, right?” He forced out a nervous chuckle as he finished his question.

  

  William just smiled, "Is that what you were getting at?” He slightly spread his legs and leaned his elbow on the arm of the couch again, "Well, I'm not exactly married to him, Ell. Like I just said: 'if things work out' then maybe we'll settle down. But we've just had a couple of dates. We haven't pledged our lives to each other or anything.” He laid his other paw lightly on his own thigh, not far from his groin, "It all depends on you...and on how serious you and Hunter are.”

  

  Ell bit his lip and glanced about as he thought over his situation. He and Hunter had only one actual date, the rest was just fun. The tiger had even made it very clear only two nights earlier that they weren't a couple yet. He couldn't quite decide if it was 'right' or not, but as his paw slowly moved to the groin of his uncle' pants, he assured himself it would be okay. He and hunter weren't a couple, and besides: "He probably won't ever find out.”

  

  The elder husky lightly put his paw on top of his nephew's and rubbed the fur on the back of it, "The plan was that no one would...right?” He leaned in and lightly nuzzled the younger one's nose.

  

  Elliot nodded and smiled more mischievously, "I guess it was.” He gave the hidden package of the other husky a squeeze.

  

  And Will murred, softly elevating to a growl, "Okay. So maybe I'm not quite as 'over' all the casual sex as I said I was.” He slowly stood up, keeping hold of his nephew's paw, "C'mon kiddo. Let's go someplace more comfortable.”

  

  The younger canine stood quickly with his uncle and followed him closely as they changed location, the white fur on his face turning an even darker pink than before as he blushed. A thought crossed his mind, one that hadn't dawned on him before: his first pawjob and blowjob were both from and given to his uncle! As they made their way farther to toward the bedroom in the back of the apartment he giggled childishly...wondering if he'd have yet another first, today.

  

  William opened up his bedroom door and stepped aside as he smiled at the giggling boy. "After you,” he motioned his paw to usher his nephew.

  

  Ell nodded politely and took a step into the room, and then took a moment to look around to sate his natural curiosity. It wasn't much beside an average bedroom: bed, dresser, and presumably unclean clothes strewn around. He was silently comforted to see that cleanliness wasn't as important to all adults as his father and mother had always made it seem. After getting his quick look around, Ell made his way over to the bed, sitting on it, and waiting expectantly for his uncle to follow.

  

  The elder dog, though, just leaned lazily against the door frame. "Young man,” he began, like a disappointed parent.

  

  Elliot perked a brow and tilted his head in confusion, "Uhm...yeah?”

  

  "You are far too dressed!” Will crossed his arms, "You know my rules.”

  

  The younger husky smiled widely and looked down at his clothing, "Oh yeah! I guess I am.” He shamelessly removed his shirt, and then kicked off his shoes, leaving only his legs dressed, "Are you gonna' to join me?” With that, he stood and hooked his pants and underwear with his thumbs, but paused, waiting for Will to hurry and do the same.

  

  William reflexively licked his lips when he saw his nephew's hips begin to show from the lowered waist of his pants. He said nothing, though, simply tugging on his buttoned shirt, this particular one having been shoddily made so that with even the slightest tug, the buttons came undone. With a step forward he rolled his shoulders and his black and white torso was exposed down to his loose fitting pants. Stopping a foot from the boy, he smiled as he lightly touched the button of those pants with a smile, "You first.”

  

  After waiting a moment, letting his blush only worsen, Ell pushed his pants and boxers down his legs then stepped back and out of them completely. One of the perks of his baggy teenage attire was the ability to undress quickly. He stood in front of his uncle naked for the moment, his sheath completely swollen and his cock-tip poking out...but after that moment, he nervously clasped both of his paws clasped together to hid himself.

  

  "Nuh-uh! No hiding...” the elder canine chastised the boy, while intentionally keeping himself clothed.

  

  Elliot chuckled and nodded, removing his paws from his groin. "Yes sir,” he said with a tone of faux-sadness, and a wide smile.

  

  Will finally unbuttoned and dropped his jeans, exposing himself with no underwear there for cover. His own sheath wasn't swollen as much as his nephew's, but still was larger simply from age. He sighed, a little nervous himself, "Long week. Seems like forever.”

  

  The younger dog stepped back and sat on the bed, noticing his uncle's slight nervousness and sigh, "It something wrong?”

  

  William smiled and shook his head, "Not at all.” He stepped forward, covering the boy with his body and forcing him to lean back, "It just seems like it's been a lot longer than a week since we've...been in this position.” He chuckled and lightly brushed the younger husky's stomach with his fingers.

  

  Ell leaned back onto his elbows, took in a deep breath, and exhaled a satisfied murr. He felt like responding, but his uncle's touch made him shudder and caused his mind, immediately, to lose its train of thought. He'd had more pawjobs and blowjobs than he had ever imagined he would have in a single week's time, but Will's delicate, experienced touch on his stomach still sent shivers through his body. "Lower...”

  

  "But your tummy fur's so soft,” the elder husky whimpered like a child being told he couldn't play with a favorite toy. With his eyes closed, he nuzzled his nephew's neck and continued to whimper against him, but his paw submitted, trailing lower to the boy's swollen sheath and lightly wrapping around it.

  

  Elliot murred loudly and slowly let his head lay back, exposing his neck to Will. His sheath, getting any amount of attention, seemingly exploded with pleasure, sending shocks all through his body. He shuddered, and his fur stood on end, as a moan left his lips.

  

  "Silly pup.” Will squeezed more firmly and used his shoulder and his weight force Ell completely onto his back so he could lie atop him. As he completely covered his nephew with his body, his dick rubbed into the fur of the boy's thigh, having in those few moments throbbed to near full mast at joys of having this young, adorable blood relative at his mercy.

  

  Innocently, the younger canine's eyes fluttered closed while his arms pulled his uncle into a gentle hug. His voice breaking with nervousness, he spoke between moans, "Will? Can you top me?”

  

  William's eyes shot open at the shock of the question, and his cock tensed and left a trail of pre along the boy's thigh. Slowly, he leaned up, off of the boy but still over him, and looked him in the eyes, "Say that again?”

  

  Ell gulped hard and nervously continued, laying his ears back with fear, "Uhm...c-could you top me?” He bit his lip after he asked again, not sure if his uncle was upset with him or what was the matter.

  

  The elder dog lightly rubbed the pup's cheek with his paw, "You don't know how tempting that is.” He smiled, "But we both know you don't want that.”

  

  Elliot shook his head quickly but smiled reassuringly as he continued, "No! I DO want it! I want it more than anything. And I was thinking that, since I want it to be with someone special, someone I love, who I know is going to do it right...” he trailed off, and then smiled again hoping his sincere plea would be accepted. "I mean...you HAVE done it before.”

  

  "Well, you've thought it out more than I expected. But I still don't think it's what YOU want...so much as what,” Will squeezed his nephew's sheath again, "HE wants.” He smiled softly, "I know we love each other...but it's different, and you know it. Wouldn't you rather have your first time be with someone a little more special?” He smirked knowingly, "Someone orange?”

  

  The younger husky shuddered at the sudden grope and murred aloud, his muzzle creasing with a wide smile, "Yeah, I know. I want it to be special, with someone special, but...I'm just so damn tired of waiting for it!” He reached a paw down and slowly rubbed his uncle's leaking dick in return, "This'll be fine.”

  

  William clenched his jaw and his eyes as his nephew's paw teased his cock. He pictured, hidden under the boy's tail, his nephew's pucker waiting. He pictured it spreading open around his dick, and his knot begging entry...but he forced himself to open his eyes, and choke back what his cock wanted him to say. He had to be stronger than the teenager beneath him. "Fine isn't good enough, and you know it. Now, come on...we have plenty of other things we can do.”

  

  Ell blushed and smiled an embarrassed, defeated smile. His uncle was right. Despite how much he wanted it, he knew he should wait for the right opportunity. Forcing such a special event to happen just out of lust would just ruin it. So with a gentle sigh, he smirked up at his uncle and pulsated his furry fingers teasingly around the adult's cock, "What else do you want to do then, Will?”

  

  "Whatever else you want, kiddo!” The elder canine smiled a selfish, shameless smile, "I've gotta' say, though: I've been missing your lips all week. Or, at least...part of me has.”

  

  Elliot smiled widely and looked away with embarrassment. The suggestive talk was getting the better of him, and with Will's simple verbal suggestion his own cock jumped and leaked out a clear bead of pre, "And what part is that?” His paw slowly worked up and down his uncle's shaft, its own drops of pre oozing out near constantly and soaking into his paw fur.

  

  Will leaned in close to the younger husky with a mischievous toothy grin. His muzzle barely missed the boy's nose as he leaned even closer, lightly licking his cheek on the way to his ear. With a soft, playful whisper, almost a growl, he spoke with his nose just inside of his nephew's earlobe, "Suck my dick, pup.”

  

  The younger dog pulled back and nodded playfully, "Well, since you asked so nicely!” He chuckled and removed his paw from the older canine's cock, letting it bounce free of his grasp and poke out into the air, teasingly. He looked down to it and as soon as his eyes went over the glistening shaft of meat the heavenly scent of his uncle's musk invaded his nostrils.

  

  "You want it?” William smiled down at the boy's slightly flaring nostrils and smiled. "Let's make this easier for you.” He finally moved off of the boy, rolling onto his back and looking expectantly at the pup beside him.

  

  With a gentle smile, Ell sniffed at the scent again then rolled and lowered himself down to his uncle's pelvis, gulping hard as he put his snout just an inch away from the pulsing shaft. He watched it for a moment, and how it bob with the adult's heartbeat. Ell gulped again and with what very little time he had, did his best to remember how to proceed.

  

  The boy inched his muzzle forward and kissed Will's tip, following the peck with a nervous lick, and then with broader and bolder laps until finally, he slid the first few inches of his uncle into his muzzle.

  

  The elder husky's cock twitched in the pup's muzzle and he gripped the bed sheets to keep himself from grabbing the younger husky's head...figuring it best to let the boy go at his own pace.

  

  Elliot continued his torturous pace, slowly easing more of the doggy-dick into his muzzle with each passing second. He very gently suckled on what was in his mouth as his tongue lapped at the tip, tasting every drop of pre as it trickled out. He murred softly and questioningly glanced up to Will, and as soon as he saw his uncle strain to keep steady, he smiled and sank more of the pole into his mouth, stopping only when it's tip poked his throat, and the adults bushier pubic fur tickled his nose.

  

  Will finally relaxed as his cock sank completely in, unclenching his paws and opening his eyes to look down at the boy, "Am I the one who taught you to be such a tease?” He took in a deep breath and closed his eyes again as he petted his nephew's head.

  

  The younger canine blushed slightly and looked back down to the task at hand. His eyes shut gently while he sucked harder on his uncle's cock, working his muzzle up and down. He wasn't moving any more than an inch, though, and repeatedly plunged its tip into the beginning of his throat. The constant rubbing of his throat irritated him slightly, but not enough to stop or miss a beat, at least not until he got some reaction, negative or positive from his uncle.

  

  William's toes curled and his face strained; he was trying not to give in. He couldn't even relax enough to moan, not with his paw where it was, or he'd be in danger of face fucking his nephew. Finally, though, he couldn't control himself anymore and he moved his paw away from the boy's head, as his toes shot straight and he relaxed in a long, whining moan.

  

  Ell enthusiastically continued the blowjob as he had learned from his week of experience. He slowly increased how much of his Will's cock he extracted from his muzzle with each bob as his gentle sucking increased in intensity, not nearly to the point of an over-eager first attempt, but still strong. And all the while, he murred more and more deeply, amateurishly trying to emulate the deep vibrating purr of a certain orange feline.

  

  With every passing second, he was getting more and more into his task. He loved the taste that swirled around inside his mouth, and he loved the intoxicating aroma that simply rose up from the older husky's crotch. The moans of his lover were his drive, the thought of satisfying another male made his head swell with ecstasy, and his own cock gave out anxious but proud spurts of pre.

  

  The elder dog beneath him breathed in heavy, rapid succession, trying to catch himself long enough to speak, but finding it difficult. After a few moments of deeper more deliberate breaths, though, he managed. "Ell, kiddo? Let up for a second.” He put his paw on the boy's muzzle and lightly pushed at it to make him quit.

  

  Elliot obliged and pulled up and off of his uncle's dick, giving its tip a teasing lick. His muzzle spread in a warm smile as his eyes opened and looked dreamily up at his seemingly exhausted uncle, "Is something wrong?”

  

  Will let out a long, relaxed sigh, finally free from the boy's teasing, "Everything's fine. I just thought that a,” he sat up and leaned forward, grabbing his nephew by his tail and thigh, "new position was in order.” Between his manhandling and Ell's fumbled assistance, soon enough he had the pup turned around completely and on his side, his muzzle still in line with Will's shaft, as his uncle's nose brushed against his, "I doubt you object.”

  

  With the slight bump against his ignored, sensitive member, the younger husky let out a desperate yip, but his cock seeped out a welcoming droplet of pre. "Uhm...yeah. This'll work,” he smiled down at his uncle and then focused his attention back to Will's tasty red meat. He swallowed his excess saliva and what pre was already in his mouth, and then leaned forward again, beginning the blowjob anew with renewed energy.

  

  Wasting little time, himself, William licked from his nephew's leaking tip, down across his still forming knot and his bunched sheath, and finally to his tightened balls. He nuzzled and licked there for a moment, enjoying the smell before planting small suckling kisses from there, back to the tip, and letting it slide in between his lips.

  

  Ell gave out a muffled whine of pleasure, and his suckling's ferocity suddenly increased. His cock finally getting the attention it had been begging for flooded his senses and made him writhe against Will, pushing his shorter cock into his uncle's muzzle, as his paws on his uncle's ass pulled the adult deeper into his own.

  

  The elder canine did nothing to fight his nephew's thrusting or his more aggressive blow job, instead simply allowing the boy to have his fun. With one paw on the small of the pup's back, and the other lightly caressing his teenaged sack, he just bobbed and twisted his head, allowing the boy's cock in as deep as it would go. On one deep, prodding penetration into the back of his muzzle, he even gave the boy's balls a firm, encouraging squeeze and tug, for the reward of a burst of pre as his nephew's cock withdrew.

  

  Elliot whined again, pushing his uncle's cock into his cheek to more easily verbalize his pleasure -- or at least whine -- more easily. He whimpered loudly and prodded the insides of his muzzle with Will's tip, coating the entire inside of his mouth with a thin layer of pre. Feeling his own knot harden painfully, he brought his paw to Will's cock base and teasingly petted the older knot with his furry fingers, coaxing a large rewarding spurt of pre into his own maw, just as his uncle had done with him.

  

  Will wondered how much more of this he could take before giving his nephew a real taste of him. He'd always loved to 69. The smell, the taste, and everything else he liked about giving head mixed in with everything he liked about GETTING head made it one of his favorite things to do, and doing it with his own nephew was even better. He didn't feel like he was getting close, but he'd been surprised before.

  

  The younger dog choked down another inch of his uncle's pole into his throat, sucking on nearly his entire length all at once while his lips kissed and rubbed his knot. It was becoming too much for the boy, and what little bit of his rational mind was left, was soon overrun with the urge to climax and to get Will to do the same. With both paws, he took a firm grasp of the older fur's ass and pulled him close, as he draped a leg over his head, trying to hold the adult tight to get more of his cock sucked. His desperation getting the better of him, he even completely ignored the courtesy to warn his uncle of his rapidly approaching orgasm, but his uncharacteristic roughness and his river of pre were probably good enough signs.

  

  William simply returned in kind, pushing his hips against his nephew's muzzle, and trying to feed him even more of his dick, while at the same time allowing Ell as deep into his muzzle and throat as the boy could go. He wrapped his arm around Ell's waist and held on tight as his other paw, wrapped around the boy's leg and rubbed his knot and balls. He felt himself growing closer and closer, now, and he knew Ell wasn't far either, as both his and the younger husky's hips were grinding into each other's faces.

  

  With a muffled, wet moan around the shaft in his mouth, Ell signaled audibly to the world of his climax, followed immediately by a strong jet of his cum into his uncle's mouth. Realizing it was useless to moan, the husky jammed his uncle's maleness into his maw, sucking on it hard while his tongue roughly rubbed Will's tip, urging his cum to come out as well. He murred deeply as he continued, several more jets of his thick cum shooting from his own cock as his knot hardened and pushed against Will's lips, trying instinctively to tie with his muzzle.

  

  The elder husky let the boy's tip in as far as it could go, and swallowed the flow of cum as quickly as he could. He could feel it going down his throat, his nephew's scent peaking as it invaded his nose, and the boy's knot pulsing against his nose and lips; it, along with the warmth and suction of the boy's muzzle and throat, was more than he could take, and he felt himself humping against the boy as his own cock erupted in his mouth.

  

  Elliot kept right on sucking as the first globs of cum invaded his mouth and throat. Unfortunately, though, after managing to swallow the first strands, he stopped for a breath and immediately choked on the increasing volume of the musky canine spunk in his mouth. A generous amount of his saliva and Will's cum leaked out of his muzzle, soaking into and staining his puffy cheek-fur, but he didn't care. He pulled back and simply let his uncle shoot through the air and into his open maw, as the spurting slowed, trickled out, then stopped completely.

  

  Will slowly eased the pup's dick out of his mouth as well. Ell's ropes of cum had finished firing long before his own, but he'd kept the boy in his muzzle, milking it for all it was worth as he rode out his own orgasm. Done now, he let Ell fall out of his muzzle as he rolled over, basking in the afterglow and letting his nephew go about his gentle licking to clean the older husky's cock and groin.

  

  Both his paws' grips had softened into a gentled kneading as the younger canine continued to clean Will's softening cock, sheath, balls, and pubic fur. His slick tongue lapped up all of the cum off his cock, then groomed the fur around his crotch, making sure it was clean and presentable before he finally pulled back.

  

  With a soft, contented sigh and a smile, the boy looked down at his uncle, watching him rest gently for a moment before he spoke, "Better than before, right?”

  

  William smiled softly at the pup, "Well, it should be!” He took a deep breath and stretched a bit, "You've had a weeklong crash course from a pair of very sexy, very experienced, and very horny furs.” He, without sitting up, opened his arms wide and beckoned his nephew with his fingers to come into the hug.

  

  Ell smiled wide, like a child with a new toy, and crawled up into his uncle's loving grasp, his spent cock still hard and bouncing around with his every movement, "Thanks Will! Sorry I didn't say anything this time, you know, before I finished.” Hesitantly, Ell laid on the older husky's chest, not sure whether or not to fully put his weight on his uncle.

  

  "Yeah...a week ago, I would have cared.” The elder dog held the pup close, "Since I've finally relaxed and just let myself...be me...I'm starting to find I actually like it. Though...honestly, I think Aaron tastes a little better than you.” He lightly tickled at his nephew's sides, "No offense.”

  

  Elliot's muzzle broke in a smile as he squirmed slightly, fighting the urge to be ticklish, "It's okay. Hunter tastes a lot better than you. No offense.” He winked and laid his head onto Will's chest, absently continuing as he snuggled with his uncle, "So...it's only gay if you like the taste?”

  

  Will chuckled and responded jokingly, "Exactly! See? You're catching on.” He snuggled closer to the teenager in his arms and started to close his eyes, only to have them shoot back open, "Shit!”

  

  The younger husky's ears perked up, but he didn't move, "What's wrong.”

  

  "It's just...with everything else, and then us coming in here,” William shook his head, "I completely forgot about something I meant to talk to you about!”

  

  With a confused, concerned look Ell turned to his uncle, "What's that?”

  

  The elder canine smiled a wide and mischievous looking grin, "I met someone very interesting yesterday. And I thought I should tell you about him.” He raised an eyebrow and continued slowly, "Aaron's older brother. You know him?”

  

  Elliot thought for a moment then shook his muzzle, "No. I don't even know Aaron. In fact, I didn't even know Aaron was his NAME before today.”

  

  "Well, his brother seems to know you.” Will paused for another moment, "Are you sure you've never met him? Polite guy, big for a rabbit, goes by the name of Stan?”


  ~


  There we go! The Masters continues!


  *

  Starring:

  Oloroso Rhone

  as William Masters

  and Kristoff Masters
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  *


  If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account here at

  http://phil-anthro-pist.sofurry.com/


  Yeah...this was TOTALLY just an excuse to make Elliot and Will fuck again.

  

  But in other news, Elliot just found out about the Hunter/Stan/Aaron connection!

  I bet next he gets to find out about what gossip has been spread about him behind his back...


  Though, shouldn't the most important news be...

  What would Hunter & Aaron think about what Will & Elliot just did together?


  SIDE NOTE: My friend Shultz and I worked very hard on coming up with this title. We settled on Fidelity because it has multiple meanings. It can mean trust (like how everyone is growing closer and more trusting of one another with who and what they are...except Will & Elliot are still hiding their relationship, and no one trusts Robyn)...but it's most common modern meaning is being faithful in a relationship, which Ell and Will aren't doing a great job of right now. ^_^


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at theottercoon[at]gmail.com


  See you for the next 4 chapters of The Masters!

  ...for the next 4 chapters of A Warm Bed!

  ...and, in due time...Sibirskaia!


  The Masters Chapter 12


  The Masters...

  ...of Revelation

  

  

  (September 23rd)

  

  It was just another Monday at Sibirskaia high.

  

  Bells rang, and students squeezed through hallways long ago too narrow for the mass of life they were expected to corral. Teachers robotically repeated the same lessons they'd given a semester ago, and would give again a semester away. Some students listened, some slept, and some faced disciplinary action for various levels of disobedience and insubordination. But everyone, teacher and student alike, awaited lunch and its respite free of classroom monotony.

  

  And for one specific sophomore tiger: this was especially true.

  

  Hunter Thurman had more reason to look forward to lunch this particular Monday, than usual. Today, Sibirskaia's freshman were shut up in a number of auditorium seated rooms, facing the tedium of yet another standardized placement test...and the canid object of Hunter's affection -- one Elliot Masters -- was among them.

  

  As such, their gym class today had been replaced with study hall. Hunter was one of only a couple of non-freshmen in the class, and there was no point in holding gym for only three students. Not that Hunter minded having the class off, of course, but he DID miss his husky.

  

  And so, the tiger greeted the end of study hall with a happy and expectant smile. Certainly Elliot would be done with his test in time to eat, and that was greater reason for Hunter to look forward to lunch than any amount of food or academic respite.

  

  However, Elliot's wasn't the first face he'd seen, and at the moment, he found himself in conversation with his old friend, Michael Taylor. And the subject at hand was the events of Friday evening...

