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  Your Name Ch. I - Wishing Back a Friend

  
	Videogames: something that the average teenage male fur incorporates heavily into his life. Whether it's racing, shooting, sports, puzzles, or whatever else there may be, it is rare to find a teenager of the modern age who has never played and enjoyed a videogame once in his life. Kail and Shane were no exception. Kail, a thirteen-year-old standard fox with large ears, big paws, and wide eyes sat in an orange tee shirt and brown cargo pants on his best friend's bed as the two fought through hordes of Covenant militia in Halo 3.


	


	Since Kail didn't own the game and Shane did, the jet-black wolf had an obvious advantage over his fox partner. Shane was a typical black wolf, also of age thirteen, but to his embarrassment he was a mere five-foot-one-inch tall; eight inches shorter than the typical wolf his age and five inches shorter than his best friend. Shane had always been short, and had a feeling that he would be all his life. He didn't have any muscle, and was thin enough that if someone accidentally stepped on him while he was lying down they might snap him. Kail was the opposite; the fox had a light layer of muscle that was highly defined beneath his short white fur. He looked good for thirteen, and the wolf had always envied him.


	


	"Get your ass in gear!" the wolf exclaimed playfully. "I can't take all these Elites by myself!"


	


	"I'm doing my best," the fox growled, squeezing his controller tightly as he mashed down the right trigger as hard as he could. Bullets and lasers were flying across the screen. Shane, who played as Master Chief, a badass Rottweiler in a high-tech suit of armor which accelerated his body movements and strength, was far ahead of Kail, who played as the Arbiter, a massive alien being with incredible ability.


	


	"We're so close!" the wolf shouted energetically, switching to his Battle Rifle now that his Brute Shot had run out of ammunition. He sat on his bed next to the fox dressed in a pair of blue jeans and a white tee shirt with a black digital design on the front. Both canines had wide eyes as their weapons flared, carving through Covenant forces slowly but surely in their advance towards the end of the level. Then, with Kail out of ammunition and Shane with only six bullets left, the two passed through a short hallway and made it to the end of the level. Both furs jumped up cheering and promptly high-fived each other, followed by a friendly hug. "We finally did it!" Shane shouted. "I thought we'd never get past that level on Legendary!"


	


	"Hah! We sure showed those alien freaks," Kail said with a smile. "You're awesome, man."


	


	"Thanks, dude," Shane answered. "You hungry?"


	


	"Fucking starved," the kit replied, patting his stomach for emphasis. The fox turned to rush downstairs to get a snack from his friend's fridge, but the wolf caught his arm. The fox turned and looked at his friend. "What, dude?"


	


	The wolf's ears were flat against his head as he held tight onto his friend's wrist. "Kail," he said with great gravity, "I need to talk to you about something. It's been on my mind for a while, and I need to tell you about it. Will you listen?"


	


	The fox looked worried. "Of course, man. What's up?"


	


	Shane pulled his friend back to his bed and the two sat down. The wolf had his tail between his legs and his paws in his lap as he said, "Kail... dude..."


	


	Now the fox was concerned. "What's wrong, Shane?"


	


	The wolf looked up, gathering the strength to look his friend in the eye. "Kail, you always told me that you and I would be friends forever, no matter what. Are you able to fulfill that promise?"


	


	The fox tilted his head slightly. "Shane..."


	


	"Kail," he cut him off sharply. "Kail... I'm gay."


	


	The pair sat in silence for a while. The fox stared the wolf straight in the eye, mouth slightly agape. Shane went on talking. "I've wanted to tell you for a while now but I didn't have the strength. I wasn't sure how you'd react. I'm so afraid of losing you because you're my best friend... Kail, you're not just my best friend, you're my ONLY friend, and if I lost you... Kail... Kail, please say something..."


	


	The fox seemed frozen in time, but eventually he closed his mouth and licked his lips a few times nervously. "Are..." he started, "are you s-sure?"


	


	The wolf nodded gently. "Yeah..."


	


	"How long have you known?" he asked stoically.


	


	"About... about a month."


	


	Kail stared at his friend a little longer before saying, with a disappointed expression, "I'm... I'm going home now." He stood quickly and made for the door.