  

  It had become pretty obvious, early this Monday, that everyone who knew either Hunter or Ell, had heard about their Friday night date. It hadn't exactly become a school wide news-bulletin like they were worried it would -- 'Attention: Sophomore Tiger and Freshman Husky spotted on homosexual outing!' -- but the rumor, mild as it was, had spread at least throughout their individual circles of friends and acquaintances, and slightly beyond.

  

  Hunter had heard his share of snide remarks over it, but, seeing as it was still only a rumor, and anyone who'd heard it held some form of friendship for the tiger, no one took their remarks very far. Most were just inquiries disguised as euphemisms, from those wondering if the rumor was true, or mostly harmless jokes from those who knew it WAS. Most.

  

  Michael, though, was different. Mic was a close friend, a former 'playmate' in his own right, and had actually spoken to them on the date...so Hunter figured he'd indulge the hyena's curiosity.

  

  "Yeah, Mic, the movie was good enough.” Hunter leaned against the wall in the cafeteria as he spoke to the Hyena in front of him, "but the rest of the night was much better.”

  

  Michael was far better groomed than the mangy hyena stereotype would have one believe, but he was still every bit a hyena, and the laughter on his lips proved that not all stereotypes were so easily avoidable. So far, his friend's story sounded like a basic date, but 'the rest of the night' bit sounded like it would make for a much better story. "And? What happened? Does the pup fuck on the first date,” Mic put his money into the machine before him while he glanced impishly at the cat, "like I do?”

  

  Hunter just chuckled softly, "That depends on your definition of the word: 'fuck.' Because he and I have never done anything more than oral.” He shrugged lightly, "But, since neither you nor I have raised tail for one another...then yes! Exactly like you!” Hunter stepped up and pushed his friend out of the way after he'd gotten his very nutritious bag of chips, and went about putting his own money in, "Though technically you and I never had a date, either...first or otherwise.”

  

  The hyena retrieved his chips quickly, trying to ensure no one saw him with his head by the tiger's crotch, especially with the news floating around. With a claw he popped open his bag and began munching while Hunter retrieved his own, "Well is he any good at it? Oral that is.”

  

  "He's getting there. He's very inexperienced.” Hunter snatched his own even more nutritious cinnamon roll and stood back up, "But I could really care less. This isn't about sex. I've had sex of one kind or another with plenty of people.” He smiled at one of those people, Mic, as he opened his sugary treat, "But I've never taken anyone else on a date and risked outing myself to the whole school.” He held it to his lips, "this one's worth it,” and took a bite.

  

  "Oh yeah?” Mic ate a chip with a mocking grin, "I'm glad to see he's here with you to celebrate the glorious 'outing,' then! Instead of him, though, you found me, and now everyone's gonna' think I'm cruising for a date. So where's he at?” The hyena looked around for the specific husky in question, but with no luck.

  

  "He should be here soon.” The tiger tapped his snack against the side of his muzzle, "He's a freshman, remember? So he's taking that placement test thing.” He lowered his paw, treat and all, "But he should be done soon. I seem to remember us all finishing around the beginning of lunch last year...”

  

  Mic ate another chip and walked slowly towards the cafeteria's exit, guiding his friend along with him, "You don't think anyone's hasslin' him, do you?”

  

  "With him having been testing this whole time?” Hunter followed close behind, "I doubt it. But I'm sure it's coming,” he let out a sigh, "and I'm just hoping I can protect him from it as much as I can.”

  

  The hyena nodded and scowled at a group of whispering, giggling freshman -- certainly classmates of Elliot's who the dog would rather not have heard the rumor, but obviously had. But before he could say anything, or continue his conversation with his tiger friend, he stopped and turned to the cat. "Well I guess I'll leave you alone then,” he pointed a thumb toward the school's entrance, guiding Hunter to see a slightly slouched husky entering, "cause here he comes.”

  

  Hunter broke into a wide smile and waved absently at Mic, neither saying another word as the hyena went about his business. Taking another bite of his snack, Hunter nearly bounded forward to meet up with and stop Ell before he got too far through door, "Hey, Pup! I missed you in PE today.”

  

  Elliot nodded and gave him a half hearted smile, "I...I missed you too. But we need to talk.” With that short introduction, he pulled a small note from his pocket, folded into a delicate little package, "Or, I guess not so much talking. It...here: it's all in the letter...”

  

  The tiger took hold of and blinked at the note, "Wait...what?” He felt a sudden sinking in his stomach, all manner of worries falling down on him as he looked at the folded paper. Something was wrong, and every idea suddenly flooding into his mind brought him to the same conclusion: his first real relationship might already be on the verge of ending. But why? He chuckled nervously, though, trying to convince himself that he was wrong. "Elliot, you're scarin' me a little bit, sweetheart. What's this about? D-don't make me read it in a note.”

  

  Ell laid his ears back as a loud comment from a passer-by broke the silence before he responded. He gulped and looked around, noticing a few furs in the cafeteria were paying him and the cat a bit more attention than he'd like. "I don't want to talk about it here. Let's go somewhere else...please?”

  

  "Sure, hun. Let's head outside...” Hunter put his paw with the note in it on his friend's shoulder and motioned back at the entrance Ell came in through.

  

  The husky walked with Hunter silently, biting his lip as he trying to quickly muster the courage to say what was on his mind. It was so much easier to just write it down. Outside, Ell sighed deeply and began, simply spewing out the first thing that was bothering him, "Why did you lie to me Hunter?”

  

  Hunter had his mouth open when the question hit him, having been about to ask Ell if this was all about the other kids at the school. Apparently it wasn't. He blinked and his brow furrowed, "I lied? When?”

  

  Elliot gulped and took in a shaky breath, already feeling a bit queasy about the conversation, "I asked you how much you had told Stan about me. You said you hadn't told him any of the really personal stuff, but you did.” He looked up to the tiger, his knees and jaw quivering slightly; he was obviously new to this sort of thing.

  

  "Oh fuck. I'm sorry. I didn't think it would be that big of...a...” the tiger stopped and looked down, not having actually let that sink in before he responded. "Wait. How could you even know about that?” he looked back up, more confused now than anything.

  

  "Stan...his brother Aaron knows my uncle Will. And this weekend, they BOTH met my dad!” Ell helplessly crossed his arms over his stomach, "So, now Stan knows, and Aaron knows, and even my DAD knows what we've done!” He motioned with his snout and a gentle wave of his paw toward the school entrance, "Who's next?? I mean, everyone at school knows we went out, now, but I don't want them to know about everything we've done, too...like in the showers or what happened Friday after the movie...”

  

  "And they're not going to, Ell,” Hunter put his paw on his friend's shoulder. "Are your uncle, your dad, Stan's brother, or Stan gonna' tell them? Are we?”

  

  "No...but...” the husky looked down and shuffled his feet nervously, "They're still more furs who know, already, than I wanted to know! Nobody else was supposed to find out about this. It's our personal lives: our relationship, Hunter.”

  

  "But they already knew!” Hunter shot back more defensively than he should. "After Friday night, your dad and your uncle knew about...our personal life...anyway. So what if Stan told them a little bit more? Did it cause you extra trouble or something?”

  

  Elliot shrunk away from the harsh response, "It's not about the problems it started, Hunter. It's that you lied! And that you knew how important it was to me for us to keep it a secret, but you told Stan anyway.”

  

  The tiger flinched at the words and put his paw on his forehead; Ell was right, and he knew it, "I'm sorry. You're right. I...I know. I shouldn't have lied, and I'm sorry, but it's not like you would listen to me about it.” He tried, in some way, to defend his decision, nonetheless, "Stan's like my dad, Elliot. And we have such a close relationship BECAUSE we're so open with each other. He and my grandmother are really the only family I have left, and I tried to explain that to you, but...” he sighed and stopped himself, looking down as the gravity of his boyfriend's feelings finally dawned on him finally, "...and the fact that you still fought me so hard on it should have proven how important it all was to you.”

  

  "Thank you...”

  

  "But, for the record, I'm not the only one who hasn't been completely truthful.”

  

  Ell gulped and looked away from Hunter, confessing before he said anything too serious, "Okay! Okay, I told Will some stuff too.”

  

  "Exactly!” Hunter actually snapped a little bit, "I knew it! Right when all of this first came up, last week, I knew that I wasn't the only one lying. The way you talk about Will -- all guarded and secretive, with this tone of admiration in your voice just this side of idolizing the guy -- I could tell how important he was to you, and I KNEW you were gonna' tell him about us, too.” He held his paws up in shrug, "But you're upset with ME? It bothers you enough to get onto me like this, and even write me a note, when you told Will TOO?”

  

  The husky let his head hang low, not sure whether to feel guilty for getting mad at the tiger or to cry because of how insensitive his friend was being about it. Just above a whisper he responded the only way he knew how, "Will's different though.”

  

  Seeing the husky break like that calmed Hunter down immediately, if not just because his point had actually sunk in with the younger fur, then also because of the look that was on his face now: a defeated frown that the tiger just couldn't bear to see. "Ell, I'm sorry I lied. I'm sorry it hurt you, I really am. But don't you see there's a double standard here? You're allowed to tell Will whatever you want, but I can't say anything to Stan?” He gently lifted Ell's muzzle, "How is Will so much different?”

  

  Elliot tried and failed to gulp, his stomach burning and his throat dry, "Will's like my friend, more than anything...one of my few good friends. A-and I know I can trust him to keep the secret. He and I are...are like you and Mic.”

  

  "I think I get your point, but Stan and I have the same kind of relationship, Ell,” the tiger smiled comfortingly and lightly petted Ell's cheek, not quite catching his boyfriend's point yet. "I'm not mad that you told Will. I'm not even mad about the note and everything. I just want you to see that it's no different than me telling Stan.” He let his paw drop and let out a soft chuckle, "For the record though, Mic and I aren't really that close, Pup. We're just friends who've fooled ar-” he stopped cold in the middle of his sentence and took a more full look at the husky in front of him -- the way he was standing and the look on his face -- and finally let what he'd just said, and how he'd said it, sink in "...wait.”

  

  Ell kept his head hanging low, the weight of what he'd just said seemingly pulling it down. He could feel the tension in the air as the sudden realization of how serious he was with Will finally set in with his friend, and he couldn't even look at the cat as it happened.

  

  Hunter just blinked at the husky for a moment. "You don't mean that...” he paused and gulped hard, feeling sick at his stomach. "Fuck. You do! Th-that's why he already knew you were gay! I...I wasn't your first at all.” He started taking deeper breaths and took a step back, "Fuck, Ell.”

  

  Elliot looked up, his eyes red and the fur on his cheeks already sagging with moisture, "Hunter...please...” he looked around at the surprisingly sparse amount of furs who were watching their fight, but despite the audience, it was everything he could do to not go to tears on the spot. "L-let me explain,” he took a step forward to try and console his friend.

  

  But the tiger Hunter pulled back from the touch, "No. Just...just no!” He shook his head, still breathing heavily, "You start in on me for lying about what I told Stan and you've been hiding,” he paused, "hiding THIS!?” He shook his head again, "No. Just...just leave me alone. I don't wanna' talk to you anymore.” He threw his paws up at the end, and turned back toward the entrance to the school, walking into and past the quiet onlookers.

  

  Ell watched on as Hunter left him, and then glanced to the onlookers and quickly down to his feet. He bit his lip hard, doing his best to keep from all-out crying or running away; he couldn't afford to make an even bigger scene. With a slight sniffle and a hiccup, he turned and headed toward another part of the school, away from the crowds and the gossip. He sought only refuge and privacy from a world which seemed to be crumbling around him entirely.

  

  And inside the cafeteria again, Hunter's ear twitched at the snickering and the muttered comment of a nearby fur -- the same comments he'd been ignoring all day. His head turned sharply, and he saw the snickering underclassmen staring at him. Four strides and he was on top of one of the younger furs, lifting him up and pressing him against the wall, "Say somethin' else!!”

  

  Under the large cat's eyes, the underclassman froze, and the others around them fell silent for the few long moments until Hunter put him back on his feet. No matter how much he wanted to, there was no point in hurting the ignorant little fur. He wasn't really the problem.

  

  He turned again, away from the group, and past Mic, who he only waved off dismissively as he disappeared into a nearby hallway.

  

  ~

  

  A town away, an older husky sat in his office with an open manuscript spread out before him. With a breath, William Masters closed the folder on his desk and pushed it aside as his daily ritual began. First came the closing and moving of the folder, then the anxious readjusting in his chair, and finally the scanning of his desk for any other work too prudent to be put off.

  

  As usual, there was no such thing. His old monitor clicked and buzzed as it powered on, and his computer's desktop lit up with an artist's rendering of a confrontation between a shadowy beast and a bruised, beaten, and nearly nude otter. It was a bit of illustration that had been used for one of the company's books, and he had taken a liking to it mostly because of the inclusion of an uncovered male ass portrayed in such a work-safe format.

  

  Next came the appearance of his thumb drive out from within the folds of his pocket, followed by its insertion, his computer's suggestions on how to handle the arrival of this new storage device, and a few mouse clicks which lead him, quickly, to opening document simply titled 'Chapter 4.'

  

  The document scrolled quickly, a flash of illegible text zipping from the bottom of the window to the top, and halted on page 10, where the mass of text found its abrupt end.

  

  And the ritual continued...just as every other day...with the soft, muted tap of a finger against his space bar: never so soft as to go unheard, and never so hard as to insert a space to the end of the text. His eyes scanned the final paragraph again and again...

  

  His characters were in a robust capital city, and they were in route for an ancient palace. All he had to do was describe the city on their trek. It was simple, it was inconsequential, and it had proved nigh impossible. As so many times before, he knew what to say...but had no clue how to say it.

  

  Two space were inserted, followed by a series of new letters - 'The houses w' - but, just as quickly, they were gone and his cursor returned to a spot two empty spaces from where it had begun. Not 'houses.' Houses wasn't the right word.

  

  And that's when his phone rang.

  

  His ritual, as had happened more than once since his chance encounter with his newest client, and oldest friend, was cut short today. His book could wait...it could always wait.

  

  Aaron had arrived for lunch.

  

  ~

  

  Elliot Masters, now back inside the walls of the school, ascended the stairs to its second floor. And there, free of the prying eyes of the cafeteria below, he finally let himself cry in abandon: sniffling, hiccupping, and sobbing without shame.

  

  He'd lost his appetite and any interest in spending lunch with the students of Sibirskaia High, least of all at this moment: Hunter. Instead, he decided simply to head on to his next class early. With any luck, Mr. Hammond would be gone to lunch, but, even if he wasn't, one pair of prying eyes was better than hundreds.

  

  Along the way, he passed another teacher he knew, Mr. Callaway, but he averted his eyes from the raccoon, not interested in being stopped for questions. Luckily, Mr. Callaway had his own concerns, and was no more interested than Elliot...and the two passed in silence.

  

  As the husky drew closer to the room, he was greeted with the sound of country music coming from the open door: old country music, at that. Mr. Hammond was there. But, undaunted, and with nowhere else to go, the boy pressed on into the room, tossing his backpack to the floor and immediately burying his muzzle in his arms as he sat down at the nearest desk.

  

  Barely a second later, the music stopped with a click, and Elliot flinched. He liked Mr. Hammond: he was a good teacher, friendly, only appropriately strict to those who deserved it or would be motivated by it, and seemed to genuinely care. But Ell wasn't so certain, even with Mr. Hammond, if he had any interest in talking.

  

  Nonetheless, though, the fox's soft voice soon broke the new silence, "Elliot...?”

  

  The husky didn't lift his head, but he did his best to stop crying. It was no simple feat, though, and before he could answer, he fought through one final fit of sniffling and hiccupping, "W-what?”

  

  "Do...do you need someone to talk to?” Elliot could hear his teacher's footsteps drawing him closer.

  

  The teenager rubbed his eyes against his arms and then looked up to his teacher, shakily breathing as he tried to both calm his fit of crying and to think of how best to explain the situation. "I...I screwed it all up!” though, was all he could manage, as more tears flowed from his reddened eyes and into his cheek fur.

  

  The elder fox let out a short sigh, holding a silent paw up at the boy. Before he could sit down, he walked to the door and pushed it closed, "Try to calm down Elliot, and just talk to me.” He turned back, walked to the husky, finally sitting down in the desk beside him, and turned to face him, "Is this...is this about the rumors going around? If some of the students are bothering you, you know that's not your fault.”

  

  Ell jumped slightly, not expecting his teacher to have heard anything, "R-rumors? You've heard them too?”

  

  Mr. Hammond just nodded gently, "I just overheard some of your friends. Don't worry; it's not like it's going around the teacher's lounge or anything.”

  

  The husky nodded back, and then wiped his eyes onto his sleeves, inhaling a deep, calming breath, before he attempted again to clarify the situation, "It's not about that anyway. I just screwed things up...with...” a quick hiccup interrupted him, "with Hunter.”

  

  "The rumors then...they aren't just empty talk? You two are...” Mr. Hammond trailed off, instead of finishing the sentence.

  

  "Mm-hmm...” Elliot kept his mouth shut, afraid of crying even more if he opened his muzzle at all.

  

  "What happened, Elliot? I'm sure you didn't screw anything up. It's probably just a little fight.” The elder fox simply tilted his head, "Couples have them all the time. Just tell me what happened. I'm sure it's not all that bad.”

  

  Elliot hiccupped and sniffled again, choking on his words and forcing an uncomfortably long silence between them as he recovered and began anew, "He...I told him something...personal.” He breathed deeply and exhaled a sigh, "and he got mad and left me. I thought he'd understand, or at least TRY to...but he didn't even...he didn't want to hear it.”

  

  "What were you trying to tell him?” Mr. Hammond didn't pause long enough for Ell to respond, "I don't mean to pry, and you don't have to share any more than you want to. It's just...well: I can help more if I at least know a little.”

  

  The husky shook his head and looked away from the fox's gaze, "It's private.”

  

  "Elliot...Ell...it's okay. I promise that whatever you say won't leave this room.” Mr. Hammond put his paw on his student's desk and tilted his head again, "You don't have to be specific...but I want to help, and to do that I need to know at least a little bit about why he got so mad.”

  

  Despite calming down, Ell gave out another broken hiccup, biting his lip and fidgeting his paws nervously. His stomach hurt, his head hurt, he still felt like he was going to cry, and his nervous stomach was threatening to come up on him, but from prior experience he knew it would be best to talk, "I...I lied to Hunter...”

  

  The elder fox raised an eyebrow, "And he wouldn't let you explain or apologize? Must have been quite the lie.”

  

  Elliot looked away from Mr. Hammond again, interpreting his 'must have been quite the lie' remark as an insensitive joke.

  

  "Whoa! I didn't mean anything bad by that. It's just that I know Hunter too. I had him last year, and I don't see him acting like this over nothing. If he did, though, I'm sure he'll listen to reason, and I have no problem talking to him for you...” Mr. Hammond paused, "...but that all depends on the lie.”

  

  The husky pulled his paws across his stomach defensively, just wanting to hide from the world and have everything be right again. "I told him I was a virgin...” he took a deep breath. "And, today...when I told him who my first really was...” he just trailed off, not wanting to repeat the outcome again.

  

  "I see.” Mr. Hammond looked down for a second and then back up, "You care about him a lot, don't you?”

  

  Ell wiped his eyes on his sleeve again, "I do...and I don't know why I lied.”

  

  "Don't beat yourself up about this, Elliot.” The elder fox put his paw on his student's shoulder, "It's not the end of the world, I promise. This happens to a lot of people. Just last week I learned a pretty big lesson about all this honesty stuff, myself.” He smiled a wide comforting smile, "I promise you: everything will be okay. It shouldn't matter if you were with someone before him OR who it was.”

  

  Elliot kept looking down at his lap, feeling positive that it DID matter who it was with, especially when it was his own uncle, "Mr. Hammond...he hates me now.”

  

  "I'm sure he doesn't.” Mr. Hammond lightly rubbed Ell's shoulder, "In fact, I think he cares about you more than you think. And that's why he's so upset about all of this.” He moved his paw away, "How about this? You make me a promise, and I'll talk to him for you and get this all squared away.”

  

  The husky looked up at his vulpine teacher, questioning his sincerity, "Y-you will?”

  

  "Depends on the promise,” Mr. Hammond smiled wider. "And here it is. Lying will only hurt you. It very recently nearly ruined something special for me and someone very important to me...and hurt someone else in the process. So, you promise me that you'll be honest with Hunter, and avoid problems like this in the future...and I'll talk to him for you.”

  

  "I promise! I won't lie to Hunter anymore,” Ell smiled nervously at his teacher, and rubbed his face again to try and clean himself off.

  

  The elder fox pointed with a smirk, "No hiding things either!” He stood up, "Hiding your feelings can cause a bunch of problems too.” He started back toward his desk, "Even if that isn't what started all of this for YOU...it's still helpful advice.” He sat down, "Now, since you're here, is there anything you'd like to listen to?”

  

  Elliot smiled again more widely. He felt better knowing that Mr. Hammond was going to talk with Hunter, but he was still worried that it wouldn't turn out like the fox had promised. "Uhm...what do you have?”

  

  "Lots of things!”

  

  "Uhm...” It took the husky a moment to think of something, "In the City? By The Eagles?”

  

  "Surprisingly enough...” Mr. Hammond chuckled and went about clicking with his mouse to find the song.

  

  ~

  

  "Don't enjoy yourself too much, honey.” Kristoff Masters slipped his robe over his body, clad otherwise in only a pair of boxers, as he prepared for the lazy remnants of his Monday evening, "And remember, Robyn, a detachable showerhead can never really replace a live male participant.”

  

  On that note, Kris made his way out of the bedroom with a silent roll of his eyes in response to his wife's casual 'show's what you know' from the adjacent master bath.

  

  Now, with her distracted, he could finally feel comfortable talking to his son. When he and Elliot first talked about how they would handle the boy's new life, and keep it from his mother, it seemed like an easy enough arrangement. He hadn't realized how hard it was going to be to get away from her, though.

  

  Down the hall, and with a soft knock on the door, he pushed slowly into the darkness of Elliot's room. "Kiddo...?”

  

  Aside from the glowing computer screen and dim desk lamp, the younger husky sat in darkness, looking back and forth between a few pieces of paper and the monitor as he typed. It was getting late and he needed to finish his English homework, but he could still make time for his father, even if his sarcastic attitude and response were less than welcoming, "It's open.”

  

  Kristoff closed the door behind him slowly, "Wanna' step away from the work for a second?” He walked in and sat down against the edge of his son's bed, "Your mother's finally busy. This has been my first chance to come check on you.”

  

  Ell nodded, continued with his work just long enough to save it and then turned in his desk chair to more easily face his father. "I'm fine, Dad.” but his face and muzzle easily told the older fur that that wasn't exactly the truth.

  

  "Elliot,” the older canine continued in a less authoritative, more caring tone, "I told you that you could come talk to me if something was wrong. After last Friday, there's no reason for you to withdraw now. Not much left to hide.” He patted the bed beside him, "Come on over and talk to me. Take the opportunity before your mom gets out of the bath.”

  

  Elliot stayed silent for a moment, his stomach beginning to silently act up again, seemingly burning a hole in his abdomen, "No Dad, really: it's nothing.” He motioned to his remaining homework, "I've just got a lot of stuff I need to do.”

  

  Kris let his paw sit where he'd been patting, only moving it when he realized Elliot wasn't going to sit by him. He couldn't honestly say he was surprised. Their new bond notwithstanding, a teenager was still a teenager, and being withdrawn was nothing new. That wouldn't deter him from trying, though, "Elliot, you've been moping around all day, and I've caught you more than once with a wet muzzle.” He tilted his head slightly, "What kind of father would I be if I just sat by and did nothing?”

  

  The younger dog kept quiet for a longer moment this time, but eventually he rose from his seat and repositioned himself by his father's side, to the elder's surprise. The boy crossed his arms over his stomach defensively and began anew, "Dad, I appreciate that you care, and that I can go to you...but I just don't want you to pry, this time. It been a rough week, but I'll be okay. If...if I think I can't handle it any more, I'll ask for your help, then...okay?”

  

  "Well at least let me cover my fatherly bases.” Kristoff stood up and put a paw on his son's shoulder, talking in a more authoritative tone again, "Does this have anything to do with school? Grades? Disciplinary? You know if it's anything like that I'll be less mad now than if I find out later.” He lightly squeezed the younger husky's shoulder, knowing he was wrong, but feeling obligated to ask anyway.

  

  Ell looked down into his lap and shook his head once, "No...”

  

  "And I'm sure it has nothing to do with the law,” the older husky posed, as more of a joke.

  

  Elliot looked up to his father, somewhat entertained by that, but his muzzle still showing neither a complete smile nor a complete frown, "No.”

  

  Kris moved his muzzle in a motion beckoning his son to stand, "Get up for a second.”

  

  The younger canine stood as direct, cupping his hands together, so his upset stomach didn't seem as obvious.

  

  Kristoff pulled the littler husky into a hug, "Just remember that I love you, Elliot. If you need me at all, you know where to find me.” He rubbed his son's back, "But if you don't wanna' talk, that's okay too.”

  

  Naturally, as most teens would, Ell felt uncomfortable with the hug from his father, but after only a few seconds, he accepted it, unclasping his paws and returning the hug, happy to have the comfort where ever he could get it right now, "I love you too Dad. Thank you.”

  

  The older dog let go and turned to walk away. "And, by the way, if you wanna' skip school tomorrow so you don't have to see him again, so soon,” he looked back with a soft, knowing smile, "I'll tell your mom you're sick.”

  

  Elliot just stood there silently, his jaw slacked in shock and disbelief, "Er...I uhm...I'll think about it?”

  

  As he left, Kris had to restrain a laugh. He could barely believe his boy really thought it wasn't obvious what was wrong, "Try not to let it distract from your work, kiddo.”

  

  ~

  

  (September 24th)

  

  Tuesday came, like Tuesdays do, and Hunter was back at Sibirskaia High.

  

  Elliot, though, was nowhere to be seen. And to tell the truth, this morning, Hunter wasn't sure if that made him happy or sad. On the one paw, he'd gotten quite accustomed to seeing Elliot every morning before their first period class, and again at gym and the lunch break that followed...but on the other paw, after yesterday, he wasn't even sure if he could even face the dog now. And really, for that matter, he hadn't proved in much of a mood to face anyone, having already rudely dismissed even Mic's attempts at conversation.

  

  But, in the end, it was still early, and Ell still had time to show.

  

  Hunter, though, decided it best to give himself a few more classes to think, and to handle his next meeting with Ell once he was more awake. Gym is where they became friends anyway. It and the lunch break afterwards, they was like home field for them. Maybe it was best handled there, anyway.

  

  And so, instead of waiting around, he marched up the stairs to the school's second story, and pointed himself toward his next class.

  

  "James, wait!”

  

  A voice caught his attention, and he shifted his gaze to the door of one of the school's glass-walled class rooms. There, he watched as one of his teachers this semester -- a new raccoon who preferred that his students call him by his first name, James, instead of his last, Callaway -- marched out and into the hall. And on his heels was Mr. Hammond, a fox that had been the cat's English teacher last year.

  

  Hunter couldn't help but smirk. At least he wasn't the only one buried in some sort of drama. And if he didn't know better, he would have sworn that the sound he heard in Mr. Hammond's voice was that of a lover's quarrel!

  

  Interesting. He'd always wondered about James...but not so much about the fox.

  

  However, they weren't his concern right now, and he continued on his way. He didn't make it far, though, before Mr. Hammond's voice rang out through the hall again...but this time it was deeper and more stern, and it was NOT directed at James.

  

  "Hunter!”

  

  ~

  

  Hours later, in the afternoon, William Masters found himself for the third time in two days staring at the open document before him: 'Chapter 4' of his still nameless novel. This time, though, he was in the comfort of his home, before his own personal computer, and fighting the urge to leave the document for the allure of his stash of porn.

  

  Again -- like the day before, which was interrupted by Aaron, and earlier this same day, which had produced a grand total of one new line -- his ritual went on: typing, deleting, typing, and deleting, until his frustration had built to the point of near-rage, culminating in a violent swat at his desk lamp, knocking it to the floor.

  

  With his forehead in his paws, he cursed his inability to make any real progress in his writing project, but was pulled away from his self pity by his ringing phone.

  

  With a sigh, he answered without even a glance at the ID, just happy to have the distraction, "Hello?”

  

  "Hey!” a cheerful voice responded.

  

  "Aaron!” Will nearly chirped, happy just to hear the rabbit's voice. "I missed you today.”

  

  "Yeah, sorry I was too busy to come by. We'll have lunch tomorrow, though.”

  

  "It's okay, I know.” The husky leaned back in his chair, "So what are you up to?”

  

  "I uhm...I actually called about something important.”

  

  "Oh?” and the dog leaned back up, just as quickly.

  

  "Yeah. Stanley just called me.” There was a short pause, "We need your help with something...”

  

  ~

  

  A short hour and a half later, just now the earliest minutes of evening, Will pulled his car to a stop, and shifted into park.

  

  He turned his gaze to the right, where, past Aaron's head, Kristoff and Elliot's house was framed by his car's window. Turning more, he looked into the back seat, where a nervous tiger sat, looking down at his lap. With a cough, he roused the boy's attention, "We're here, kid.”

  

  The tiger looked up from his lap, blinking in confusion as if he hadn't caught what the husky had said at first, "Wha-? Oh...y-yeah.” He turned his head, as well, to look out the back door's window, and at the house he'd only seen once before.

  

  The bunny riding shotgun, Aaron, looked to Will, and then, with the assistance of his sun visor's mirror, took a look at the nervous tiger as well, "You gonna' to be okay, Hunter?”

  

  "Not if it weren't for Stan and you,” Hunter stammered momentarily and looked at Will too, "Both of you.”

  

  Will shook his head, "Before you even think about it...we don't need to be thanked. Ell's my nephew...and you're his boyfriend.” His voice was oddly cold as he spoke, even though his words were kind, "What kind of uncle would I be if I didn't help?”

  

  Aaron shot the husky a glance, noting and disliking the tone. He understood Will had to be defensive of Elliot, but he didn't have to sound mean. Hoping to help, and lend some advice, the rabbit turned to face the tiger behind him properly, and not through a mirror, "If you don't mind my asking, Hunter, what happened with you and Ell?”

  

  William immediately looked down and then back up at the tiger with his eyes alone, unseen to the rabbit beside him. Will had spoken to Elliot...and he knew the answer.

  

  Hunter looked away from the bunny, "It...it's personal. Ell wouldn't want me to say.” And then he turned to look at Will, the following comment entirely for the husky's benefit, "I didn't even tell Stan.”

  

  At that, Will gave the tiger a small nod of approval, "I'm sure Ell would appreciate the privacy,” and his voice regained some small bit of its usual friendliness.

  

  Aaron nodded with a simple and quiet "Okay” before he situated himself back into his seat. "Does your brother know we're here, Will?” he asked as he undid his belt and put his paw on the door handle.

  

  "Not at all.” William reached over and put his paw on the rabbit's arm, "But I need you to sit out here for a minute, sweetie. My sister-in-law,” he glanced at Hunter too; Aaron had already been told, but the tiger needed to know too, "Well, she can be a twat when it comes to gay people. Let me make sure it's okay for her to even SEE you, before we start having you show up at her house. 'Kay Aaron?”

  

  In the back, Hunter opened his own door, but didn't step out yet. Somehow, he assumed Will had other reasons for not wanting the rabbit to follow them up...

  

  Aaron nodded and sat his paws in his lap. "Alright, you and Hunter go on ahead. Leave me...” he feigned a whimper at his Husky, hoping to lighten the mood a bit.

  

  "Nah, I'll be back for you in a minute, I'm sure. I just have to come up with a reasonable lie to explain who you are.” Will paused, "Toffy'll help, I'm sure...but try and butch up a bit while I'm gone.” A quick, dusty rabbit paw popped him in the arm immediately for that, as the dog opened his own door, "Ow! Mean! Come on, Hunter.”

  

  The tiger nodded and finally stepped out, closing his door, and waiting for the husky to meet him on the other side of the car. He figured it would be best for Elliot's uncle to lead the way up the walk. "W-Will?” he spoke nervously once the husky was in the lead, "I wanted to say I'm sorry.”

  

  "Don't be,” William let out a sigh. He didn't look back, but his voice had lost its coldness completely, "It means a lot that you're keeping this a secret for us. That more than overshadows your response to it.”

  

  "Still...” Hunter came to a stop as his canine escort rang the doorbell.

  

  "Just make it up to Ell,” the husky smiled back at the boy, "and we'll all just forget it ever happened...okay?”

  

  Inside, another husky made his way to the door, groaning about his sports being disturbed by the intrusion of visitors. Only when he was out of sight of the TV, did he pull his eyes away from it, continuing on to the front and opening the door without even checking first to see who it was.

  

  Kristoff's face brightened when he saw Billy, then slightly dimmed again when he saw the nervous tiger behind him, and twisted finally in confusion at the realization that they'd come together, "Uhm...yeah?”

  

  William called him outside with his paw as he whispered, "You might wanna' step outside, Toffy. Close the door.”

  

  Behind him, Hunter couldn't even manage to make eye contact with Ell's dad.

  

  Slightly concerned, Kris stepped out and pulled the door shut, "Okay. What's up? What's wrong?”

  

  Hunter took a quick breath and spoke before Will could manage, "Is Elliot okay?”

  

  Though he was taken aback by the rather straight-forward question, at least Kristoff's assumption that his son's new somber attitude had something to do with the tiger was confirmed, "No. I'm sorry Hunter, but he isn't. What happened?”

  

  Beside them, Will kept quiet as he let the two talk...but kept a cautious eye on the front door, watching through its high window for any sign of his sister-in-law.

  

  Hunter looked down, away from the huskies, and then back up, "I...I just fucked up really bad. I got mad, and I hurt him.” When he realized how that might sound, he quickly stammered to explain, "N-n-not physically or anything! I just, I...I yelled and,” he looked back down, "I just wanna' talk to him.”

  

  Kris bit his lip and looked the tiger over for a moment. He seemed genuinely sorry for whatever he did, and William's involvement was proof enough that this wasn't a joke, "Alright. You can come in.” He opened the door again, "My wife is out for a while, so we don't have to worry about meddling ears.”

  

  "Oh, thank God!” William nearly cheered, "I had no clue how I was gonna' explain Aaron to her.” He turned back toward the car, "I'll be inside in a minute!”

  

  Hunter smiled at Elliot's father as Will dashed away, "Thank you.” He started toward the house, but was stopped by the white paw of the older husky.

  

  "I'm old enough to know that most fights have two sides, and I know my son's not perfect,” Kristoff looked the boy in the eye, "but he's still my son. Whatever you're here for...he better not be crying anymore when you leave. Got it?”

  

  "Yes sir. I do,” the cat nodded politely. "And,” he smiled, "Thank you, for everything. For letting me come in tonight, for not banning me from ever being over again, after Friday, and just...for everything, Mr. Masters. Elliot's lucky he's got you for a father.”

  

  Kris lowered his paw and smiled at that. He was a sucker for compliments, "That's very kind of you Hunter.” But he immediately coughed and forced a more adult tone, "But I'm not the one you're here to suck up to. He's inside.”

  

  And inside, Elliot lay quietly on his bed, his head sunken into a pillow as he stared blankly out towards the opposite wall.

  

  Both Mr. Hammond and his father had assured him everything would be okay, but he worried, nonetheless. When he was busy with school work, or when his parents were in sight, he could keep it all in, but it was at times like this, when he was left to himself, that it really hurt...and when the tears and the loneliness really came through.

  

  Behind him, his door opened slowly, and a tiger padded quietly in, wondering if the husky would even turn to look, or if he'd just assume it was one of his parents.

  

  The younger teenager just pulled his covers close and kept right on looking away from the door, trying to ignore whichever of his parents it was, and whatever they were bringing in, or whatever menial task they were going to ask of him. Maybe they'd think he was asleep.

  

  Hunter just as silently closed the door behind him and walked to the bed, where he sat down on its edge, one leg curled on top so he could face his friend, "Y'know...if you're trying to look like you're sleeping, you're not fooling anyone.”

  

  Ell's eyes shot open immediately and he hurriedly sat up to face his visitor. For a brief moment he thought about how he had gotten there, but that didn't matter nearly as much as the simple fact that he WAS. In his excitement, anxiety, and continued nervousness, he was barely able to communicate his thoughts, "I...uhm...Hunter? How?”

  

  "Short version?” The tiger cast his eyes on the bed, still feeling just as ashamed of himself as he'd felt all day, "Mr. Hammond talked to me. Then I called Stan, but he didn't know how to get me here. So he called Aaron, and Aaron called Will.” He looked back up with a soft smile, "And here I am.”

  

  Elliot smiled at Hunter's quick explanation, but his burning stomach and chest shifted his amusement right back to worry again, "He talked to you?”

  

  "Yeah. He got me alone in his room today before school and he...well he kind of laid into me.” Hunter raised an eyebrow, "He can be mean if he wants.”

  

  The husky nodded and went along with the chit-chat, trying to avoid the subject he knew was at paw, "Yeah...he's like that to a lot of the kids at school, but not me so much. I guess he likes me more or something.” He forced out a chuckle, looking down into his lap with a nervous fake smile on his muzzle.

  

  "I'll say!” Hunter looked around the room for a moment, and then back at his friend, "...did you enjoy your day off?”

  

  Ell looked up to Hunter, an embarrassed, worried smile masking his true nervousness, "No.”

  

  "Maybe I can make it a bit better?” The tiger slowly raised up one of his arms, silently beckoning the husky into it.

  

  After a silent moment, Elliot slipped out of his blankets and moved into the cat's arm, wrapping both his paws around his friend's large chest. Considering how Hunter was acting, he assumed that meant he wasn't upset, anymore...but the dog's nervousness made him wonder whether that assumption was based on instinct or hope, "I'm sorry, Hunter.”

  

  Hunter shook his head as he pulled his friend in close, "None of that. You don't have anything to apologize for.” He put his chin down onto the slightly younger fur's head.

  

  The husky hugged the big orange tiger for a few silent moments, then, as he replayed how the situation had unfolded, he spoke again, "Sure, I do. I need to apologize for getting so pissed at you for lying...when I did the exact same thing, and worse. I had no right to be upset at you.”

  

  Hunter took a breath, as if to argue that, but nodded instead, "Okay, that's true.” He pulled his friend a little tighter into their hug, "But THAT part of the argument isn't why I'm here...and we both know that.”

  

  Ell gulped and let go of his tiger, shrinking back somewhat from what he worried was coming, "I know.”

  

  The tiger looked down as his husky moved away, and completely misunderstanding why. He began to shake as he took in a long, heavy breath, eyes turning down and muzzle opening time and again, but without managing to speak. And after a long moment, a tear trailed down his short orange muzzle and dripped off of his nose.

  

  Elliot took in a deep shaking breath of his own. The sight of the tear only confirmed what he had feared. Feeling like his own tears would be returning soon, he wanted to scream at Hunter to just say it. He couldn't change the tiger's mind; he couldn't keep what they had from ending. But as he sniffled, tears beginning to soak into the fur on his face, the scream wouldn't come...

  

  "Wi-” Hunter finally spoke up, his voice catching in his throat, "will you forgive me?”

  

  The husky reacted in almost slow motion, blinking and lifting his head to look at the tiger. His tears, though, reacted much more quickly, and dried up almost immediately, "Why?”

  

  Hunter, again, mistook the husky's response. "Because I'm sorry! Because...because I promise not to act like this anymore...and because...” his lip quivered, "Because I can't stand you being hurt by me, or being upset with me! I just want to make this all go away.”

  

  Ell shook his head and wiped his eyes of their remaining moisture, "Hunter...I'm not upset with you.” He repositioned himself on his bed so he was better facing the big cat, "I thought you were mad at me! Or sickened by me or something. But I was never angry...”

  

  "I...I'm not sickened by you,” the tiger stammered as he looked up at his husky again. "I don't like it. The thought of you doing something like that...with your uncle...and, at the same time, of not knowing WHAT you've done with him: it puts my stomach in knots,” he slipped his arms around his stomach, on cue. "But I shouldn't have yelled at you. I shouldn't have stormed off.” He took a deep breath and let it out shakily, "You had every reason to hide it, and I had no reason to...to...Ell, I'm just so sorry I hurt you.”

  

  Feeling overwhelmed and relieved, Elliot finally broke a smile, but his crying tiger kept him from being too happy too quickly, "Thank you Hunter.” This time, he pulled the cat into a comforting hug, "I don't deserve it, but thank you.”

  

  "Of course you do.” Hunter wrapped his arms around the husky in return, "It's been all I've thought of since then. I was so angry when I got back inside, but I was just as mad at myself as I was at you. It only took me a few minutes and I...all I could see was how sad you looked outside the school. I was so mad that I nearly beat some dumb ass kid up before I even realized it wasn't his fault. Of course...it wasn't until Mr. Hammond laid into me that I really understood what I'd done, and who I was really angry with.” He shook his head with a sigh, "You deserved better than that Elliot. Especially from me. I should never have done something like that to someone I loved...”

  

  With that, the husky whimpered and hiccupped loudly, his tears leaking out again, "Hunter?” He squeezed the cat even tighter in his grasp, "I love you, too.”

  

  Hunter hadn't even realized he'd said it at first, and his eyes went wide at hearing it from the husky in return, "Shit. I'd meant to make the first time I said that more romantic.” He pulled away from Ell to better look at his friend, "It...it kind of slipped out, too early.” He smiled, "Sorry it couldn't have been more romantic. I hope this was good enough.”

  

  Ell shook his head wildly, a bigger smile on his muzzle than Hunter had ever seen, "No! Right now was perfect!”

  

  The tiger lightly kissed his pup, "No more lies between us, okay? And, also,” a wry, nervous smile lit on his muzzle, "n-no more fun...with Will?”

  

  Elliot nodded quickly, "No more lying, and nothing with Will, ever again!” He paused though, blinking when he considered what that meant, "Wait. Does...does that make us a couple, now? Like, official, exclusive boyfriends?”

  

  Hunter smiled optimistically at that, "I hope it does.”

  

  "Then it does!” the husky nodded happily, taking his new boyfriend's paws in his own.

  

  And Hunter squeezed them as he smiled, "So can I, uhm...can I ask a personal question?”

  

  Ell laughed playfully, "What else could I possibly have to hide?”

  

  The tiger took a breath and sat up straighter, trying to make himself more comfortable with Ell's past, "What HAVEN'T you done with Will?”

  

  "Other than like, fetish stuff?” Elliot gulped, but answered as plainly and honestly as he could, "We never got around to anal.”

  

  Hunter smiled, honestly pleased to hear that, "Well, then! At least I can still be your first when it comes to something!”

  

  The husky blushed lightly and looked away, "Yeah.” He thought back just two days to when he asked Will to take his virginity, and he smiled at the memory. Will had been right. Elliot was happy his uncle had turned him down. It was worth it even if just for that one moment of Hunter's happiness, "But don't get too excited. I don't think right now's the best time...”

  

  Hunter laughed aloud, "Well I know that! There are so many more preferable PUBLIC places!”


  ~


  There we go! The Masters continues!


  *

  Starring:

  Oloroso Rhone

  as Hunter Thurman

  William Masters

  Kristoff Masters (when speaking to Elliot)

  and (a special cameo as) Scott Hammond

  Phil Anthro Pist

  as Elliot Masters

  Kristoff Masters (when speaking to Will & Hunter)

  Aaron Jones

  and Michael Taylor

  *


  If you'd like to go say hi to Phil, he's got an account here at

  http://phil-anthro-pist.sofurry.com/


  Really not much to say here, honestly.


  I mean, things just keep working out really well for everyone over on The Masters side of town. This chapter was about the biggest drama they've faced, and even it only took about a day to resolve! Kris catches his son having gay sex Friday, and everything is fine by Saturday night...Hunter finds out his husky lover has been sleeping with his uncle, and it just makes them closer!


  It seems pretty clear by now that there is just too damn much love between William, Elliot, Hunter, Aaron, Kris, and Stan to tear them apart. So what is it going to take to actually cause these guys some real problems??


  Stay tuned to find out if anything can!


  Also...


  ***

  WANT TO KNOW MORE ABOUT THEIR TEACHERS: MR. HAMMOND & MR. CALLAWAY?

  Go check out my other series: A Warm Bed! (See Chapter 12, in particular, for the events running parallel to this chapter)


  ***


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at theottercoon[at]gmail.com


  See you in due time...for Sibirskaia!


  The Masters Chapter 13


  The Masters...

  ...of Commitment

  

  

  (September 27th)

  

  Hunter Thurman laughed into his cell phone, "Thanks a lot. Yeah, just let him know I'm almost there, so he can wait out front for me.” He paused while the voice on the other end of the phone chattered back at him, "Yeah, I figured that way would be a lot easier on us, over all. Thanks a lot, Mr. Masters.” He paused again time as stopped at a stop sign and turned his car to the right, "Kris? I thought you'd prefer Toffy? Okay, okay! Bye.” With a final chuckle, the tiger hung up and dropped his phone into the passenger seat.