	


	The wolf jumped up after him. "Kail!" he said, tears now streaming from his eyes. "Kail, don't do this! Please! Let's just talk-" Shane, in an attempt to slow his friend down just before he was about to go down the stairs and leave, grasped the fox around the wrist again. This time Kail had no patience. He swung around and connected his black-furred fist with Shane's cheek. The wolf spun around from the force and landed on his back on the carpet. A thick stream of blood ran from his canine nose. He looked weakly up at the fox who now towered over him, chest puffed up, paws in fists, snarling and crying down at him. "Don't you dare ever touch me again," he growled. "I... I never want to see you again."


	


	Then the fox stormed out of his best friend's front door and went back to his own house, the orange fur beneath his eyes matted with tears. Back at his own house, Shane laid on the floor in his upstairs hallway, his tears and blood slowly dripping into the carpet.


	


	~FIVE YEARS LATER~


	


	The six-foot-four black wolf pressed with all his strength to propel the metal bar upward to the sky. His face narrowed to an angry snarl as he focused all his energy into the metal rod. Veins bulged across his arms which worked towards accomplishing the amazingly audacious feat he was now attempting. Could he do it? Of course he could, and a moment later there was a loud clang as he returned the bar to its resting place on the supports above his head. He sat up from the bench and looked around the room. Several furs, each with a rather muscular physique, stood shirtless around him, smirking as he sat up and wiped the sweat off his neck. He stood up with a proud smirk. "There you go," he said victoriously, "two hundred."


	


	"Damn," Koji, a Bengal tiger, said. "Never seen anyone bench two hundred."


	


	An otter with an easily discernable six-pack beneath his creamy fur shrugged noticeably, holding on to a towel that wrapped around his neck in both paws so that his biceps flexed. "Not bad," he said jokingly, "for a queer."


	


	That earned him a light punch on the arm by the wolf. "This queer will always be one-hundred-ten percent more badass than you," he said with a smirk.


	


	"Oh, come on, Shane," the otter moaned playfully while rubbing his now sore shoulder. "I was just kidding."


	


	Shane, for it was he, chuckled as he toweled off his neck. "Too bad I wasn't," he said with a smirk. His voice was deep, but not too deep. It suited his image and character nicely. "C'mon, guys. Let's hit the showers. I'm beat." As he started to walk away the rest of his group--the otter, whose name was Kyle, Koji the tiger, a Labrador Retriever, two ferret brothers, and a tall gecko--quickly followed him.


	


	"Sure that's not the only reason you wanna go shower?" The otter said with a wink. More gay jokes.


	


	Shane turned his head to the side and stared the otter down with a slight smirk. "You wanna get punched again?" The otter just flashed him a huge, goofy grin in response.


	


	Once the large group entered the locker room they promptly stripped out of their workout clothes and made for the showers. The large wolf's tail swayed back and forth contentedly as he stood facing the wall beneath the warm water. His biceps were sore. His pectorals were sore. In fact... everything was sore. He loved the feeling, knowing that his workouts were doing him well. He smirked lightly as he heard his friends teasing each other about their girlfriends, their bodies, their intelligence; pretty much anything they could think of. He ran his paws through his fur, starting at his neck, down to his chest, then his abs, finally reaching his package, stopping a minute to grope and fondle his impressive sheath and balls. He lost himself in the sensations, barely registering as the tip of his blood red cock emerges from his sheath. He came to when he suddenly felt a paw on his shoulder. He turns around, releasing his nuts from his paw, looking into Koji's eyes. "Everyone's leaving," the tiger said.


	


	The wolf blushed with embarassment. "Sorry, I got carried away."


	


	The tiger shrugged. "Happens to me all the time." Then the big cat turned to follow the rest of the group. The wolf's eyes were glued to the tiger's ass. The short white fur was so taunting. Shane clenched his eyes shut and looked away with a sigh. Too bad each of his friends had to be straight.


	


	Shane shut off the water and snagged a clean towel from a shelf, toweling off his body as well as he could, his fur still unavoidably damp. He pulled on a pair of loose boxers which easily supported his package beneath a pair of deep blue athletic shorts. He didn't bother with a shirt as it would only get damp from his fur. Besides, he always loved to show off his toned body.


	


	He bid his friends adieu in the locker room and walked across the parking lot towards his car. He was still bare-chested and consequently received many lustful stares from many females. The wolf just smirked at them, feeling bad yet a little bit narcissistic knowing that they wouldn't get to have him due to his sexuality, and kept walking towards his car, his black gym bag over his right shoulder. He reached the white Toyota Corolla and threw his bag in the backseat before climbing into the driver's seat, igniting the engine, and turning on the radio, pulling out of the parking lot to the baseline of "One (Your Name)"


	


	Other than being cut off by a pickup truck pulling out of a Seven Eleven and having to brake suddenly for a guy running a red light, Shane got home relatively uneventfully. He exited the car and entered his rather bland house through the dark green front door. He had wanted for the longest time to paint the exterior; the white siding and black shingles on the roof had never appealed to him.


	


	Inside the house was no more exciting than the exterior. Beige walls, light grey carpet, simple furniture. The kitchen and dining room had a dark wood floor which he thought clashed with the light carpet. He threw his back pack and gym bag to the floor beside the door, stripped out of his sneakers, and made for his bedroom. He ascended the stairs quickly, yet paused at the upper landing, like he so often did.


	


	He stared with sadness in his golden eyes at the spot just outside his doorway where the carpet was just barely noticeably darker from where his blood had soaked into it. He felt himself start to tear up as he thought of the small, feeble wolf who had been rejected by his best friend. I could see a vivid image of his self, right down to the clothes he was wearing. He stood over his vision much like the fox had done five years ago. Shane didn't totally notice it, but Kail had been the reason for his entire life. The reason for working out so heavily to build up his body image, the reason for not making any new friends through his high school career, even his acting straight, despite coming out; it was all because of the fox abandoning him. He blinked the tears out of his eyes before moving into his room and dropping his athletic shorts at the door.


	


	Shane rested naked on his bed for two hours, although he was unaware of the passage of time. He thought back to Kail, as he did often. He wondered how the fox was, if he was regretting leaving, how he was doing living in Texas after his parents moved there because of his mother's job; he had moved shortly after ditching Shane. He even wondered what the fox looked like. Was he tall? Toned? How did he wear his headfur? And most significantly, what was his cock like? He clenched his eyes shot whenever he envisioned a thin, toned, well-endowed fox with a nine inch shaft. During this period of thought he had gotten hard twice, both times from an unwanted stray thought about his old friend rubbing the wolf's own relatively large balls, and both times he let it die. He refused to touch his own shaft when it had been summoned by such daring thoughts. The wolf was snapped out of his thoughts at the sound of the front door closing. His mom was home.


	


	He jumped out of bed, stopping half a second to admire his own body in the mirror as he crossed it on his way to his dresser. From the light-wood drawers he conjured a pair of boxers, some loose black cargo pants, and a loose-fitting white tee shirt with the Nine Inch Nails logo on the front. With his tail wagging slightly he made his way downstairs to greet his mother.


	


	"Hey Mom," he said, snagging an apple from their fruit bowl on the table.


	


	"Hi sweetie," Shane's mother, Alyssa Cross, replied as she set her purse on the counter and stripped off her coat. "How was school?"


	


	"It was school, Mom," he said, sticking his tongue playfully out at her and squinting his eyes shut in mock disgust.


	


	Alyssa smiled and chuckled to herself as she rubbed her palm against her son's forehead lovingly. "You know," she said, "you act so tough for your friends, but I know that you're still just a pup deep down."


	


	"That's not true," he said with a smile. "I just act cute so you'll give me what I want." With a sly smirk he took another bite out of the light green fruit, his canine teeth crunching as he chewed.


	


	The she-wolf rolled her eyes and turned to open the fridge. Contrary to her son, her own fur was a lush forest brown. He inherited his fur from his father for sure. Mr. James Cross had left the family for another woman-a golden retriever-when Shane was a pup of two. His fur was exactly the same as his son's, right down to its long length.


	


	"Did you notice the trucks?" Mrs. Cross asked.


	


	"What trucks?" Shane asked, standing to look out the window to see if he could notice the vehicles in question.


	


	"Apparently we have new neighbors," she said. Then, noticing her son searching out the window for them, she told him, "You won't be able to see them from here. They moved in a few blocks down. I thought you might have noticed them on your way home."


	


	"I didn't see anything," the tall wolf answered, taking one last look out the window before returning to his kitchen. "Have you gotten a good look at them?"


	


	"The trucks?"


	


	"The neighbors."


	


	"Oh. No, I haven't. But I do know that they're a group of foxes."


	


	Shane rolled his eyes. Not only did he have to deal with new people, a thing he wasn't fond of after his incident with Kail, but also they were foxes just like his old friend, and only moved two houses down from where his best friend used to live, according to his mother. The introductions were going to be horrible. "Do they have any kids?"