  

  Mere blocks away, at his destination, bounding energetically into the living room, Elliot Masters looked frantically for where the phone was after hearing it beep off, and then turned to his dad, "Was that Hunter? Is he outside?”

  

  Looking back to his son, the older husky sat the phone down to respond, as his wife joined him from the kitchen, "He'll be here any second. But first: you know what we want to hear...”

  

  Ell hurriedly went through the fake details of what he and his friend were planning that evening. He answered his parents' questions with half-truths and careful wording, ensuring he gave enough detail to give them some idea of who he would be with, and how long he might be gone, but not much else.

  

  Kristoff, of course, knew that all of it was tailored to make the situation sound just a certain way...but it was okay; it was all for his mother's benefit anyway.

  

  As the franticly thrown together explanation was finished, he bid his parents farewell for the evening and exited the house. With the energy of a pup, Elliot made his way down the sidewalk and directly to Hunter's car as he pulled up.

  

  Hunter barely had a chance to stop the car and unlock the door before Ell had opened it and flung himself into the passenger seat, "Whoa! Lift up for a second.”

  

  "Oh...whoops!” Ell did an awkward half-stand, holding the still open door for support while he let Hunter retrieve whatever it was.

  

  The tiger snatched his phone from under the husky, and dropped it in the cup holder...but only after 'fumbling' for a moment so he could get a nice feel of the dog's rear end, "There we go.”

  

  With a wide grin, Elliot sat down comfortably, and closed his door and buckled in as he looked over to the mischievous tiger, "You grab what you wanted?”

  

  "More or less.” Hunter grinned back at his date, "So, you seem rather excited this evening.”

  

  "Well,” the husky looked away from his tiger and into his lap where his paws fidgeted with each other, his grin not fading, "I'm glad my Dad let me see you tonight, is all. I mean, all things considered, I'm just glad to see you at all...”

  

  Hunter reached over and scritched at the back of his boyfriend's head, "I thought he was cool with you...and with us. Why wouldn't he want you to see me?” He let off of the brake finally, and began making his way away from the Masters' residence.

  

  Ell shrugged and shuddered happily after the scratch, "I don't know. It's just weird that he's been THIS cool about me...and you. I'm not complaining, though!” He chuckled after the correction, "It's surprisingly easy to be open.”

  

  "So far...” the tiger took the closest left turn away from his husky's house.

  

  Elliot tilted his head at that, "You're saying it's only gonna' to get worse?”

  

  Hunter shook his head, "No. But it definitely won't always be easy.” He reached his paw across and held the dog's, "But don't worry! No matter what bad might come, I'll be here.”

  

  The husky's grin weakened into a soft, affectionate smile, as his thumb lovingly petted the top part of the tiger's paw, "I know. But so far, with the furs that matter, like my dad and most my closer friends, they're all cool with it.” His voice broke down a bit from its usual upbeat tone, into a more solemn tone, "I know my mom is going to be upset, and I'm dreading it becoming even bigger news with the other kids at school, though.”

  

  "Don't you worry about them. With your dad, Will, and I on your side -- and Stan and Aaron for that matter -- you have nothing to worry about.” Hunter smiled wider, "Now...aren't you gonna' ask where we're headed?”

  

  Ell looked up and out his window, noticing, finally, that instead of going toward the city, Hunter was driving the opposite way, directly adjacent to suburbia, near the outskirts of town, "Where ARE we headed?”

  

  The tiger just smiled in response, "That's a good boy!” He rubbed the husky's hand like Ell had done for him, "Someplace...special. I think you'll like it.”

  

  Elliot watched reluctantly as the houses began to drift further away, replaced soon after with familiar construction sites for more of the same kinds of neighborhoods, and then after a minute or so of driving further still, Ell again questioned Hunter's plans, "Are there like...horses where we're going?”

  

  Hunter just chuckled, "That depends on whether you mean evolved or feral.”

  

  ~

  

  William Masters put his forehead against his mirror and sighed.

  

  Why did he always do this to himself? He looked fine, and Aaron certainly wouldn't mind if the shirt wasn't perfect, if his fur -- hair for hair -- wasn't in exactly the right place, or even notice which pair of pants and shoes he wore. But, just like any other time they planned to meet, here he was again, worrying over every little thing so he could look perfect for his date.

  

  Outside, up the sidewalk and to the doorstep, Aaron Jones skipped with every step towards Will. He thought for a moment about simply letting himself in, but his manners insisted to be welcomed first. So with a very enthusiastic knock, he signaled his arrival, before smiling wide with anticipation and rocking himself on his large feet.

  

  Inside, Will hurriedly messed with his face-fur again, before rushing out of the bathroom and to the entry way. Once there, he forced himself calm, and walked the last few feet to the door more slowly.

  

  With one more nervous pat-down of his cheeks, he opened the door to the sight of his date, "Hey there!”

  

  The rabbit smiled wide in return to the husky, "Hey yourself.” He looked the husky up and down as he took a step in, noting how much more than casual he was dressed in comparison to the dog, "You're looking good. It's kinda' making me re-think what I had planned for tonight...”

  

  William tilted his head, "What you had planned? What does how good I look have to do with what you had planned?” He looked down at himself.

  

  "I'm takin' you somewhere I used to go back in high school.” Aaron reached his paw out and gently took Will's into his own, "C'mon! You'll have fun. I promise.”

  

  The husky smiled, already having forgotten about fussing with his clothes, "I can't say I'm a fan of surprises, but...hell, I couldn't say no to you in high school, and I can't yet, either.” He nodded at the paw gripping his, "Lead the way, Rimmer!”

  

  ~

  

  "Like I said: careful with the back window.” Hunter reached out and helped his date up onto the roof of his grandmother's car, "Don't worry about hurting anything else, though. That's the beauty of old cars: they're sturdier.”

  

  Elliot crawled carefully onto the roof, next to his tiger, still nervous that he'd break something, "How did you get your grandma's car? I thought she didn't want you driving it or something.”

  

  "Stan finally helped convince her I wouldn't wreck it...and that, after all the trouble we went through to get my hardship license, I should be using it for something other than school,” the tiger sat down on one side of the roof, by the back passenger door with his feet hanging over the rear windshield. "Here,” he guided the husky to sit beside him, and then laid himself back.

  

  Ell nodded and smiled, carefully positioning himself similarly to how Hunter was, but nervous about putting too much pressure on his paws and feet as he moved, still expecting the roof to cave in. "That's good. So that means Stan can have his life back, now that he's not driving you everywhere!” he chuckled softly as he settled on his back, finally getting a good look at the crisp view of the night sky.

  

  Hunter chuckled in response, "Yeah...I'm sure that's why he actually helped me.” He turned his head a bit to the dog to his right, watching him stare at the sky, "Looks prettier out here in the country, away from all the lights, huh?”

  

  The husky took in a deep breath of the cool, clean country air, exhaling loudly through his mouth before he responded, "Yeah, all that electricity stuff sucks anyway.” He turned his head to his left and smiled warmly at his tiger, "I'm glad you brought me out here, Hunter.”

  

  "And I'm glad my gramma's so well off that she didn't have to sell the land after my grampa died.” Hunter turned his head back skyward, "I always liked it here,” he glanced back at Ell just with his eyes, "and always wished I'd have someone to share it with, too.”

  

  Elliot continued smiling and leaned over to Hunter to give him a gentle nose to nose peck, "It's good to get away from everything: all the crap that other furs usually bring with them.”

  

  The tiger twitched his nose lightly and kissed back, "Especially together...knowing we can just relax and be ourselves.”

  

  Ell pulled back and looked up to the surprisingly cloudless sky, thinking for a moment to look for constellations like he used to do as a pup, but a question that he'd been worrying about came to mind, instead, "Hunter, are you...do you wish that our friends at school still didn't know about you? Or us?”

  

  "I...I don't know.” Hunter kept his eyes on the sky, "What about you?”

  

  The husky shrugged and clasped his paws together over his stomach, "I don't know. It's weird, but it's not all bad. Most of my female friends think I'm cute like, extra cute, now...except for the couple who I didn't know had crushes on me. They're upset. And there are a few guys who I thought were my friends, that aren't talking to me anymore. But I guess that just showed me who my real friends are, right?” He turned again to his orange companion, "But when it comes down to it, it's not as big of a deal as I was expecting. It's just my friends, you know? Not the whole school. Coming out to my dad was a much bigger deal.”

  

  "I'll bet!”

  

  "Now, it's your turn. Do you regret it?”

  

  "Well,” Hunter looked away from the sky somberly. "It's nice, y'know, being honest...but...” he twitched his nose and let out a bit of a sigh.

  

  Elliot's ears perked with curiosity, sensing easily something was amiss: "But what?”

  

  The tiger took in a breath, "Well...I just wish everyone wasn't treating me differently.” He looked his boyfriend in the eyes and turned onto his side, "I mean, I was expecting some of the guys to be assholes, and I was ready for all rude comments and for getting made fun of. That's what I was prepared for, you know? That and for defending you from it. But...that's not what happened. Instead, all the guys I fooled around with,” he paused, "you know, the 'straight' ones...are all awkward and weird around me now. I guess the fact that a gay guy, or whatever I am, played with them makes it seem gayer than if it was just another curious straight fur, y'know? But that's not even the worst part.”

  

  Ell raised an eyebrow, "Then what it?”

  

  "The nice ones are driving me crazy!” Hunter chuckled. "Even though, for the most part, our friends are the only ones who've gotten wind of this, somehow, the news made it into the ear of every open gay guy at the school! And now it seems like every damn one of them, especially the freshmen, either wants to be my new best friend...or to take your place.” He rolled his eyes, "And it's not that I don't like having new friends -- it's really cool, in fact -- and I like the idea of getting be the big cool sophomore when I'm hanging out with the freshmen but, I mean...I'm the same person I was two weeks ago! Nothing's changed, but everyone's acting like it has, y'know? My friends had no problem with what we'd done, and the gay guys didn't do anything other than eye me when I wore tight clothes! But now that I have this gay label...everything's changed. It's not all for the bad, of course, but it just seems silly.”

  

  The husky smiled and reached his paw out to pet Hunter's cheek fur comfortingly, "I'm sorry you're more popular.” He sighed and put his paw back against his side, "There's no going back to how things were, though, is there?”

  

  Hunter shook his head, "And I wouldn't want to! If the gay population of the school thinks I'm their new hero, if my old friends have too much trouble with accepting what they did with me...that's fine. It's worth it to just finally be honest.” He stroked the husky in return, but his hip instead of his face, "And to have you.”

  

  Elliot could feel the blush rising in his cheeks, "Th-thanks.”

  

  The tiger chuckled at his boyfriend's continued shyness, and then continued, "My only real worry is that people are gonna' treat you bad. But even that seems to be working out okay, since not everyone knows yet. And I bet you'll even have your own slew of gay friends soon, too.”

  

  Ell scrunched his muzzle in an overly dramatic look of disgust, "Neh! None of the open furs at school are my type...not even as friends. They're...loud, girly, and annoying.”

  

  "Eh, they're not so bad. Some of them can be a little grating sometimes, and bit too effeminate, sure...but they're mostly really nice.” Hunter smiled, "Especially the group that's trying to take me in! They've got some nerdy straight friends with them too. I love having friends that I can express my long hidden nerdy side with.”

  

  The husky sighed and glanced up to the sky again, waiting a moment for a few long breaths before he kept going, "After all of this...we're really lucky everything's turning out like it is, aren't we?”

  

  Hunter looked up at the sky, himself, "Give it time. It'll get complicated again.”

  

  ~

  

  William stood on a high crop of ground in his boxers, clothes littered around him in the grass.

  

  Feet before him, the land ended, dropping off and falling for two yards to the pond below. Past the short excuse for a cliff, spread out a dark pond, reflecting and scattering the moon and the stars of the night sky, until it tapered into a muddy bank far away.

  

  Will's eyes, though, were on a much more inviting sight, closer to him than the edge of the pathetic cliff, or the starry water. At his side was a dusty, tan and white bunny, slowly bending over as he slipped off his bright red briefs, to reveal the white fur of the underside of his spade-shaped tail...white fur which trailed down his ass and inner thighs, and to his balls peeking from between them.

  

  The smaller, thinner rabbit held his bent position for a few moments beyond his undressing, knowing that the husky behind him was watching. In time, though, he stood and turned to Will, taking a step towards him to give him a small, gentle hus around the waist, "Enjoying the view?”

  

  William just smiled in response, "Always have.” He ran his paw down the rabbit's side and softly nudged him away, with a embarrassed chuckle, "Y'know, I haven't done this since I was a pup.” He hooked the waist of his boxers, "Somethin' to be said for nostalgia, though, I guess.” He tugged down on his silk boxers, but only on the right side, revealing the black and white fur of his hip, before tugging down on the left as well, causing the waistband to catch on the top of his sheath, showing every contour of his genitals for the bunny's benefit, "We just dive in from up here? Deep enough not to hurt us, I assume.”

  

  Unashamed, Aaron reached forward to help pull his date's boxers over his sheath, and took that opportunity to playfully run the knuckles of his index and middle fingers down either side of Will's sheath, "Actually, no. Don't dive. You sort of just step off and away. It's only like seven or eight feet deep and if you dive, you'll risk bumping your head.” He pulled his paw away from the canine's crotch and brought it up to pat his face, "And not the good kind of bumping your head.”

  

  The husky smiled and stepping out of his boxers, as his tip peeked from his sheath, "You first.” He looked down and tilted his head to watch the bunny walk away.

  

  Aaron stepped back, keeping his smirk, and then gladly demonstrated the procedure. He looked down, then much like he described, simply stepped off but with a gentle kick from his large foot. A brief moment later he was gone, and a splash filled the air down below. After the water fell back into the pool from the splash, the bunny resurfaced, spewing some water off of his lips, "It's a little cold!”

  

  Will ignored his date's warning of the cold AND the warning to not dive, and strode forward quickly. He jumped up and tucked into a cannon ball with no call for his date to move, and splashed into the water just over a foot behind Aaron's head. The water flew and spread high, covering Aaron as Will's ass lightly tapped the pond's earthen floor...before he extended his legs and pushed his way back to the surface. With a shake of his soaked, fluffy head he smiled, "Nah. Not too cold.”

  

  The rabbit floated in the water next to where Will had resurfaced, ignoring that the canine had rewetted his muzzle for him, "Having fun so far I see.”

  

  William just kept smiling, "Been a long time since I've been able to just...be a kid, y'know?” He floated away from the bunny just a little ways, his head lying back, "A lot about my life has changed since then.”

  

  Aaron gave a slight nod, mostly to himself, as he swam a bit to remain by Will's side, "Since you were a pup? When you skinny dipped last?”

  

  The husky let out a short huff of a laugh, "Yeah. But hell...a lot's changed just since high school.”

  

  "Yeah I noticed.” Aaron smiled at the husky reassuringly, "You and Kris both, you two...grew up or something, I think.”

  

  "Well, I grew up.” Will shrugged lightly, "Kris more...ran away.”

  

  The rabbit nodded again, much more obviously in agreement, his smile fading lightly, "Yeah, I didn't want to say anything about him, because he's your brother, but he's REALLY different.”

  

  "Yeah, but there's nothing wrong with him.” William smiled a smile of pride for his brother, "He's a great father, a very responsible adult, has raised a great son, and has a...taxing wife to deal with. Either way, though...he's changed a lot since high school. If anyone could see it as well as I can, it would be you. I think you and him almost had as much fun back then as...well...as he and I did!”

  

  Aaron smiled wide at that, vividly remembering how much he envied the two of them back then. He always wished his OWN brother was so...friendly, "He's really down to earth nowadays. I'm guessing he doesn't get out and do anything like this anymore, though, does he?” He splashed the husky to demonstrate.

  

  The husky chuckled and splashed back, "No.” He moved closer to the rabbit, brushing their legs together under the water, "He doesn't mind us being together, and handled Ell being gay WAY better than I thought he would, but Kris...he just, well...like I said, he runs away.” The husky lightly rubbed the top of Aaron's foot with his own, "He ran away from our very conservative parents as a kid and rebelled by way of gay sex just like I did. But then he started running away from himself. He's finally accepted what he did back then...particularly with me...but it was him trying to distance himself from all of that stuff that turned him into what he is today: gave him a wife and a kid.”

  

  Aaron kicked at the playful foot against his own and, in response, he put his paw against Will's hips, pulling him closer, "Do you think he's happy, Will?”

  

  "He's gettin' there.” Will put his own paw on Aaron's hips, "He's happy with himself, now, which is what's most important. Not sure how happy he is with his wife...but that's his business, not mine.” He nuzzled the bunny's nose, "Don't be too hard on him for changing, though; I've changed a lot too. I just never ran away from who I was. I mean, before you came back,” he paused for a quick kiss, "I wasn't ready to admit who I was, but I never went running scared of my gay side like he did. Other than that, though, I'm nothing like I was in high school. Not everyone can have the luxury of never changing like you.”

  

  The rabbit's short muzzle broke with an embarrassed grin, "I'm sorry. During high school I was probably more attracted to Kris than you.” His eyes went wide and he stuttered to amend the statement, "N-not that that's how I feel now, of course! It's just that he was, you know, the hot older guy back then. And that...that's why it's especially painful to see him so different. But that's his life.” He shrugged and he looked a bit to the side, "For you though, I think you've changed for the better. I mean, this time, when we have to work together, we actually work instead of just going straight to sex all the time!”

  

  "That's not because I've changed,” William scoffed. "That's because we have sex so damn much when it's NOT work time. Have we seen each other even once outside of the office when we haven't?”

  

  Aaron shut his eyes and grinned wide, showing a bit of his teeth proudly, "Nope!”

  

  While he wasn't looking, the husky grabbed a hold of his rabbit and pulled him tight against him, hip to hip, "Well then, let's not break the trend now.”

  

  ~

  

  Hunter dropped Ell's t-shirt aside and gently pushed his boyfriend back, until his gray furred back was rested on the cool evening grass, just to the right of the small dirt road and his grandmother's old car. "Always forget to bring a camera,” he grinned as he took in the sight of his date before climbing over him and straddling his waist.

  

  Elliot chuckled softly and lay back against the ground. He knew no one would be by and catch them, but the freedom the countryside allowed them, still left him nervous. "Oh? You want nudes of me?”

  

  "Maybe I do. You'll know for sure when you find them online.” The tiger winked and leaned down to nuzzle the pup as his paw unbuttoned and unzipped the husky's pants.

  

  Ell smiled and raised his ass up to help remove his own pants, then his legs as his orange boyfriend slid them off. He shuddered and blushed, smiling nervously up at his cat, feeling a bit overexposed.

  

  Hunter smiled back, much less nervously, "Why are you blushing? It's not like it's the first time I've seen you in your cute little undies.” He punctuated that with a light stroke atop his boyfriends tight white cotton bulge.

  

  The husky's smile widened and he shrugged, not exactly sure why either, "I don't know. I know nobody's going to come by, but it's weird to be all out in the open like this.”

  

  Hunter chuckled, "I don't think you have anything to worry about.” He slid down his date's body slowly until his muzzle was at Ell's stomach, "But I'll have you forgetting about it either way in a second.” He playfully nibbled at the dog's stomach before biting the waistband of his briefs.

  

  Elliot giggled at the gentle nibbling and fully leaned back into the grass, one paw draped over his stomach, while the other hesitantly reached down and petted Hunter's head.

  

  The tiger tugged on the waistband with his teeth for only a moment before realizing it was an effort in futility, and then grabbed the briefs by the sides, pulling them down just enough for the husky's sheath to show. He'd planned, from there, to take things slow...but the temptation was just too great, and as soon as the not-yet-full sheath came into view, he assaulted it wish his tongue.

  

  Ell bucked his hips reflexively and yelped in surprise, his sheath immediately beginning to thicken with his rapidly emerging meat. His paw, already on his boyfriend's head, tightly gripped his scalp, his dulled claws tracing through the short fur.

  

  Hunter chuckled at the reaction as he nuzzled the filling sheath, taking in his pup's scent, "I always love how much you enjoy even the littlest things.” He rooted his nose into the briefs to get a better sniff, and licked his lover's balls as he did.

  

  The husky tried to more consciously keep himself still, but the simple attention from his tiger's unique tongue was difficult to ignore. He shut his eyes and moaned loudly through his throat, holding back every urge to bury the cat's face in his crotch.

  

  Hunter removed his muzzle, "I'm sorry I can't make this last longer for you...but I just...” He zeroed in on the pink of the emerging member and, without another word, lowered his head and sucked it into his mouth, forcing back the sheath with his lips and coaxing more and more into his suckling maw.

  

  This time, Elliot couldn't help himself, and as his tiger began to suck on his tip, he wrapped both his paws around the tiger's ears and humped up into his muzzle. He moaned so high pitched it was nearly a yelp, as his throbbing, growing shaft cock slipped out of his sheath, right into the hot, wet muzzle.

  

  The tiger allowed himself to be pulled down, but silently reminded himself to ask Ell, next time, to not be quite so forceful. Not that it wasn't fun, from time to time...but he liked to lead, too. For now, though, at least his pup was enjoying himself, which was all that mattered. So with a muffled moan, the cat took the swelling member as deep into his muzzle as he could manage, bobbing his head with the aid of the husky's paws, and exploring the cock's every vein and contour with his rough tongue.

  

  Ell kept a firm grip on his lover's head for just a moment longer, before it occurred to him that he could be choking the cat. And so finally, he released Hunter ears and dropped his paws to the grass below. Hunter knew what he was doing and forcing it on him was never necessary, so the younger teenager just laid his head back and relaxed beneath the orange cat, letting him go at his pace.

  

  Finally free to move, Hunter pistoned his head in longer, more fluidic movements, twisting and tilting as he went down, and sucking harder as he rose. He repositioned himself, his left paw gripping the base of his boyfriend's dick, where the knot was slowly forming, and his right snaking inside the dog's briefs to wrap around his balls.

  

  The husky took in a sharp breath and released a deep stuttering sigh while he tensed himself. His cock twitched and his pre jetted out, while his balls retracted from the paw and then relaxed again. Breathlessly he shuddered out something probably intended to be a word, tingling and blinded by the sensitive skin of his burgeoning knot being teased by soft furry fingers.

  

  Hunter squeezed the growing lump of the canid's knot, and felt it immediately swell in response. He'd always been a fan of canines; there was so much more to play with. With a twist and a quick drop, the husky was in his throat, as his paws gripped both the nearly formed knot and his lover's balls.