	


	"They have a son your age and a little girl age four."


	


	"Damn," he said softly. Fourteen years between siblings. That had to be tough. Yep, introductions were going to be horrible, indeed.


	


	* * *


	


	END OF CHAPTER I


	


	I haven't written anything in a while and I just wanted to put this piece out because it's been sitting in my mind for a while. Once my art skills improve I plan on making this into a full grayscale comic; more information about that will come out when I feel I'm ready to draw. Don't worry, it will be free and available on SoFurry and FurAffinity once it comes out. As for the story, this chapter is No-Yiff but future ones will include yiff.


	


	Soundtrack:


	One (Your Name) - Swedish House Mafia ft. Pharrell (I thought the lyrics of this song went nicely with the theme of the story)


	http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=baYpUHCkKxs


	


	Shane and Kail © Drayne_The_Wolf 2010: Do not reproduce characters without permission of author.


 
  Your Name Ch. II - You Killed Me

  
	~You Killed Me ~

	

	The next morning Shane climbed into his car at a grueling six-forty-five A.M. and drove to school. He drove slowly near the home of the new neighbors so he could get a good look at their house. They had two cars in the driveway, one dark green and one red. He couldn't get the make or model for either car, but they looked like Audis, and expensive ones at that. Not to mention the house that they bought; the thing was massive. He had seen the house every day but had never paid much attention to it until now. As far as he had been concerned, it was just another house in the wealthy gated community which was only a few thousand feet from his house. From what he could see, the house had a three-car-garage (why both cars were in the driveway he did not know) and easily had eight to ten rooms that were visible just from the front. Great; they were rich, too.

	

	He pulled into his designated parking space at ten after seven - twenty minutes before homeroom - and shut off his car. After retrieving his worn black backpack from the backseat he scanned the parking lot for some of his friends' cars; he only found two. He let out a low sigh and started his trip across the parking lot towards the school entrance.

	

	Five minutes later, the tall wolf leaned against pillar just outside the cafeteria, his friends surrounding him. Two girls, a squirrel and a cougar, strutted past and smiled suggestively to him. "Hey Shane," the squirrel cooed to him over her shoulder as she walked away. He simply smirked and said, "Hey," back as she walked away. Girls loved to flirt with him, even though he was quite openly and quite strictly gay.

	

	Kyle, his easily-excitable best-friend of an otter, swished his tail back and forth as he elbowed Shane lightly in the ribs. "Hey, since you're crooked can I take that squirrel?" he asked with a smirk.

	

	The wolf sighed and lowered his head, his ears folding back against his skull as he stared at the floor. "Sure," he said with a resigned tone. "Take her."

	

	The otter looked hurt. "What's wrong man?" he asked, his ears back like the canine's.

	

	The wolf looked down at him from the tops of his eyes. "Nothing," he said before raising his head and looking out again as if nothing had happened. "It's fine. Just reminiscing."

	

	"You were thinking about him, weren't you?" Kyle asked, his eyes showing the flames of anger and his fists balling up.

	

	"Kyle..." the wolf sighed.

	

	"You've got to forget that bitch, Shane," he told him frankly. "Those memories aren't good for you. I can see the pain in your eyes."

	

	"Don't worry about it," Shane snapped. "I can take care of myself."

	

	The otter looked hurt again. "Okay, man," he said with a slight tone of fear. "I'm just worried about you."

	

	The wolf sighed again and looked to his footpaws. "Don't be, I've got it under control. Kail is long gone." There was a short period of silence before Shane pushed up from the wall and said, "I've got to get to homeroom. See you in physics." And with that the wolf strutted down the hallway towards his homeroom, paws deep in his pockets and tail between his legs.

	

	* * *

	

	Shane's homeroom was on the third floor in the center of the building. He sat in the back right-hand corner of the classroom by personal choice and always kept to himself. His locker was right outside the classroom and seven lockers down. This is where he was now, autonomously retrieving books that he needed for the first half of the morning and stowing those that he wouldn't. The guy two lockers to his left was there, too. He almost always was there when Shane was. It was obvious that the calico was gay, and even more obvious that he had a huge crush on the wolf. "Hey Shane!" the cat exclaimed excitedly.

	

	"Hey Marcus," Shane answered with a forced smile. He found the short-haired junior to be incredibly pestering.