  

  Elliot loudly moaned again and squirmed against the grass. Hunter was doing an amazing job, not that he had expected anything else, but like every other time these past two weeks, he was astounded at just how good another fur could make him feel. He draped a paw lazily onto the tiger's head, not forcing him down this time but simply petting him in silent encouragement.

  

  The tiger felt the knot swell more and more against his paw, but kept his pressure on it as the rest of the pup's cock slid in and out of his muzzle. From experience, he knew the husky wouldn't last much longer and he bobbed faster and sucked harder, trying, even though his neck was growing tired, to push his date over the edge.

  

  Holding back a moan, Ell eagerly bucked up into the cat's maw time and again, until he drove up and into Hunter for a final time, his paw gripping his boyfriend's headfur, but not forcing him down. His knot pulsed and his cock twitched, as his balls reeled back from the furry fingers caressing them. And on the cue of a deafening bark, his cock rocketed out stream after stream of his thin canid cum, soaking the inside of his lover's mouth.

  

  Hunter wrapped his lips tight around the throbbing member, his paw still kneading its knot as he happily swallowed down each and every drop of his lover's seed. Shot after shot hit his tongue, the roof of his mouth, and his throat until they tapered off, leaving the tiger's suckling lips to nurse and milk the marble-red member for its last drops.

  

  Panting heavily, the husky fell back into the grass in content, his tail thumping against the ground like an over-excited puppy. He released Hunter's head and used both paws to prop up his upper body, exhaling a groan as did, "That was amazing Hunter. That was...amazing!”

  

  ~

  

  "Then I think I deserve a reward for it!” William wiped his bottom lip clean of a stray drop of bunny cum, "I don't swallow for just anyone, after all.” He smiled at the nude rabbit in front of him, laid out on his back along the sandy, earthen bank of the pond.

  

  Aaron hummed out a soft moan and trembled against the shore, his limp body simply lying there in exhaustion. As his semi-hard cock twitched and gave a final spurt of cum, he summoned the strength to speak, "Even...even if you didn't swallow...you're getting your reward. That's for sure.” He looked down at the big bog, a small mischievous smile across his short muzzle.

  

  The husky chuckled in return to the sly smile, "Yeah. You never were stingy with me.” He moved back off of the rabbit with a wink, "Now let Daddy see his bunny's fluffy little tail.”

  

  Slowly Aaron turned himself onto his stomach and raised his ass into the air, keeping his knees on the ground. He looked back again and shook his ass enticingly, the white fur of his inner thighs and tail making his tight pink hole all the more obvious, "C'mon Daddy, punish me. I still haven't learned...”

  

  Will just chuckled in response, "Oh? You're playin' the bad boy today? I can handle that.” He moved forward, his eyes glued to the pink pucker standing out from the stark white fur and its slightly wet, sandy surroundings. "Daddy's gotta' teach his naughty bunny cub a lesson,” he climbed over Aaron's back, "for cumming in Daddy's muzzle without even asking, like that.” He couldn't help but chuckle as his muzzle neared his date's ear.

  

  The tan and white bunny returned the chuckle, though as more of a childish giggle, and murred as he pushed back against the husky affectionately. As Will began to mount, the smaller rabbit shuddered and moaned again, his entire body trembling in anticipation. "Oh yeah...teach me a lesson,” he begged shamelessly.

  

  Already out of his sheath, William's tip pressed against the hot waiting flesh of his bunny's hole, still wet from the pond. With a shudder of his own, restraining himself for a moment from thrusting in, he chuckled and licked the rabbit's pinned right ear, "Can't even pretend you don't want it, huh?” Without another word, nor waiting for a response, Will wrapped his arms around Aaron's narrow, soft furred chest, and pushed forward, burying his tip into the hot, wet tailhole before it.

  

  Feeling the hot pole enter him once again, Aaron let out a long, drawn out, almost effeminate moan, and pushed his ass back against his date's pelvis with his strong legs. "Have I ever?” he growled out, putting his forehead against the crushed foliage beneath them, as his paws gripped his headfur in bliss.

  

  With the eager rabbit's aid, the husky's cock, slight nub of its unformed knot and all, buried deep into the that ass. "Dirty rabbit,” he nipped at Aaron's long ear as he pulled himself out of the heat of the tailhole only to slide back in...slowly loosening the bunny with the first thrust, before he began riding his 'bunny cub' properly.

  

  Aaron continued his soft moaning, working his own thrusts back in time with the dog's. Within no time, his spent cock was stiff again and bobbing beneath him with every thrust. He repositioned his paws, putting his left forearm against the ground in front of him, while his right paw wrapped around his cock, in turn forcing his tailhole to grip down on his date.

  

  Will moaned aloud as he thrust against the very willing bunny in his arms, "God damn! I love h...how much you love this!” He gripped his old friend even harder, knowing Aaron would have no problem with him forcing in harder, and began to pull him back roughly into the thrusts. As his knot, too big now to simply slip in unintentionally, slammed against Aaron, the dog kissed and nibbled on the tan and white fur of his date's neck.

  

  The small rabbit sucked in a breath through his clenched teeth and exhaled with a weak attempt at a growl, "Harder Will!” He raised himself up a bit higher, using his feet to anchor himself in the ground instead of his knees. His paw by now was beating his own cock viciously, and he was going to cum again, hard.

  

  "No, no.” William kept his thrusts just as hard and quick as before, rolling his hips as he went to intentionally force the tip of his cock to dig into the bunny's prostate again and again, "I don't wanna' tie yet. So...I can't go too hard. Wanna'...make this last.” He dug his claws into the bunny's torso as he gripped him and unmercifully suffed his cock inside of him time and again.

  

  With the urgency of claws digging into his flesh, Aaron let out a sharp, audible cry, though the thrusting caused him to break it with a hiccup. He could hear himself whining and whimpering for more, but despite what his body was begging for, he released his cock, placing both paws on the ground and using his upper body to push back against Will as well. His cock slapped against his stomach with the thrusts, painfully rigid, begging for release, and dribbling lines of pre against the leaves beneath them. Aaron was nothing if not obedient, and he would cum...when Will decided he could cum.

  

  The husky loved the way his bunny rabbit, without ever having to forced, would do anything he could so the husky would enjoy himself. And he loved it even more that he could tell Aaron loved every second of it. Rimmer was the consummate sub, and Will definitely didn't mind dominating him. His own cock was growing sore, though, his knot swollen, twitching, and begging to be buried inside the rabbit. He wanted it to last, but before long he knew he'd be locked tight inside of his bunny's hole.

  

  And if he was gonna' do that...he was gonna' do it right. With no warning, he pulled out of his date completely and flipped him swiftly onto his back on the pre-cum soaked ground. "Lift your legs,” he commanded quickly and plainly.

  

  Aaron, again running low on breath, nodded just once and lifted his strong, well defined legs into the air, without the aid of his paws. He did reach down and pull his cheeks apart though, so Will could more easily find his target again. He looked down at his own cock and at the canine's ruby-red, pulsing, drooling length. Although he didn't say it verbally, Aaron wanted it more than anything.

  

  Will took a moment to look at their cocks too, one pink and one red, before moving his eyes down to the waiting pink pucker, below Aaron's tightened white balls. He moved himself into position, his shoulders behind Aaron's knees, and his dick, with no hesitation, right back inside Aaron's ass, harder and deeper now than any earlier thrust.

  

  The rabbit groaned loudly and leaned his head back against the ground, letting out a throaty moan as they began anew. He quickly released his ass and put his paws, instead, on Will's forearms, holding them tightly and rubbing them encouragingly with his soft paw pads. "Oh yes, Will! Hard! Just like that!” he encouraged, despite knowing the husky didn't need it.

  

  William growled deeply as his cock pistoned in and out of his bunny's upturned ass. Slowly he rolled Aaron up underneath him, until the bunny was on his shoulders and his cock was only inches from his muzzle, pre steadily dripping down onto his nose and into his opened mouth.

  

  "Paw off!” he barked, but with no hint of malice in his voice. "I want you to cum in your muzzle for me before I knot you.”

  

  Aaron just whimpered submissively. His small paw quickly wrapped around his dick and he rapidly pumped his cock again, opening his maw wide to catch his drops of pre. And combined with the canine fucking him so roughly, he didn't last long. With one last pathetic little whimpered to tell Will he was close, he came.

  

  Though it felt as if he exploded. His cock twitched and unloaded a thick rope of cum onto the side his muzzle, and then again into his mouth. His tailhole clenched down tightly as he hummed out a satisfied moan, tasting his own spunk filling his mouth.

  

  Watching the rabbit shoot his seed a second time, this time into his own mouth, and feeling his date's hole tighten around his shaft, finally broke the husky's willpower and he thrust in as hard and deep as he could, forcing his knot into the rabbit's hole with a wet, muffled, pop. As he growled and gripped his old friend, the rabbit's face covered in cum, his cock expanded even farther, twitching and unloading his balls into the waiting warmth of the bunny's ass.

  

  Aaron's whines faded into breathless gasping, while his toes and fingers unfurled back into a comfortable position. His body fell limp in his date's grasp and his desperate panting stopped only when he'd swallowed the last of his load.

  

  After a few moments of basking their combined panting, their sweat covered fur mingling lewdly with one another, Aaron finally spoke, "That...was great...”

  

  Will laid heavily on the younger fur beneath him, panting right along with him, and struggling to keep them in a comfortable position, or to keep his eyes open, "It was...perfect.” He lightly petted Aaron's ears back, "Like always.”

  

  The bunny rabbit finally released his cock, letting it bob, soften, and slowly slip back into his sheath. He licked his paw and what he could on his muzzle clean, lying there in the afterglow and catching his breath, while flashing the husky cute, coy little looks in the moonlight.

  

  "Aaron?” William hesitantly spoke up, "...can I...ask you a question?”

  

  Aaron craned his neck up and forward, playfully pushing against the canid nose with his own, "Anything.”

  

  "I know I have you stuck in kind of an awkward position for this. So maybe it's not the best time. But do you think it's about time we...uhm...” the husky averted his eyes for a moment, "Made things a bit more serious?”

  

  ~

  

  "M-more,” Hunter breathed heavily, still basking in his afterglow, and looked down across his now naked body at Ell, as the husky nuzzled his stomach, "...more serious?”

  

  Licking his lips clean yet again, Elliot smiled reassuring at the cat, hugging his thigh comfortingly and hoping that the hesitant clarification would be silenced by his affections. "Y-yeah. You know...” he added with a raised eyebow, hoping, but knowing he wasn't making this clear enough.

  

  The tiger took a deep breath so he could speak more easily, "I thought we WERE serious.” He smiled softly and tilted his head, "After outing myself, getting you the necklace, breaking down and confessing my love...” He chuckled, "I could announce it over the school intercom if it helps.”

  

  Ell nodded as Hunter explained how serious they already were, but shook his head afterwards, "No. Emotionally, I don't think we can get any more serious.” He kneeled up at Hunter's pelvis to get a better look at the cat, using the opportunity to take a better grasp of his softening cock, slowly rubbing his paw pads up and down the sticky wet length and teasing his barbs purposefully to bring life into it again, "I meanr more serious...physically.”

  

  Hunter twitched and giggled, despite himself, pushing the paw away. "Physically?” he sat up and raised an eyebrow. "The only thing we haven't done other than really kinky stuff is,” he blinked and smiled softly, "Oh! You're asking for...?”

  

  The husky nodded and smiled, his paws instead rubbing the well toned tiger's legs, "I want it to be with someone special.”

  

  "Well uhm...I'm kinda' spent right now, sweetheart,” Hunter smiled wryly and rubbed the back of his neck.

  

  Elliot nervously bit his lip, worried he'd asked something he shouldn't, but pressing on anyway, "It doesn't have to be tonight...”

  

  "If you're sure you're ready,” the tiger reached forward and pulled the husky to him until their noses touched, "then I'd love to be your first! Very next chance we have.” He smiled and kissed his boyfriend softly, "You know it'll make you MY first, too, though, right?”

  

  Ell blinked in surprise, "You mean...you've never?”

  

  "Like I told you in the gym. That's for serious relationships...and all I've ever done is fooled around,” Hunter smiled shyly, "until you.”

  

  "Do...” the husky couldn't help but clarify, "Do you WANT me to be your first?”

  

  "More than anything!” Hunter smiled excitedly and gripped the dog tighter. "I've been thinking about it ever since our first date!” He looked him in the eye, "But...I haven't said much about it, because...when we do it, I want it to be completely up to you. I want you to be ready.”

  

  Elliot smiled wide, "And that's why I am! And why you're the right...” he paused to correct that, "the ONLY choice!”

  

  ~

  

  William could barely contain his smile enough to speak, "Yes!? So then we're together now? Like serious and exclusive? We're...?”

  

  Aaron nodded furiously a huge smile of his own on his tan and white muzzle, "Definitely!”

  

  The husky couldn't soften his smile, no matter how hard he tried, "Oh God! I've got a boyfriend!” He chuckled, "And two weeks ago I 'wasn't even gay!'” He bit his lip, trying in futility to hold back his excitement, and leaned in, kissing Aaron softly and tasting the bunny's cum for the second time that night.

  

  Aaron did his best to kiss the dog back, but their still-tied position and wide smiles made it difficult to be very romantic about it, "I hope this doesn't mean you're going to stop being such a horny doggie.”

  

  "Ha!” Will licked his lips in an exaggerated, cartoonish show of hunger, "Now that you're all mine, I'm only gonna' get worse!”


  ~
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  The Masters...

  ...of Authority

  

  

  (October 4th)


  William Masters had gotten used to the look.


  It was the same look he'd received every morning and every afternoon for the past two weeks. It was the look Denise had given him every time he'd stepped into or out of the office, ever since she'd seen him and Aaron leaving for their first date.


  Granted, it was more pronounced today...and he wasn't used to the way her gaze turned away, avoiding his own at the end. But it was only Denise. For the sake of his sinuses, after all, he did what he could to avoid the over perfumed Skunk, anyway. So, if she had her own reasons to avoid him now, too...then so much the better...


  And so, the same as always, he walked on past her desk this Friday morning, in route for his office. No sooner had his white furred paw lit on the door knob, though, than a familiar voice halted him.


  "William?”


  And that would be Mr. Anoa'i. He was a friendly enough otter, but that didn't exactly make him a friend. After all, he was William's direct superior at the firm.


  "Sir?” William turned to greet the voice.


  And the well dressed otter met him with a nod, but not with the smile the husky was used to, "You don't have any appointments scheduled this early in the morning, do you?”


  "No Sir,” Will shook his head. "Nobody wants to come in this early, so I use this time to get other work done.”


  "Well then, uhm...I guess you're free,” Mr. Anoa'i could barely make eye contact with the canine, rubbing the top of his muzzle as he spoke. He was clearly uncomfortable. "We need to see you down in Castagnoli's office.”


  "We?” the husky glanced around, as if searching for others. "Is something wrong?”


  "Just, uhm...just meet us down there as soon as you can, okay?”


  And with that, Mr. Anoa'i turned and walked away, eyes on his feet.


  William knew that turn. He knew that walk. His boss was escaping their conversation. He was nervous and uncomfortable, and he was retreating from an awkward situation as quickly as he could manage. But why? What had made the otter so uneasy? And why had it already put Will's stomach in knots?


  He barely registered the next few minutes of his morning. He passed a door, his briefcase landed squarely on his desk, he passed that door again, followed by cubicles and coworkers, and in moments he was stepping into the office of Mr. Castagnoli: the CEO, the sole owner, and the final authority at the firm.


  Three faces greeted his entrance: Mr. Anoa'i's of course, though it could barely be called a greeting with no eye contact; Mr. Castagnoli's, displaying a glower, stern even for the face of a dragon whom William had never seen smile; and a bird's.


  That bird. Had they met before? Was she another of his superiors? Or was she with FR? And what was her name? For that matter, what manner of bird WAS she? No bird of prey, certainly. But perhaps the husky had more important things to worry about than placing the avian's name...


  With a smile at the three faces, one severe, one tense, and one indifferent -- or perhaps just inexpressive due to its beak -- Will spoke first, with an attempt at levity, "Well this can't be good.”


  At that, though he hadn't exactly been looking at William to begin with, Mr. Anoa'i's gaze turned even farther away, absently scanning Castagnoli's desk...and the otter's continued inability to look at him, especially after his attempted lightheartedness, only further twisted the husky's stomach into knots.


  Mr. Castagnoli spoke, a claw flicking in the direction of the chair before his desk, "Have a seat, Mr. Masters.”


  "Yeah...yes Sir.” Will did as he was told, looking between the three before he finally asked: "What seems to be the problem, Sir?”


  "Do you really have to ask?” the bird was the first to answer him. "Or are you just pretending you don't know?”


  And Mr. Castagnoli's glower darkened, "Or perhaps you've broken so many rules you don't know which one this is about.”


  "Broken rules? I...” William was taken aback by the seeming hostility, but did his best to remain professional. "I really don't know what you're talking about, Sir...”


  Instead of offering an explanation, both the dragon and the bird turned their eyes on Mr. Anoa'i, and with a hesitant sigh, the otter answered for them both, "...it's about Patrick Roark, William.”


  "A-Aaron?” the husky nearly yelped.


  "Aaron?” Castagnoli inquired...


  ...and Anoa'i explained, "Roark just a pseudonym, Sir.”


  "What about Aaron?” Will looked first to Mr. Anoa'i, but turned to Castagnoli instead. "Did I screw something up with his paperwork? I assure you, if I did, it was just a mistake. I didn't knowingly falsify anything, and, whatever it is, I can fix it.”


  But it was the bird who responded, "This isn't about paperwork, Mr. Masters. Everything is in order with his files.”


  "I didn't just mean his files; I meant the transfer, too. I've never done anything like that before, so if I didn't handle it right, I...uhm...” The husky tripped over his words a bit, as he motioned first to the otter, and then to the dragon, "I mean, should I have run it by Mr. Anoa'i first? Or even you, Mr. Castagnoli?”


  Anoa'i shook his head, "Actually...yes, you should have, but-”


  "Stop dancing around the issue, Mr. Masters!” Mr. Castagnoli interrupted the lesser supervisor to snap at their employee, "You know very well what we're talking about. This has nothing to do with paperwork; this is about your relationship with Mr. Roark.”


  And William sank in his seat. He had hoped that that wasn't the case, "Our relationship? But I thought-”


  "You thought, what, Mr. Masters?” the dragon cut him off as well. "That we wouldn't find out?”


  And the bird met that with a short, amused chirp of laughter, "That's a pretty bold assumption, what with the way we hear you've been flaunting it about the office.”


  Denise! Of course it was Denise. Who else? She was an unrepentant gossip, and she'd made it very clear -- with her stares alone -- that she wasn't comfortable with their relationship. So of course she was the reason it had come to their attention. But...


  "No. I didn't think it would even matter if you DID find out. I didn't think it was a problem, especially now that-”


  The dragon cut him off again, with a single shout of a laugh, "You expect us to believe that you actually thought this was an appropriate relationship to have with your client?”


  "Well...maybe not 'appropriate' but-”


  And then the bird cut him short as well, "Such relationships are clear conflicts of interests, Mr. Masters. How can you be trusted to effectively manage your other clients, or to manage Mr. Roark, himself, ethically and legally, if you're...” she paused with a nearly unnoticeable twitch, "...involved with him?”


  William put a paw to his chest, as he spoke in his defense, "I was under the impression that there weren't any rules against this sort of thing. I remember all of my training -- and all of the videos I've had to watch -- and I never remember hearing or reading anything about this.” In fact, he distinctly remembered a conversation with a senior agent who told him that it was acceptable here, thanks to the multiple levels of review.


  But Castagnoli continued before he could mention that: "Some rules are unwritten.”


  The husky blinked and shook his head, "So, wait. I'm being reprimanded for an unwritten rule? That's not exactly fair. How can you try to enforce something you haven't even laid out rules for?”


  The bird clicked her tongue, "We don't have explicit company rules against murder, either.”


  "Okay!” Mr. Anoa'i finally spoke up again, in William's defense, "That's a bit of a drastic comparison, isn't it?”


  Mr. Castagnoli clearly didn't like the otter's interruption, and shot him an almost snarling glare, "...perhaps.” He turned back to Will, "But the implication stands. Explicit rule or not, it is clearly unethical.”


  "And dangerous for the company,” the bird added.


  William raised an eyebrow, "Dangerous?”


  "Yes, Mr. Masters. Dangerous.” The bird leaned forward as she explained, "Even if you treat him exactly like the rest of your clients, what is there to keep those other clients from accusing you of preferential treatment? Let's say, for instance, that his book makes it through to publication more quickly than theirs, or is afforded better publicity. And perhaps that's simply because it was the better book, but that won't stop them from believing it was actually because he shares your bed.”


  "Exactly,” Castagnoli agreed. "Should we really invite lawsuits and scandal just so you can have your...fun with Mr. Roark?”


  "My fun!?” the husky barked back at that. "That's what you think this is? That I'm just looking to bury a bone!?”


  Anoa'i held up his paws quickly, hoping to calm his employee before things became too heated, "No one said that, William.”


  "Didn't he!?”


  "Well am I wrong?” Castagnoli coldly inquired.


  William pointed at himself as he fired back, "I don't know whether that's a shot against me personally, or gays in general, but yes Mr. Castagnoli, you are!” And the dragon opened his muzzle to speak, but the husky didn't pause long enough to let him, "But more importantly than whether or not you believe I actually have feelings for Aaron...your argument is moot anyway.”


  "How so, Will?” Mr. Anoa'i asked, before the CEO could respond. And only then did it click with the husky: Anoa'i was trying to help him! He was uncomfortable and tense because he felt bad for the dog. He wasn't on board with Castagnoli and the bird, and -- as best as he could manage without endangering his own job -- he was trying to help William protect his.


  After a minute nod of appreciation at the otter, the husky explained himself, "I had already taken all of this into consideration. Clients aside, I wasn't interested in being the subject of office whispers, or in having Aaron's every bit of success put under the microscope on account of me.” He motioned back toward the rest of the offices on the floor, "That's why I traded him out with one of the other agents. He's not my client anymore. How can there be a conflict of interest when my paws are completely out of his business, now?”


  For a moment at least, that seemed to have stumped the CEO, and the bird that Will assumed was from FR. Neither one came quickly with an answer, but William could almost see them searching, scraping for a way to continue admonishing him...


  And Mr. Castagnoli was the first one to find an approach, "That doesn't change the fact that you WERE his agent for some time while this was going on. And any progress made in that time still remains subject to scrutiny and review.”


  "Progress? What progress?” Will laughed darkly at the assertion. "The poor guy hasn't MADE any progress: not with Sylvia before I got him, and not with me, either! Sylvia wasn't even trying, and I had to shuffle him off to somebody new before I ever had the chance.”


  And now it was the bird's turn, "But don't you think there should have been some level of transparency here, Mr. Masters?”


  "Transparency?”


  She pointed at him, "You admitted, yourself, that you were worried what people might think...worried enough that you pawed him over to another agent. But it never crossed your mind to be honest with Mr. Anoa'i? Mr. Castagnoli? ANYONE in FR?”


  Ah ha! He was right. She was from FR!


  But more importantly: "There are no rules requiring that I disclose my personal affairs, Ma'am.”


  Castagnoli jumped on board, "Personal affairs stop being personal when they affect the company.”


  "Even so...I haven't exactly been keeping it a secret, have I?” William smiled almost mockingly, "If I had, how would any of you have even found out?”


  "And there's that as well, Mr. Masters!” the dragon took the opportunity to shift the subject. "No matter what other gray area you might want to hide behind, what in the world possessed you to think it was okay for the two of you to...parade your liaisons around the office and throw your little affair in your coworkers' faces?”


  And that was when the husky finally realized what the problem was. His every argument had been shot down, until they'd finally run out of ways to do so...and were forced to grope blindly for new complaints. Castagnoli had already made it clear that he thought William was leading entirely with his dick, and twice now they'd spoken of how he was 'parading' or 'flaunting' his relationship. And now he was 'throwing it in his coworkers' faces'?


  "That's what this is really about, isn't it!?” Will pointed angrily at the dragon. "This isn't about conflicts of interest, and law suits! Unwritten rules? Transparency? No! This is about the fact that we're both male! If he were a female client, or if I were Sylvia, we wouldn't be having this discussion, at all!”


  Neither Mr. Anoa'i nor Castagnoli ventured to confirm or deny his accusation, but the looks on both their faces were more than enough proof: the otter's look of shame at even being a part of this debacle, and the dragon's look of smug satisfaction, veiled by righteous disgust.


  The bird, though, attempted to keep up the pretense of professionalism, "The firm has a clear policy of non-discrimination, Mr. Masters.”


  "Of course you do,” Will responded sarcastically. "In a state where you're not legally obligated to follow it!”


  Castagnoli tapped a claw on his desk in a single, piercing clack, "You have the gall to call OUR ethics into question?”


  "Me? Do I have the gall?” Finally having had enough, the dog stood up from his chair. "I've been dragged in here for breaking a rule that doesn't even exist, just because you-” he paused just long enough to glance at Anoa'i, who he remembered was -- at least partly -- on his side, and then he continued, pointing only at the dragon and the bird, "-just because the two of you and Denise have a problem with my sexuality...and now you're gonna' talk to me about GALL!?”


  "This hostility is entirely uncalled for,” the bird made a show of leaning back in her chair, as if threatened by the husky, and then turned to her CEO. "Should I contact security, Sir?”


  "Security?” William couldn't help but laugh at the absurdity, but sat back down regardless. "You've got to be kidding me!”


  "That won't be necessary,” Castagnoli waved the bird off and turned back to Will. "You can throw around whatever accusations you like, Mr. Masters. You can continue to try and turn the blame around on us to your heart's content, but it won't change the facts.”


  "What facts?”


  The bird answered for him, "That so long as Mr. Roark is dating a member of our staff, his work will face brutal and increasing scrutiny. His every step toward publication will be slowed by safeguards, red tape, and review the likes of which no other client has to face. In all likelihood, he will soon be finding himself in something of a professional limbo.”


  "To put it more simply, Mr. Masters,” Castagnoli grinned -- for the first time Will had ever seen -- as he summarized their point: "so long as you're working here, we will see to it that Mr. Roark's career goes nowhere.”


  From the corner of his eye, William saw Mr. Anoa'i's jaw clench, just before he turned to look out the window. He was appalled with the situation...


  ...and the husky would have liked to feel the same, but unfortunately, he was too overcome by disbelief to be outraged. Disbelief which slowly gave way to an encroaching, claustrophobic despair as his reality sank in.


  They couldn't fire him. Despite the fact that his state had no protection from discrimination on the basis of sexuality, the firm technically did. And since he had broken no actual rules, they couldn't dismiss him without the concern of a wrongful termination suit.


  But they wanted him gone, nonetheless.


  And what better way was there to get him to quit on his own, than to threaten Aaron?


  ~


  It had taken some convincing.


  Elliot's mother felt it was far too short of notice, and despite their relative financial security, she was always worried about money for food. How were they supposed to feed an extra mouth for three whole days?


  Luckily, Elliot's father was there to back him up. 'Elliot never has friends over, Robyn,' he argued, 'You're seriously going to turn him down?' Though in reality, he knew this friend was something special. This friend was something more than just a friend, and he wasn't about to deny his son the opportunity to see him.


  And so, having secured his parents' permission earlier in the week, this Friday evening Elliot sat alone in his room with his tiger -- and his newly official boyfriend -- Hunter Thurman.


  But their seclusion would not remain uninterrupted, and shortly into the evening, his door swung open without a knock or any pretense of a warning, as his mother strode in.


  Luckily, they knew better than to be doing anything risky with her at home...


  "Elliot, sweetheart?” the elder female husky called to her son...


  ...and he turned in his computer chair to meet her, "Yeah, Mom?”


  "I'm on my way to the store. Do you need me to pick anything up while I'm out?”


  "Nah, I'm okay.”


  "What about Hunter?” Robyn motioned to her son's feline friend. "Are you sure you two don't need anything for while he's over? Snacks? Drinks?”


  Elliot opened his mouth to say 'no,' but noticed in his peripheral how Hunter sat up just a little straighter at the question. So, he turned to look at his friend, who shot back a cautious and hopeful smile. Of course, Hunter would be too polite to ask for himself!


  So the young husky turned back to his mother with a grin. Luckily, he knew what his tiger liked, "Uhm...maybe some ice cream? Or one of those party trays with all the little meats, cheeses, and crackers?”


  Robyn smiled, "I think I can handle that. Just don't fill up on it right when I get back. I'm picking up stuff for supper, too.” And with that, she waved and backed out the door, "Call me if you think of anything else.”


  "Sure thing, Mom.”


  A silence fell over the room as she disappeared, both teenagers barely even breathing out of fear of it drowning out the noise they were waiting to hear: the sound of the front door opening and closing, which soon echoed through the house.


  Ell was the first to breathe, but Hunter was the first to speak, "Is this it?”


  The husky just nodded, "It's the best chance we're gonna' get.”


  "Are you sure she'll be gone long enough?” Hunter turned to look out his boyfriend's window, waiting for the sight of departing headlights.


  "She should be. But we'll hear her coming, if not.” Elliot stood up, rubbing his paws together nervously, "There's no danger of her sneaking up on us.”


  Turning away from the window, the tiger joined him, "I just don't get it, though.”


  "Don't get what?”


  "Your mom seems so nice,” Hunter pointed in the general direction she'd gone. "I don't understand why we're so worried about her finding out. Are you really sure it would be that terrible if she did?”


  "I asked that same question,” Ell rubbed the back of his neck. "But, all I know is: Will and my dad aren't the kind to freak out over nothing. If they're scared...I'm not gonna' risk it.”


  "Right.”


  "You ready?” the husky flashed an uneasy smile...


  ...and Hunter shuddered and drew in a breath as he prepared himself, "I think so. This is...it's just really weird, though.”


  "If you're uncomfortable, you don't have to-”


  "No! No, it's okay. I've got this,” the tiger smiled more confidently. "It's just not something I ever thought I'd be doing.”


  "You're tellin' me!” Elliot laughed. "But I promise you: this is what I was told to do.”


  And with that, the husky motioned for the cat to follow him and the two made their way out of his room, and to the den. With every step, the sounds of television grew louder and louder: sportscasters recapping and analyzing recent games and arguing about the potential outcomes of those yet to come...something Elliot had never kept up with or understood, no matter how much his father watched it.


  And soon enough, he'd drawn to a stop alongside the older husky's recliner, nervously coughing before he mustered the courage to speak, "Hey...Dad?”


  Kristoff turned to look at his son,"Yeah?”


  "Can we talk for a minute?” With a gulp, the young dog rambled out an apology and a frantic explanation, "I...I'm sorry to interrupt your TV show, but...but Mom just left, and I don't know if we'll have the chance to do this again, so I just-”


  "It's okay!” Kris held up a paw to stop him and then muted the TV. "It's okay. It's nothing I didn't see when the games were actually on.” Sitting the remote aside, he tilted his head at the boy, "Is everything alright?”


  "Y-yeah!” Ell nearly yelped in response, chattering out a string of assurances, almost too quick to be intelligible, "It's fine, we're fine. Of course! Everything's good.”


  The elder canine could only laugh at his son's obvious anxiety, "Maybe you should relax, then!”


  "Sorry.” Elliot beckoned Hunter along, and the two boys took their seats on the couch, where the young husky stared silently at his feet for a long moment before he even tried to begin, "Okay...uhm...”


  Noting his boyfriend's difficulty with continuing, Hunter reached out and took the dog's paw into his own, with a gentle and comforting squeeze. Elliot smiled at the reminder that he wasn't in this alone, but he wasn't the only one...


  Kris, too, smiled at the compassion, now confirmed, that he had previously only hoped the tiger showed his son...


  Steeled by the orange paw, Ell pushed on, "Dad? Do you remember what we talked about on the, uhm...on the weekend you found out about...everything?”


  Kris let out a slow breath as he tried to remember, "Well...we talked about a lot of things. You'll need to be more specific, kiddo.”


  "About you...about you running interference for me.”


  The elder husky just nodded at first, "Oh.” But almost immediately his eyes shot open wide, when he realized what was happening, "Oh!” And -- honestly for comedic effect, more than anything, following his unintentional double 'oh' -- he smiled and waggled his eyebrows at the boys as he repeated and suggestively drew out a third: "Oh?”


  Hunter and Elliot both blushed at the elder fur's surprising joviality, but despite his embarrassment, Ell managed to continue, "Yeah. Uhm...Hunter and I...” He paused to better compose himself and then just said it: "Dad? Hunter and I would like to have sex, and we need your help.”


  Kris burst into laugher immediately, barely believing the bizarre situation he'd gotten himself into, "Well, I DID agree to cover for you, right? I definitely wasn't expecting such a formal proposition...but...I guess I really don't know what I WAS expecting, either.”


  Hunter perked up, "Does...does that mean you'll help?”


  "Elliot and I had a deal, Hunter,” the elder husky explained in response. "This stuff is going to happen no matter what I do, so we agreed to work together to keep him safe, and to keep it in the privacy and comfort of our home.” He pointed first at himself, and then at his son, "So I agreed to cover for the two of you, so long as Elliot lived up to his end of the deal. Do you remember what that was, kiddo?”


  Elliot nodded meekly, "Honesty.”


  "Because I can't do my job unless I know what's going on!” Kris took a breath, and displayed his friendliest smile, as he prepared to tackle the surreal conversation ahead, "So, as fun as this is gonna' be for all of us, let's hear the details! What did you two have in mind? And why the formal proposal?”


  "Well...I...” Ell tried to answer, but was clearly having trouble finding the words...


  ...so Hunter took over, "Elliot and I have only done so much, Sir.”


  "You don't have to call me sir,” Kris interrupted the boy.


  "Sorry,” he smiled bashfully. "I'm still a little nervous.”


  "Of course you are! Who wouldn't be?” Kris laughed aloud at this young guest, but retained his smile, sincerely wanting to make this as easy on all three of them as he could, "But we'll get through this, Hunter. So go on.”


  The tiger nodded and repeated himself, "We've only done so much, so far. Just...uhm...” he took a breath of his own to steady himself enough to actually say this to his boyfriend's father, "Just oral and paw stuff. Nothing past that. But we've been talking...and we think it's time.”


  "Time? You mean...?” the adult paused, looking for the most appropriate word to label it. Bugggery? Sodomy? Mounting? Topping? Butt sex? What exactly would the least offensive way to say it...and still direct and adult enough for the situation? Perhaps the more clinical term was best. "You mean anal sex.”


  "Yes Sir-” Hunter caught himself saying 'sir' again, and corrected it, "I mean: yeah.”


  "I'm...I'm ready to do it!” Elliot finally chimed in, worried his father would think they were moving too fast. "I've been ready for a while, actually, and I want Hunter to be my first.”


  Kris nodded thoughtfully and turned back to Hunter, "Will Elliot be your first, too?”


  "He will. Not the first who's asked, though.”


  "We just want it to be right when it happens,” Ell continued. "We want it to be special and romantic. We don't want to have to worry about Mom, or anything else. But we want it to be somewhere safe and comfortable...not anywhere risky.”


  "And my grandmother's place really isn't an option,” the tiger added.


  The elder canine took a moment to appropriately appraise and digest the situation at paw. This was what he'd agreed to do, and he knew it was the right decision. He wasn't even gay, and at his son's age, he had already done everything Elliot had and more; there was no way he could expect less of the boy. And as unorthodox as it might be, it was his job to support him and keep him safe.


  In truth, the thought of his son having sex didn't bother him. The thought of helping his son have sex didn't even bother him. The only fact which brought him even a moment's pause, in fact, was that NONE of this was bothering him.


  His mind did wander in his moment of reflection, though. And to questions he was certain no normal father had reason to ask about their fourteen-year-old son. Like: when they did this...who was going to be on the bottom? He almost laughed aloud at how silly a question that was, though. Obviously, it would be Elliot...


  But how odd was it that he found that so very apparent?


  But that was that, he supposed. He was really going to be helping his son get mounted by another boy...and he was helping to make sure it would be as 'romantic' as possible, at that!


  "You know?” he finally spoke, breaking the ever increasing tension of the silence between them. "I must have mounted at least four different guys in high school, and not a one of them less than twice. But it was always just for fun. It never occurred to me it should have been anything 'special' or 'romantic.' I guess I should have known it would be different for an actual gay couple, though.” His eyes widened as he was struck, first, by a realization, "Oh shit...I'm sure some of them were gay, too,” and then by guilt, "Oh, I hope I didn't ruin their first times.”


  Hunter, though, was nearly frozen stiff at what he'd just heard Elliot's father admit. "You were...?” his words caught in his throat and he tried again, "When you were in high school, you...mounted...?”


  Kris just laughed at the boy, "Elliot hadn't told you about that, already?”


  "I uhm...” the younger husky hesitantly explained, "I didn't think it was my place to share your secrets.” But the real reason was that after what Hunter had learned about him and Will, he didn't want the cat worrying that he and his DAD had fooled around, too.


  "You told me about Will,” Hunter argued.


  But Kris backed his son up, "Yeah, but it's not exactly a secret with Billy.”


  The tiger's mind was flooded with images of an elder husky's imagined youth, and with personal realizations that he and his friends' games were not as uncommon as he'd believed. And as his mind wandered, sifting through all the ramifications of this new revelation, another fact dawned on him as well, "Wait! If you did this sort of thing...and so did Will...does that mean that the two of you...?”


  And that was the line too far. Kristoff's eyes shot open wide, and he coughed, not expecting that question, or anticipating they would make such a connection. And what was worse, was the realization that his immediate physical reaction had destroyed any chance for him to pretend the answer was no.


  "Hey!” Elliot, though, came to his father's -- and his own -- rescue, "What say we get back on track, here?”


  "Right!” Kris shook his head and moved along as smoothly as he could manage, but no small part of his mind was left, nonetheless, lingering on his unintentional confession. "Yeah. Okay, so you two want to uhm...to take things to the next level, and you need me to keep Robyn occupied.”


  "Yeah...” Hunter, too, had to shake off those thoughts weighing on his mind, but for him, it was his new understanding of just how incestuous this family really was. He managed, though, just as Kris had, to get back on track, "Yeah. That's the plan.”


  "When?” the elder canine asked.


  "Uhm, well...” Ell smiled hopefully. "It's kind of why I invited him over.”


  Kris recoiled, "So, are we talking about tonight??”


  "No! No,” the tiger held up his paws, "We understand that that's too short of notice.”


  "Yeah,” Elliot agreed. "We were thinking...tomorrow, maybe?”


  The elder husky paused to take another minute to think. It was a far shorter minute, this time though, as he was only considering the logistics of the plan, "Okay. I think I can make this work. I really don't see your mom turning down a chance to go out on a Saturday night. She should jump at the opportunity for dinner and a movie!” He smiled proudly at the boys, "That should be good enough, don't you think? It should give you two enough time?”


  Hunter, though, met the idea with a laugh, "Dinner? A movie? That's a lot of money you're spending just to help your son get laid!”


  Ell's eyes shot open wide, "Hunter!”


  "Please,” Kris laughed mockingly at their feline guest. "Don't kid yourself, kitty. This is NOT just for Elliot.” He leaned in with a devious smile, "After treating her to a night on the town, do you really think I'm not gonna' get anything out of this, too, when I get back home?”


  And at that, Elliot's cheeks immediately began to burn, "Dad!!”


  "What?” Kris threw up his paws. "We just sat here having a long, serious conversation about YOUR sex life, and I can't even hint that maybe I have one, too?”


  Elliot took a breath, and as he let it out, the mortified scowl on his face shifted slowly to match his father's wily grin, "Okay then, Dad! Let's talk about your sex life!” He rested his cheek on his paw, "What all DID you and uncle Will do in high school?”


  "Yeah!” Hunter joined in, "Was he one of the 'four' you mentioned?”


  Ell snickered, "Well, now there you go assuming my dad was the one on top.”


  The elder husky was clearly uncomfortable at first, his own blush showing brightly on his ears, and his grin completely disappearing. But he'd known already that it was too late to hide it. Thanks to his wide eyed cough, his fate had been sealed minutes before.


  So now, his best bet was to simply make sure the boys weren't allowed the upper hand. After all, he couldn't let them think they'd gotten the better of him! And so, despite his discomfort, he forced that devilish smile back onto his muzzle, and leaned in on a paw to mirror his son...


  "How was it you put it, Hunter? Billy and I 'only did so much'.” He smiled wider, showing off his teeth, "But if we had done more...I promise you, he would have been the one on bottom.”

  

  

  

  

  ~

  

  

  

  

  There we go! The Masters continues!


  *

  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/

  *


  So here we are!


  One more chapter and The Masters ends for good, setting the stage for its characters to play their roles in the much talked about Sibirskaia!


  The Masters Chapter 15 will set the stage for Sibirskaia, but THIS chapter sets the stage for 15!

  So what IS going to happen next chapter?


  Will William quit his job to save Aaron's career, or does he have another way to handle the situation?

  And Elliot has been begging Will to top him for 14 chapters now, and he's finally about to get his wish...albeit from his new boyfriend, Hunter!

  So how will their first time go?


  And HOW is all of this paving the road for Sibirskaia?

  Tune in next time to find out in the FINAL CHAPTER of The Masters!


  SIDE NOTE: When casting Mr. Anoa'i, Mr. Castagnoli, and the FR bird, I used the runner-up species from my votes on Mic & Denise.

  Denise ended up being a skunk, but avian was #2...and Mic ended by being a Hyena, but dragon & otter were #'s 2 & 3.

  Oh! And is it clear enough what "FR" is? ^_^


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at theottercoon[at]gmail.com


  See you for the FINAL CHAPTER of The Masters!

  ...and then...Sibirskaia!


  The Masters Chapter 15


  

  

  "But I don't understand.” Aaron Jones shook his head in confusion, leaning forward in his chair, "You like...JUST got your promotion, why would you quit?”

  

  And a few feet away, on his couch, William Masters nervously rubbed his neck, "I uhm...I didn't exactly say that I quit.”

  

  "You mean they FIRED you?” The rabbit sat up straighter on cue, "Why?”

  

  Because my boss is a homophobe who threatened your career if I didn't leave. That was the truth...but Will couldn't exactly tell Aaron that, could he? If his new boyfriend knew he'd lost his job to protect him, he'd blame himself. He'd feel like he'd ruined the dog's life, and Will just couldn't do that to him.

  

  A part of him thought Aaron deserved the truth, if for no other reason than to know what kind of company he was working with, and to give him a chance to take his books somewhere better. But without Will in the picture, his career should have been safe enough, since they'd lost their only excuse to throw up their bureaucratic roadblocks. And the unfortunate reality was that, even if he was wrong, there was nowhere better anyway. Not for miles around...

  

  And so, he had decided long before Aaron showed up this Saturday evening, that a partial truth would have to do. "Well it...it turns out I was wrong. It IS against the rules to date a client.”

  

  "What?? But you pawed me over to another agent!”

  

  "Apparently that's not enough.”

  

  "But you gave me that big speech about,” Aaron twirled a paw as he tried to remember the phrase, "about multiple levels of review, and-”

  

  "I know!” the husky stopped him. "That's what a coworker told me! But obviously they were wrong, too.”

  

  Aaron took in a breath and his shoulders slumped, "Oh God. This is all my fault, Will,” already, he was blaming himself...and Will knew immediately that he'd made the right decision. After all, how much worse would he feel if he knew Will had quit FOR him? "I'm so sorry.”

  

  "No, Aaron! No. This is NOT your fault. It was my job to know the rules.”

  

  "But if I hadn't ever asked you out, to-”

  

  "Oh no! Nonono! We're not gonna' go there.” William leaned forward emphatically, pointing at his boyfriend, "I wanna' make this perfectly clear, okay? I wouldn't change these last two weeks for anything. You are exactly what I need in my life, right now.” He huffed out a sardonic little laugh, "It is ridiculous that it took me this long to finally be honest with myself...and you are the ONLY reason I am.” He ended with a gentle smile, "Aaron, I would much rather have you, than that job.”

  

  "But it's not fair, Will,” the rabbit argued nonetheless. "You should be able to have both.”

  

  "True. But that's my fault,” Will pointed at himself. "I should have known the rules, and I should have known better than to make such a big show of it in front of Denise.”

  

  "Denise?” Aaron's brow dropped...

  

  ...and the husky nodded, "Denise.”

  

  For a moment there was silence as the two mulled over the situation, but Aaron was never one to stay quiet for long, "Well...what are you gonna' do now?”

  

  "I dunno, I...” William shrugged. "I only got into publishing because I wanted to write, right? Maybe I should do that, instead.”

  

  "That's probably a good idea, actually,” the rabbit tilted his head side to side as he considered the logistics of the plan. "But...won't you still need to work?”

  

  "Maybe not. This place is really cheap, and I got paid plenty well and saved up. I think I can limp by for a bit.”

  

  "For how long?”

  

  "Not long enough, I'm sure. But I have a degree and experience...I can always find another job somewhere.” Will leaned back, tapping his fingers on the arm of the couch, "It might not be great, but maybe it'll be part time so it won't get in the way of my writing so much.”

  

  "I uhm...I hope this doesn't sound too forward after just two weeks, but...” Aaron gulped nervously, "but maybe you don't have to.”

  

  "Don't have to what?” the husky looked his bunny's way with a raised eyebrow. "Get a job?”

  

  "Well, yeah!” Aaron began, tense and rambling, barely breathing between his words, "I'm just thinking that, y'know, I've already written three manuscripts, and not a one of them is published yet. So, I'm sure I can take a step back from MY writing for a little bit, right? I could get a job, and...and you said, yourself, that this place isn't that expensive...”

  

  "Wait...” William held up a paw to stop his guest, "Are you asking to move in with me?”

  

  "Kind of?” the rabbit smiled hopefully, but just as quickly let it fade and hung his head. "I'm sorry. You're right. I know it's too soon. It's just...” he stopped and shook his head, "but no, we've only really been TOGETHER for like a week! I'm moving way too fast and-”

  

  "No!” Will nearly yelped, holding up both paws now, as he tried to restrain his smile and his breathless laughter enough to speak. "No, Aaron. This is...it's the sweetest thing anyone's ever offered to do for me!”

  

  Slowly, Aaron's smile returned, "...it's not too quick?”

  

  "Rimmer...” the husky shook his head through his continued feeble laughs, "we fucked ten years before our first date.”

  

  "More than!” Aaron joined in his laughter, but had to take it under control enough to clarify...to make sure he was hearing his boyfriend right: "So...are we really gonna' be living together?”

  

  "I-” No sooner had William opened his muzzle to speak, though, than his cell phone's ringtone sounded out, cutting him short.

  

  He looked around for the source, but it was his bunny who found it first, vibrating on the corner of an end table. He plucked it up and, with a short glance at the screen, stretched out and pawed it over to his host, "It's your brother and his impeccable timing.”

  

  Will, though, just turned it off immediately, "He can wait.” With a smile, he sat it in his lap and continued, "Now like I was saying, I think-” only for that piercing ring to cut him off again, just as quickly. "Damnit! Hold on, let me get rid of him.” The dog, with no lack of frustration, finally answered the call, "Hey Toffy, what's-”

  

  A bark on the other end of the line halted him...

  

  ...but the urgency of the voice was actually LESS disconcerting than the fact that he was called 'Will' and not 'Billy' for the first time in longer than he could remember. "Kris? Whoa! What's wrong?”

  

  He was met, though, with no justifications, and only a rushed and frantic request, instead.

  

  "Wait, wait! Slow down!” The husky stood up, under his boyfriend's concerned gaze, as he begged for an explanation: "Tell me what's going on Kris?”

  

  The voice on the other end, though, only screamed back, refusing to take the time to give even the basest of details. However, he did say one word that caught his little brother's attention...

  

  "...Robyn?” William's eyes shot open wide, "Oh shit!” And with no further argument, he snatched his keys from the end table.

  

  Kris, of course, continued urging his brother on, but it wasn't needed.

  

  "Already on it! Walking out the door, now.” The husky unceremoniously grabbed his rabbit by the arm and pulled him up from his seat.

  

  "Hey!” Aaron protested, but put up no physical resistance, "Will! What the hell!?”

  

  Through the phone, Kris barked out one final plea, and Will hung up as he marched, franticly dragging Aaron to the front door.

  

  "Will!” The bunny spoke up again, as his boyfriend threw open the door and nearly pushed him through it, "What's going on??”

  

  "I'm sorry babe. We're picking Elliot up. I'll explain on the way.” William followed through and locked the door behind them, an urgency in his eyes as he pointed toward the parking lot, "Now, move!”

  

  

  

  

  The Masters...

  ...of Change

  

  

  (October 5th)

  

  Earlier that evening, Kristoff Masters held open the door of a movie theatre, to let his wife, Robyn, step through into the cold fall air.

  

  "Did YOU enjoy the movie?” Robyn asked, repeating a question he'd asked her only moments before.

  

  The movie had been some romantic comedy that Kris was already looking forward to forgetting the name of. So the real answer was no, but the right answer of course, was: "Of course!”

  

  "Aww...” just short of the curb, she turned back around with a smile, and placed a quick, gentle kiss on her husband's lips. "I'm not sure if I like how easily you lie.”

  

  Kristoff, though, just smirked as he held her softly in a hug, "Honey, if one of us didn't lie, we'd never find anything to watch together.”

  

  "I never lie about what I like!” Robyn scoffed and stepped away.

  

  He wanted to respond: 'Of course you don't. So imagine how often I have to!' But as he followed her to their car, he erred on the side of caution instead, "Well you know: it wasn't a complete lie anyway. I really DID like parts of it.”

  

  "Like what?”

  

  "Uhm...the quirky gay friend?”

  

  "Really?” Robyn grimaced openly, "I didn't care for him.”

  

  Kris rolled his eyes behind her back. Of course she didn't! "Don't complain, honey. That's as close as we're gonna' get to agreeing.”

  

  "Well, it's something, I guess,” she admitted with a reluctant smile.

  

  "Something.” Kristoff nodded as they came upon their car, and then stopped her with a paw as he moved along to less awkward subjects, "So! Are you ready for dinner?”

  

  "Are you finally ready to tell me where we're going?”

  

  "You know that Brazilian Steak House that I always told you was too expensive?”

  

  "Kris! No!” Robyn's eyes shot open wide, "I can't go there like this.”

  

  He recoiled, not expecting that reaction, "Do what now?”

  

  "Like this!” Robyn motioned up and down the length her body, "Like this! We both need to be a lot dressier for that place.”

  

  Kris shook his head and held up a paw, "Okay, first of all, if I'm paying them over $250 for a meal, they'll let me come in naked if I want! And secondly...” he offered a gentle smile and placed his paws on his wife's hips, "Maybe you're not covered in your best jewelry, but I happen to think you look beautiful in this dress.”

  

  "Really? Are you sure I look good enough?”

  

  ~

  

  "Why are you so worried, Elliot? You know you didn't have to dress up for tonight.” Across the town, Hunter Thurman and Elliot Masters had the house to themselves. And they stood at the foot of Elliot's bed, his door happily opened wide, as Hunter did his best to calm his boyfriend's insecurities. "Your clothes are just gonna' end up on the floor anyway.”

  

  Ell met his cat's assurances with a playful glare, "You're avoiding the question.”

  

  "Fine,” the tiger let out a teasing sigh. "You look very handsome in your outfit, Elliot.” He stepped forward, though, taking hold of the husky by the hips, "But you'll look even better when we get you out of it.”

  

  "Bad kitty...” Elliot growled softly as he was pulled against his lover...

  

  ...and Hunter just scoffed, "Like you'd want me to change.”

  

  Nose-to-nose with his tiger, the husky opened his muzzle to continue their banter, but was cut short before he could speak as a rough tongue plunged past his lips. He, of course, made no attempt to fight it. Whatever he was about to say wasn't nearly important enough for that...

  

  ...and they hadn't gone through the trouble of getting the house to themselves so they could talk.

  

  An orange furred paw gripped the back of a black furred head, pulling it deeper into the kiss. Teeth clicked softly against one another as a pair of tongues fought in the now shared space of their maws...while lower down, Elliot's paws worked their way under his tiger's shirt.

  

  White on white, nimble fingers combed through soft belly fur, teasing the flesh beneath, and a purr rose in Hunter's throat that vibrated his husky's lips. But their kiss was soon to end...as those fingers and their paws rose higher and higher, across the tiger's chest, and lifted his shirt away.

  

  Begrudgingly, Hunter pulled away from his boyfriend, lifting his arms so Ell could pull his shirt up and off. But when the husky leaned back in, expecting the kiss to continue, he found no lips to meet his own...

  

  Instead, the tiger's head turned and dropped, his tongue assaulting the hollow of his lover's neck.

  

  And Elliot could only whimper helplessly, "Not fair...”

  

  Hunter licked and nipped at the flesh of his pup's neck, through its thick coat of fur, and felt the younger boy fall nearly limp. Luckily, though, he held him firm, one arm tight around his waist, while the other was occupied elsewhere.

  

  With Ell distracted by the snout in his neck, Hunter's fingers danced along the husky's waist, roughly taking hold of and unclasping the button on his pants. Elliot felt the sudden jostling, and heard the zip that followed...and his pants fell to his ankles.

  

  Hunter pulled away with a wicked smile, knowing his boyfriend was vulnerable with his ankles basically bound, and abruptly shoved him back, causing the dog to tumble against, and land sitting, on the foot of his bed.

  

  The tiger approached, teeth bared like a hungry predator, but Elliot showed no signs of fear. And neither did he cower back, meeting his assailant instead with open paws and a friendly nose...burying his muzzle into Hunter's stomach fur as his own paws went to work, unclasping the CAT'S jeans now, as well.

  

  In seconds, they had fallen, too, leaving Hunter in nothing but his boxers, as both boys kicked their respective pants away just in time for the tiger to push his husky back again, Ell's shoulders landing on the bed with a muted thump. And Hunter smiled down at his prey -- shirt risen enough to show the lowest reaches of his stomach, and clad from the waist down in nothing but a pair of pre-dampened briefs, their seams struggling to hold their pulsing contents in -- and he licked his lips eagerly, leaning in to at last remove the final barrier standing between him and his prize.

  

  The tiger's fingers hooked under the elastic band, and the husky raised his hips, leaving only one quick jerk, and his rigid, and dripping, but still growing member was finally freed into the cool bedroom air. Awkwardly and impatiently, Hunter tugged the damp cotton down and off of his lover's feet, barely tossing them aside before dropping to his knees and lowering his snout right for the marble-red flesh...

  

  "Wait, wait, wait,” Elliot's paws, though, stopped him, inches from his goal. "Not that I don't appreciate the enthusiasm...but you've still got a job to finish,” he smirked as he tugged on the tail of his shirt.

  

  "Hmm? Your tee-shirt?” Hunter ran a paw up his boyfriend's thigh and cupped his white furred sack, "I dunno. Everything I want is already uncovered.”

  

  But the husky slapped the paw away, "I didn't ask what YOU want.”

  

  "So forceful!” Hunter smiled a wide and toothy grin. "But why so concerned about the shirt?”

  

  "We're alone,” Ell shrugged. "Is there something wrong with me wanting to take this opportunity to be naked with my boyfriend?”

  

  "Not at all...”

  

  The tiger shook his head and stood again, beckoning his husky to sit up. And Elliot did just as instructed, as Hunter leaned in, pulled his shirt up and off, and tossed it aside. Instead of continuing what he'd been doing before, though, the cat recoiled and raised a brow...

  

  "Uhm...Elliot?”

  

  "Hmm?”

  

  Hunter pointed at his boyfriend's chest, "Where's your necklace?”

  

  "What? It's...” the husky looked down, and jumped when he found the dog tag missing. "Oh no!” He looked back up, his eyes wide and hysterical, "I-I don't know, Hunter. I had it on me earlier, I promise! I don't know what-”

  

  "Hey, hey! It's okay,” Hunter held up his paws with a laugh. "I know you had it on. I saw you put it on this morning, when we got up. I was just wondering where it went.”

  

  "So...” Ell relaxed and flashed a soft, shy, smile, "You're not upset or...or hurt?”

  

  But the tiger just laughed again, "What? You think just because I got you a gift that I expect you to wear it every minute of every day? Come on.”

  

  "Still, though, I should have kept better tack of it,” Elliot rubbed his neck, still looking down at his bare chest. "I...I really don't know what happened to it. What if I lost it?”

  

  "Then I'll buy you a new one. A better one! One with TODAY'S date on it,” Hunter lifted his lover's head with a wink. "After all, it's MY job to be romantic, not yours.”

  

  "Careful, kitty! I could get used to that.”

  

  ~

  

  "Well don't get TOO used to it,” Kristoff laughed at his wife as they drove, continuing on their way to the restaurant. "We don't have the money to come here very often.”

  

  "Oh, I just meant I could get used to eating out and not having to cook,” Robyn waved him off dismissively. "That doesn't mean it has to be this place in particular.”

  

  "Oh? Good! I can turn us around, then.”

  

  "Don't you dare!”

  

  Only less than a block's worth of the drive was left between them and the steakhouse, and in just a few minutes they were there, pulling into a far flung parking spot on their own, despite the fact that a valet service was provided.

  

  Kris had never trusted someone else to drive his car.

  

  Silently, the two stepped out of the sedan. But while Kris shut his door, adjusted his clothes, and checked his phone to make sure they were on time for their reservation, his wife had become distracted.

  

  Gathering her purse from the floorboard, Robyn had caught sight of a small glint of silver just under the edge of the seat. So, curious, she lifted it from the shadows and stood, calling out to her husband over the roof of the car...

  

  "Kris? What's this?”

  

  "Hmm?” He looked up from his phone, and saw his wife's paw holding up a long, cheap, and broken chain, with a dog tag dangling from its center. "That's...” he began to answer, but froze when he realized exactly what it was. It was Elliot's! He'd been wearing it today, and it must have broken off when Kris had taken the boys to lunch...and the last place it needed to be was in his mother's paw.

  

  "A dog tag?” Robyn brought it closer to her muzzle, "Does Elliot have a dog tag?”

  

  "I-it's probably Hunter's!” Kristoff explained quickly, hoping to make her lose interest. "Just toss it back in the car, and we can give it back to him when we get home.”

  

  It was too late, though, and she was already muttering to herself as she read: "Hunter and...”

  

  And Kris could only mutter as well, as he watched on, "Oh fuck...”

  

  "Kris...Kris! KRIS!!” Suddenly, Robyn was frantic, waving her paw and the dog tags at her husband at she slammed her door shut, "Hunter and Elliot! Hunter and Elliot!”

  

  "Whoa!” He held up his paws and began to circle the car, "Calm down Robyn. Take a breath.”

  

  "This...” Robyn could barely manage to speak, her arm still jerking violently in the air, "This-this-this THING! It has their names on it. Look!” She marched around the car herself, meeting her husband half way and shoving the necklace in his face, "Hunter and Eliot, September 20th!”

  

  Timidly, Kristoff took it from her paw and looked it over himself, despite knowing exactly what it was. "Yeah...” he hummed as he read it, "I guess it does, doesn't it?”

  

  "That's all you have to say!?” she nearly shrieked. "Kris! We have got to get home, now!”

  

  "No we don't. It'll be okay, Honey,” Kris placed his paws on her shoulders for comfort. "You just need to calm down.”

  

  "We don't? We DON'T??” Robyn knocked his paws away, "Are you trying to tell me that you don't know what this means, Kris?”

  

  "Yes. I know what it means, Robyn.”

  

  "Then take me home! I want that cat out of my house, NOW!”

  

  It was too late to pretend this wasn't happening: too late to coddle his wife and to see this have a happy ending. But he could at least do what was right for his son. And so, as he stuffed the necklace away in his pocket, he took a breath and let it out in a cough, steadying himself to respond firmly, and directly: "No. We're not going anywhere.”

  

  Robyn just blinked, "We're...we're what?”

  

  "We are staying right here, and we're leaving those two boys alone,” Kristoff explained in no uncertain terms, resolute and sure.

  

  "You...you're going to leave your son alone?” She couldn't believe what she was hearing, "At the mercy of that...that...”

  

  "No, go ahead. Say it,” Kris encouraged her, his brow pinching sharp and low as he glared down at his wife. "You've never been too shy to say the word, before! What's so different now that you're talking about Elliot?”

  

  "My son is not a faggot!” Robyn screamed back. "I'm talking about-”

  

  "His boyfriend?” he cut her off immediately.

  

  "You shut your mouth, Kristoff!”

  

  "Why? Is it a little harder being a bigot when you're talking about your own son?”

  

  And at that, Robyn slowly stepped away, eyeing her husband up and down in wide-eyed surprise, "...you knew.”

  

  Kristoff said nothing in return, but his momentarily averted eyes said more than enough.

  

  "You're not surprised by this, at all!” she pointed at his pocket, where he'd stowed away the necklace. "You knew about this and you HID it from me!?”

  

  "And why the hell wouldn't I?” Kris motioned a paw at his wife, "Look at you!”

  

  "How long, Kris? How long have you known!?”

  

  "I don't think that's-”

  

  "Oh my God,” Robyn cut him off as she was hit with another realization...as she finally realized what was going on. "You...you're helping them? You got me out of the house tonight, so they could...could...” she shuddered, unable to bring herself to say it. "Oh God! This is disgusting!!”

  

  "Disgusting? Really?” He put his forehead in his paw, "Do you actually think that they're the only teenagers having sex?”

  

  Robyn recoiled violently at the word...

  

  ...but Kristoff just looked up and continued along, "Would it be better if they were forced into doing it at a park, or at a movie theatre or something? Aren't they better off in the safety of Elliot's home??”

  

  "They're better off not doing it at all!” she argued. "What if Elliot was a girl, Kris? Would you have left them alone then?”

  

  "If I trusted her not to get pregnant? Yes! I'll say it again, it's better than them fucking over the edge of a park bench!” Kris leaned in, pointing a finger in his wife's face, "But since you opened this little door, Robyn...what if HUNTER was a girl??”

  

  "That doesn't-”

  

  "No! You answer the question! If Elliot was home alone with a girl, would you be even a TENTH as pissed off as you are, right now?”

  

  Robyn opened her mouth to speak, only to clench it shut again without uttering a word...

  

  ...and he let out a dark little laugh, "I didn't think so.”

  

  "How dare you turn this around on me!?” Robyn poked him in the chest. "You're really gonna' try to make ME look like the bad parent in this, just because I don't want my son home alone with some perverted, depraved...”

  

  ~

  

  "...soft, lovely,” fresh from planting a kiss on the tip of Hunter's now exposed rod, Elliot made a show of licking his lips, "delicious kitty-cat.”

  

  "Full of flattery, aren't you?” now nude, and lying stretched out on the bed, Hunter reached down to give his pup an encouraging scratch under his chin.

  

  The husky smiled, "Gotta' keep you here long enough to get my bone, don't I?”

  

  "I think you'd have a lot more trouble making me leave.”

  

  With a continued smile, Ell climbed the length of his cat's body, nuzzling and kissing every inch of the way, until finally they were nose-to-nose, again. Hunter, though, had other plans than simply making out...

  

  ...and without a moment's warning, he gripped the husky and flipped them over, Elliot on his back, the tiger straddling his waist, and the dog's wrists pinned above his head.

  

  "What-” Elliot began to protest -- or at least ask what the cat was up to -- but he was stopped immediately as Hunter's teeth took a firm hold of his ear.

  

  And the husky melted under his lover. His ears, he had found over the past few weeks, were something of a weakness, and the cat's teeth grazing its flesh, his tongue teasing its edge and tickling its every hair...it set his fur on end, and brought his hips involuntarily bucking against the tiger's well placed rear.

  

  The cat only lingered there for a moment, though -- just long enough to silence the dog's protest and release his wrists -- before trailing farther south.

  

  First, Hunter paused by his nose to plant two quick kisses on his lips, but before the dog could even react, he'd moved along again, using his own muzzle to push Elliot's aside, and zeroing in on his neck once more. And the husky moaned aloud, shameless in the empty house. That too -- the sunken bit of flesh where his neck and shoulder met -- was yet another weak point. He was finding he had more than a few, in fact...

  

  ...and, this evening, he would discover another, still, as Hunter inched farther and farther down, until his rough tongue flicked across his lover's nipple.

  

  And Elliot nearly jumped up from the bed, were it not for the tiger's paw holding him down. It was a shock, but far from an unpleasant one. It was something he'd seen in porn time and time again...something he'd always thought looked bizarre and awkward...but something which had suddenly left him tense, whining, and curling his toes.

  

  Here, Hunter paused longer, certainly encouraged by his boyfriend's reaction, but he still abandoned it as well, and nuzzled ever lower, inching closer and closer to his lover's waiting, dripping shaft.

  

  The husky gripped the sheets, his eyes closed as he felt his tiger's breath on the sensitive flesh. And, holding his own breath, he waited, frozen and trembling, for the cat to make his move. He was left in suspense for only a moment, but it seemed far longer before it finally came: the wet, sandpapery tongue lighting on his knot, before slowly grazing up his length. And Elliot flexed, pressing his dick harder against the friendly tongue, and waiting for Hunter's lips to close around his tip once they finally reached it...

  

  ...but they never did.

  

  Instead, ever the tease, Hunter's muzzle just slipped away, nuzzling and burying itself under his dog's balls, before licking and nipping at the sensitive flesh of his inner thigh. And the husky deflated, labored breaths rocking his body as he finally let himself breathe, and attempted curses at the teasing cat rasping out as nothing but unintelligible whispered grunts.

  

  His playful, failed cursing aside, though, he was in heaven. It wasn't just thanks to his lover's experienced tongue, though, or his attentive teasing. No. He felt safe. He'd never felt so comfortable and secure with someone he cared about...especially not in a situation as intimate as this.

  

  There had always been the threat of being caught: be it by mall patrons, coaches, students, movie goers, his parents, or whomever might have been watching from the shadows of an old country road. But tonight, they were alone, and they were free to be themselves.

  

  And of course, the thought of the moment he'd been dreaming of for so long waiting at the end of it all...

  

  ...he sighed as he felt a rough tongue darting between his toes, "I can barely believe this is really happening.”

  

  ~

  

  "Well, start believing it.” Kris demanded of his wife, "Your son is gay!”

  

  "He's only fourteen, Kris!” Robyn shook her head in defiance. "He's not old enough to...to...”

  

  "Oh trust me, Robyn, he's plenty old enough!” he argued before she could finish. "I had a friend in high school who knew when he was eight.”

  

  "Let me guess,” Robyn sneered, "Stephen?”

  

  "No. For your information, his name is Aaron.” Kristoff shrugged with a sarcastic smile, "But of course, you found a reason to bring up Stephen!”

  

  "Well it's pretty relevant to the situation, isn't it?”

  

  "How in the hell is Stephen relevant to this??”

  

  "Well let's see...” she tapped her chin, pretending to consider the question, "...maybe because it's another example of you trusting a faggot around your son?”

  

  "Stephen wasn't gay,” Kris argued.

  

  "Well he screwed enough guys!” Robyn shot back.

  

  "Trust me, Honey:” he smiled a wicked grin as he took a shot at his wife, "fucking a guy doesn't make you gay any more than having a baby makes you a mother.”

  

  "How dare you!?”

  

  "How dare I what? Love our son unconditionally? Accept him for who he is??”

  

  "I love our son, too!”

  

  "The fuck you do! If you did, you wouldn't be planning to rip his relationship apart to placate your own bigotry!”

  

  "I'm trying to protect him!” Robyn stamped her foot. "I'm trying to protect my family!”

  

  "Your family? Your FAMILY!?” Kristoff laughed aloud, mocking his wife. "You have always put yourself before your family, Robyn! You don't give two shits what's right for Elliot or what makes HIM happy; you just can't stand the fact that he's gay.” She opened her muzzle, but he only spoke louder, ensuring this time that she couldn't interrupt, "Just like you didn't care how it made me feel to lose my best friend! I haven't spoken to Stephen in a decade so YOU could be happy, Robyn! When was the last time you made a sacrifice like that for either me OR Elliot!?”

  

  "Oh please. 'Sacrifice,' Kris?” she dismissed the thought. "That's what you're gonna' call me making you grow up and stop partying with one of your buddies from high school? Besides: Stephen wasn't your only friend, Kristoff. I didn't stop you from hanging out with anyone else.”

  

  "Stephen was different!”

  

  "Of course he was! He was the only one who would suck your dick!”

  

  His wife didn't mean it. She really believe it was true. It was just something she said in the heat of the fight. But the fact of the matter was that it WAS true, or at least it had been in high school. Of course, Kris had no intention of justifying her accusation with a response of any kind...but again, his eyes gave him away.

  

  It was just one tiny twitch -- a poker-tell she may well have missed had she not been looking him in the eye -- but it was enough.

  

  "Oh my God,” Robyn muttered softly at first, "Oh...my...God!” only to scream it out again. "No wonder you're okay with Hunter fucking your son! You're no better than he is!” She lurched forward, pushing her husband back with her open paws, "I should have known Stephen had gotten his paws into you! Were you two fucking while we were together, too, Kris!? While your baby was asleep down the hall!?”

  

  And that was when he snapped. He'd had all he could take: enough of her prejudice against their own son, and enough of her accusations and ignorance. What he was about to say wasn't true, but at this point, he just wanted to hurt her. "In our bed...on our couch...on the kitchen table...every time you left the house.” But for an extra punch, and for his own guilty pleasure, he ended with just a bit of the truth: "And you have NEVER made me cum like he could.”

  

  Robyn's open paw clapped against his jaw so hard and so suddenly, that one of his footpaws left the ground. He should have expected it. He should have known that THAT was the button he'd pressed...but in the decade and a half they'd been married, nothing he'd ever done had moved her to strike him. So no matter the situation, it was a shock.

  

  And Kristoff could only reel there for the moment, instinctively checking his lip for blood...but after shaking off the surprise, he only smiled and laid into her again: "What's the matter? Poor sheltered baby can't deal with the real world? It must be terrible for you to be around so much homosexuality, and without a cross to ward it off!” He began to count off examples on his fingers, "Between your son, his boyfriend, your husband, and your brother in law, you must-”

  

  "Brother in law!?” she screamed, cutting him off yet again.

  

  "Oh yeah. Him too,” Kris laughed, despite the pain in his lip. "Take a breath, Honey. We don't want you to feint on me...”

  

  ~

  

  "Right,” Elliot gulped and panted. "Right...breathing. Yeah!”

  

  Still above his outstretched lover, Hunter trailed one final lick up the length of Ell's twitching, dripping erection, one final tease before flashing him a playful smile, "I should probably quit this. I get the feeling, if I'm not careful, you're liable to explode...”

  

  "Is...” the husky fought his breathing to speak, "is that such a bad thing?”

  

  "Of course not!” Hunter sat up. "But you'll enjoy what's coming next a lot more if you're,” he paused to trail a claw along his lover's knot, "...tense.”

  

  Ell whimpered, his shaft flexing involuntarily at the sharp touch, before he sat up as well, "I, uhm...I think you just gave me a bunch of favors I need to pay back, first...”

  

  "I'm pretty sure what we have planned'll be payment enough,” the tiger stroked himself at the thought.

  

  "No, no!” Elliot though, took his boyfriend by the shoulders and forced him quickly onto HIS back, instead, "You're gonna' take this, and you're gonna' like it!”

  

  "Sounds like something I should be saying to you.”

  

  "You hush!”

  

  Far from reluctantly, Hunter relented, paws behind his head and eyes closing as his husky slowly climbed over his body. Sure, he was a little impatient to get to the 'main event,' but he wasn't about to turn down a bit of pampering if it was offered...

  

  To Elliot's credit, he began with the best of intentions. His boyfriend had just showered him in affection, nearly to the point of torture, and he'd loved every moment of it. So it was only fair to return that favor piece for piece: teasing the tiger's ears, neck, nipples, stomach, thighs, toes, and, of course, his barbed and neglected cock.

  

  He began at the thighs, licking and nibbling, parting the fur to graze the flesh beneath, and savoring the sent so close to his lover's balls. And then he slid from there to the cat's stomach, to the same soft fur he'd already found so many moments this evening, and before, to nuzzle...

  

  But in the end, that was everything he could manage before his willpower broke. And in a flash his muzzle was open, and Hunter's sticky, barbed pole was plunging past his lips and sliding across his tongue.

  

  But to his credit, he'd begun with the best of intentions.

  

  Scored by the sound of his tiger's shocked moans, Elliot suckled and bobbed, cleaning every sticky drop of pre from its hot, spongy flesh as he twisted and pivoted his head. But he still hadn't gotten used to it all. His uncle had tasted nice, had smelled nice, but he was still a husky...and Ell had had fourteen years to get used to the scent of huskies. After less than three weeks, though, the scent of a tiger -- and especially the taste -- remained ever exotic and intoxicating.

  

  He sucked and pistoned along the length, feeling the barbs scraping his tongue, and whimpering with every rewarding spurt of pre...but he would be stopped nearly immediately...

  

  ...as a pair of orange paws halted his bobbing head, "Careful, pup.” Gently, Hunter lifted his boyfriend's muzzle, "You don't want me to finish here, do you?”

  

  "No...” Elliot swallowed and smiled, "but I need to get you prepped, don't I?”

  

  "Prepped?”

  

  "Yeah...you know: lubed!”

  

  "Lubed? With saliva?” The tiger laughed aloud, "Maybe we should use REAL lube for your first time.” He stopped to think about that, his thumb lightly caressing the pup's damp lips, "Well...assuming this really IS your first time, and there isn't something you still need to tell me about you and Will.”

  

  ~

  

  "For fuck's sake! I never fucked Will!” Kristoff threw his paws into the air as he screamed, "Are you kidding me with this shit!? He's my brother!” Of course, she was pretty close to the truth. When they were young, they'd done everything short of fucking...but this was one thing -- especially in public, before a growing crowd of onlookers -- that he felt was best he kept to himself.

  

  Robyn just shrugged, "How am I supposed to know what disgusting shit your kind is into?”

  

  "My kind?” He squinted his eyes at his wife in disbelief, "Just because I got curious in high school doesn't make me gay!”

  

  At that, Robyn threw her own paws into the air, "You JUST finished telling me you were fucking Stephen after we got married.”

  

  "Oh please! I just wanted to get a rise out of you!” Kris held up his ring finger and its band of gold, "This means more to me than it EVER has to you! I haven't touched another guy since the night I graduated high school.”

  

  "Honestly, Kris, I don't even care where your dick's been, anymore!”

  

  "Well, isn't that refreshing?”

  

  "What I DO care about is how long you've been hiding your brother's...” she clicked her tongue and dragged out her next word, twisting it and making it sound as hateful as she ever had any actual slur, "...lifestyle from me.”

  

  Kristoff shook his head in confusion, "What does it matter how long?”

  

  "Because he's been Elliot's baby sitter!”

  

  "Oh here we go...”

  

  "He's been alone with my son, free to do God-knows-what to him...” Robyn shuddered again at the thought. "And I am CERTAIN that he's the one who set Elliot down this path to begin with!”

  

  "Right, because all gays are pedophiles,” he rubbed his temple. "How am I not surprised that you think that?”

  

  Robyn just ignored him, though, and continued right along with her demands: "So You're gonna' tell me how long you've known about Will, because I want to know if you LET this happen to my son...just like you're letting Hunter have his way with him, tonight!”

  

  "YOUR son!?” Kris, though, took issue with her choice of pronoun, instead of justifying her insanity with an answer. "Need I remind you that he's MY son, too, Robyn?”

  

  But she just narrowed her eyes, "...well that's about to change.”

  

  And Kristoff grew silent, his voice deepening to a growl as he stepped closer to his wife, "Oh, I don't think you're ready for that fight, bitch...”

  

  ~

  

  "No. I'm ready,” Elliot nodded quickly, despite the obviously nervous tremor in his voice.

  

  "Are you sure?”

  

  "Very!”

  

  "Well, how do you want to do this, then?” Hunter's anxiety was showing through as well. Thanks to the tiger's general confidence, it was easy for Ell to forget that this was HIS first time too. "Like, do you have a position in mind?”

  

  "Uhm...” the husky blushed through a timid smile, "I'd kind of like to be able to see your face and, uhm...maybe kiss you while we're doing it?”

  

  Hunter met the request with a wide, blissful grin, "I think we can manage that...”

  

  If there had been any doubts about the boys' inexperience before, they were put to rest in the moments that followed. Lying flat of his back, Elliot bent and lifted his knees, as Hunter crawled awkwardly in between them...

  

  ...and it was clear that neither seemed entirely certain of how exactly to maneuver themselves into position. Ell fought to spread his legs, Hunter's knees bumped into his husky's rear, 'uhm's and nervous chuckles filled the air, and the tiger's well-lubed meat remained hopelessly separated from its barely visible target. After a moment, though, Hunter at least seemed to piece their puzzle together ...

  

  With a proud smile, he took a hold of Elliot's legs and lifted them until the dog's ankles wrested upon his shoulders. And spreading his own legs apart, he pulled his lover between them, until the husky's ass bumped against his groin, and the tiger's cock lied heavily on his hole...

  

  Hunter let out a sigh of relief, and anxiously double checked once more, "Ready?”

  

  "Weeks ago,” Elliot nodded.

  

  The tiger leaned in, folding the husky onto himself until his knees were in his chest...and with a paw, aimed himself for the soft, furless flesh of his lover's waiting hole. And both boys froze breathless in the moment. It was really happening. Fantasizing about it was one thing, and talking about it was another...

  

  ...but with a single push, the tiger's tapered head pierced and spread his husky's hole. It stung worse than Elliot had expected. His fingers and other various phallic shaped objects couldn't compare to the heat and the size of his tiger, or to the burn of his flaring barbs. While the dog adjusted to the pain, though, Hunter was already euphoric. The heat, the tight, pulsing ring, and every bit of the feeling of sinking inch by inch into his boyfriend...no matter his wildest fantasy, he'd never dreamt it could feel like this.

  

  And in moments, the tiger was hilted, balls deep, inside of his husky...and the ride began.

  

  Neither one could hear their lover's moans over the sounds of their own as Hunter withdrew, but when he sank back in, barely resisting a full-on thrust, Elliot's piercing whine far overshadowed his own muted growl. And so it went, again and again, tandem moans followed by a tiger's growl hidden in the wake of a husky's whine...and soon, Hunter was pounding into his boyfriend with lustful abandon, their bedsprings squeaking and headboard tapping the wall.

  

  And Elliot was thankful that his parents were gone...especially as his whining grew with every unrestrained thrust, to the point of a shrill, helpless yelp.

  

  Above him, Hunter gritted his teeth at the sound, barely forcing out a breathy, "I'm sorry, baby, I'm sorry...” but making no attempt to slow himself, and hoping with every fiber of his being that he wouldn't be asked to.

  

  What he didn't realize, though, was that with every thrust, and every pained yelp that accompanied it, the husky's cock flexed and twitched, painting his stomach and chest in line after line of pre.

  

  "N-no! It's okay!” Elliot was not in pain. "I wouldn't...” he struggled to speak between the thrusts, "be with a...tiger if...I couldn't handle...a little...ferocity!”

  

  "Are you sure?” asked the tiger in question, praying for a yes...

  

  ...and he received just that, "Don't stop!”

  

  Hunter obliged, rolling his dog farther up still, and locking him in a kiss -- just like he'd said he wanted -- while he plowed into him even more viciously than before. Soon, though, his thrusts began to shorten and grow erratic, his hips moving so quickly that they were nearly locking up...and he only gained control enough in the final moments to drive himself forward one last time, slamming against the dog as he emptied himself inside.

  

  Elliot had felt full before, stretched as far as he believed he could go, and he'd felt the burning heat of his lover's barbed shaft. But that fullness and that heat were eclipsed in an instant as the tiger's seed splashed against his insides, coating and filling his every inch.

  

  He, though, wasn't afforded even an instant of relief and relaxation, as Hunter's hips immediately began again: slow shallow thrusts, rolling and grinding against his ass. And the husky's mind was awash with so many new feelings and ideas, that his first thought was that Hunter was already gearing up for a second round...

  

  ...but the tiger only aimed to please.

  

  Elliot hadn't finished, and he was going to make sure he did. Which, luckily, was no tall order...and in moments, the dog yelped his loudest yet, arching his back and covering himself in rope after rope of his cum. A load he would swear minutes from now, when he saw it, was the largest of his life.

  

  At long last, Hunter slowed to a halt...

  

  And the two basked there in the afterglow, panting and purring against one another in otherwise deafening silence, until finally the tiger could no longer hold himself up, and fell back and out of his husky. Elliot yelped again at the sudden withdrawal, but Hunter only sighed in content as he tumbled to the side.

  

  It was some time -- long minutes of heavy breaths, contented murrs, and spirited battles to remain awake -- before either one spoke or moved. And it was Elliot who broke the silence.

  

  "I think...I think we should go get cleaned up...” he struggled to rise from the bed...

  

  ...only to have an orange paw push him right back down, "You're not going anywhere.”

  

  ~

  

  "You think you can stop me, Kris!?”

  

  "Unless you think you can physically move me!” Kristoff stood now, inches from the driver-side door of their sedan, blocking his wife from making good on her threats to take the car and return home without him.

  

  "You have no right to keep me out of my car OR away from my son!” Robyn poked her husband in the chest yet again.

  

  "First, the car is in both our names, so yes I do!” He pushed her paw away, "And not only do I have the right to keep you away from Elliot, but, as his father, I have the obligation to!”

  

  "As his father!?” Nearly all of Robyn's words, at this point, were screams, and her husband was more than a little sure that she was just putting on a show for the ever growing crowd, "A real parent would-”

  

  "What!? What would a real parent do, Robyn??” Kris cut her off, and began listing off examples of his own: "Traumatize their son on what should be one of the best nights of his life? Tear him away from someone who loves him just because you don't like their gender?? Break his heart and make him believe you hate him over something he can't control!?”

  

  "A real parent would teach their child right from wrong!” she finally concluded.

  

  "Well it's too bad your parents didn't.” Kristoff leaned back against the car door, directly in the way of its handle, "Elliot is fourteen-years-old. He is young, vulnerable, scared, and confused. God knows what it must be like to be different like that -- to feel like his peers, his religion, and his whole damn society are against him -- and the LAST thing he needs is his own parents turning on him, too!”

  

  "And you know what would fix all of that, Kris??” Robyn tapped a finger against her temple as if telling her husband to think: "Setting him on the RIGHT path! Getting rid of Hunter and getting this disgusting idea out of his head!”

  

  "Are you serious!? Elliot doesn't need to be 'cured,' Robyn! He needs our support! And for that matter, he needs Hunter!” he pointed in the vague direction of their home. "I'm not saying that I think they'll be growing OLD together, but I honestly don't care if they're together for a decade or a week! Right now, Elliot has someone who understands him -- who understands what he's going through -- and I am NOT going to let you take that away from him.”

  

  "You know? I don't really think you have a choice,” Robyn plucked her phone from her purse...

  

  ...causing Kris to stand up straight, again, "What are you doing?”

  

  "I'm calling the cops to go save my son from a vicious sexual predator.”

  

  "The fuck you are!”

  

  Under the gaze of the scattered crowd of onlookers, Kristoff charged at his wife, paws out and aimed directly at the cell phone she'd nearly brought to her ear. Startled, she jerked away, retreating backward three clumsy steps...but it was no good. Though he fumbled at first, his second blind grope found its target, ripping the phone from her paw and, without a moment's thought of what else to do, flinging it wildly into the street.

  

  He watched as it flipped end over end, and landed, breaking on the asphalt into pieces that bounced and shattered further in every direction. And his only thought in that moment was the hope that her 911 call hadn't yet connected...

  

  ...but his thoughts SHOULD have been on his wife. In his haste to stop her call, he had abandoned his post at the door...and she had taken that opportunity -- after pressing the keyless entry button in her purse -- to rush her unguarded target.

  

  He turned only barely in time, arms wrapping tightly around her stomach and chest and pulling her back just before her paw lit upon the handle. But he would regret that, too, immediately...

  

  "Let go of me!” Robyn screeched, writhing in her husband's tightening arms, "Get your paws off of me, you son of a bitch!”

  

  "No!” Forgetting their audience, and how this might look, Kris simply dragged her, kicking and screaming, even farther from the car door, "I'm not letting you do this, Robyn!”

  

  She, though, had NOT forgotten the crowd, "Help! Someone help me!” and she was not ashamed to play to it. "He's hurting me! Help!”

  

  "What the fuck, Robyn!?” Kristoff growled, gripping her tighter, still. "Shut up!”

  

  "Police!” Her screaming grew ever louder, high pitched shrieks broken in melodramatic sobs, though with no tears to accompany them, "Call the police! He's beating me!”

  

  Never in his life had he even considered hitting his wife -- or any other woman he'd dated -- but here in this parking lot, as he was accused of just that before a crowd of strangers, he felt his paws clench. He'd never hit her, never hurt her, but at that moment...he wanted to.

  

  ...and so he let her go.

  

  Ever playing up her part, she stumbled away and fell against the side of their car. Her eyes were wide, and she put on the best act she could muster of the sniveling, terrified, and abused wife...but there were still no tears.

  

  And as she pulled open the door, and those good Samaritans of the crowd drew close to protect the poor woman from the beast before her...that beast offered her their final parting words, "This isn't over...”

  

  ~

  

  "It's not? Is that a promise?” Elliot smirked as he was pushed through the open bathroom door.

  

  And Hunter followed him in, "Maybe more of a threat,” growling and nipping at his pup's neck as they padded nearer to the glass enclosed shower.

  

  "Ooh!” The husky finally separated from his tiger to slide open the glass door, "You mean I get to have my first time AND my first time in a shower on the same night?”

  

  "This isn't your first time in a shower,” Hunter shamelessly watched his boyfriend's stained and sticky ass as he leaned in to turn on the water, and barely restrained a murr as he watched that same ass swaying back and forth, while the dog adjusted the heat. "Did you forget the locker room already?”

  

  Once satisfied with the temperature, Ell turned back with a smirk and an outstretched paw, "Are you gonna' argue, or are you gonna' join me?”

  

  "Hmmm...tough choice...” the tiger returned the smirked and took the paw, letting himself be pulled into the shower with his husky.

  

  And as the door slid closed behind them, the two were immediately intertwined beneath the warm, raining water. Their lips locked tightly in yet another passionate kiss, their arms wrapped around one another's bodies, and their already re-engorged sheaths ground against one another.

  

  But a sudden reflexive yelp and hiss sent them flying apart -- Hunter against the rattling glass and Elliot against the cool tile -- as their warm shower unexpectedly flashed ice cold.

  

  "Fuck!” Elliot thrust his arm through the freezing water, to grab hold of the knob, "Stupid, broken, old-”

  

  ~

  

  "-useless piece of shit!” Kristoff paced in the restaurant's parking lot, shaking his phone in the air as he waited for even a single bar of signal.

  

  His car was gone, his wife was gone, and most of the crowd was gone...but some still lingered, and he was more than certain that the police were on their way. More than a few had bought his wife's act...and at least one was sure to have called 911.

  

  So he didn't exactly have time to fight with his phone.

  

  Finally, he got signal and instantly tapped his brother's speed dial. After only three rings, though, it was the voicemail that answered his call. William had ignored him! And so, he hung up and tried again, immediately. No matter what his brother was up to, it was worth interrupting...

  

  And on that second try, William answered with a hint of frustration in his voice.

  

  "Will!” Kristoff barked, cutting him short...

  

  ...and that got his brother's attention. Though whether it was his tone, or the fact that he called him 'Will' for the first time in years, he couldn't be sure.

  

  "I can't...I wouldn't even know where to begin.” Kris rambled out frantically, instead of explaining himself, "Look, I need you to get over to my house right now, and pick Elliot and Hunter up!”

  

  The voice on the other end of the line, though, begged again for an explanation, nonetheless.

  

  "We don't have time, Will!” The slightly older husky screamed at his brother, "You just need to get in your car and drive. Barefoot, nude, I don't care! Robyn is on her way, right now, and you need to beat her there.”

  

  And out of everything, one word snagged Will's interest: Robyn.

  

  "Exactly!” Having gotten his attention, Kristoff continued his urging, "If you need more info, you can call me once you're on the road. But you need to get your ass in gear, NOW!”

  

  Through the phone, he heard what sounded like a scuffle and a short argument between his brother and a voice he recognized as Aaron's. But amidst it all, he could hear William saying that he was walking out the door...

  

  "I'd suggest running!”


  



  

  ~


  



  

  There we go! The Masters has come to an end!


  *

  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/

  *


  Who didn't see this coming? Really.

  I haven't exactly been vague when dealing with my foreshadowing on Robyn.


  But here it is!


  Will has lost his job for Aaron, and it appears they're about to move in together. Elliot & Hunter have affirmed and consumated their love for one another, with the consent and approval of Elliot's father. And Robyn has finally learned about everything (or at least everything Kris knows). Her husband, brother-in-law, and son are all disgusting homosexual degenerates, and it's her job to "save" Elliot!



  And thus the stage is set, for SIBIRSKAIA!



  What will become of Kris & Robyn's marriage? What will happen to Elliot and Hunter? Will William and his new roomate be able to do anything to help? Or perhaps Stan? Mic?

  And what role will Elliot, Hunter, & Mic's two gay teachers and their live-in-pet play in all of this as The Masters and A Warm Bed collide??


  Stay tuned to find out!


  Anyway, thanks for reading!


  I welcome any feedback! Comment or PM me here, or email me at theottercoon[at]gmail.com


  See you soon...for Sibirskaia!

  FINALLY!
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