	

	"So," the cat started. Oh, here we go Shane groaned in his head. "I was thinking, we've been locker neighbors for a few years now but we haven't really gotten a chance to get to know each other. Maybe we could go see a movie or something? I work at the theater and could get us some free tickets, my treat."

	

	Shane smiled weakly as he slammed his locker shut. "I'll see if I can free up some time," he said while looking into the feline's eyes.

	

	"Awesome!" Marcus exclaimed, his tail swishing back and forth across the floor. "I'll be in touch."

	

	"Cool," the wolf replied. I'm sure you will, he thought with dread. The cat was cute, but would make for a horrible boyfriend. The two retired to their homeroom and sat through the once again dull morning news until the first bell rang. While the rest of the students leapt up to rush to their first class of the morning, the wolf simply sat and waited for the crowd to clear. When it did, he pulled his backpack on over his right shoulder only, the strap slipping easily over the sleeve of his white tank top, and made for his first class of the day: calculus.

	

	Calculus was a pain, but today was by far the most interesting math class that Shane had ever had in his life. He sat towards the back of the room as he always did (he was always placed in the rear right-hand corner of the room because his last name is Zimmerman) and slumped into his chair, shrugging his backpack to the floor and leaning back in his seat. He stretched and yawned before slouching back forward; as he was stretching he didn't even notice an unrecognized person enter the room. The new male was a fox, about five foot six, with a glossy orange coat with white on his muzzle and down his neck. He had a black nose and large black-tipped ears-the right one was pierced twice along the rim-and the deepest eyes Shane had ever seen. They were such a dark shade of blue that they appeared fully black. The wolf blinked once to make sure he wasn't imagining him, and then once he saw that the fox hadn't vanished he figured that he was his family's new neighbor.

	

	"Alright guys, settle down!" his calc teacher, Mister Presz, a large brown bear, said once the bell had sounded. "We've got fresh meat!" he exclaimed, summoning chuckles from the class. "Why don't you introduce yourself, son?" he said to the fox.

	

	The small orange fox looked nervous but wore it well in the form of a smile. "Sure," he said, a backpack slung over his left shoulder and some books under his right arm. "Hey guys, my name's Kail Roebuck and I just moved back here after moving away five years ago."

	

	Does it need to be said how hard Shane's jaw hit the floor? The wolf sat in the cheap plastic seat of his desk, mouth agape and eyes wide as he stared into what he realized now was his old best-friend. This was... terrible! Kail had moved back! So many memories began to resurface in the wolf's mind. Rejection, defeat, disappointment; it was all coming back to him. But the most surprising part had yet to come. As he sat there dumbstruck over this new development, Shane's teacher said, "Alright Mr. Roebuck, why don't you tell the class three things about you that you want people to know?"

	

	"Sounds good," the fox said. "Well, for one, my favorite videogame is Halo Three." If Shane hadn't been so dumbstruck he would have found it ironic and slightly amusing that the fox still enjoyed the game that the two of them used to play as kids. "For two, I love art and I'm a really good illustrator. I can pretty much draw whatever you want me to," he said with a smile. "And for three, I'm gay, and if you hate me for that then that's your problem, not mine," he smirked.

	

	Shane felt like his blood had turned to cement in his body. He couldn't move. He felt cold. His eyes couldn't blink, his mouth wouldn't close. What had the fox just said? Did his old friend, the one who punched him in the face for being a homosexual, just admit in front of a group of twenty teenage strangers that he was gay? Had that really just happened? Shane was practically in shock. His friend was gay. His old childhood crush was gay. After everything that happened, he couldn't believe it; Kail Roebuck was an openly gay fox.

	

	"That's great, Kail" Mr. Presz said with a smile. "Well, feel free to choose your seat. We have a couple open ones here in the classroom." The wolf was able to regain his composure in time for the fox to decide inconveniently to sit directly to his left. Shane's body tensed up and he curled his arms up against his chest. He stared blankly at his desk, his mouth still slightly agape, trying to understand what had happened.

	

	Meanwhile, Kail leaned over with a happy face and extended his paw to the wolf. "Hi, I'm Kail," he said with a cheery voice. The wolf just pulled himself closer to his own body and shut his eyes and mouth, his ears going back as he hoped and prayed that the fox would stop talking to him. He got his wish, and Kail, who looked hurt by the wolf's isolationism, shrunk back into his seat, ears flat against his head. The wolf let out a long, quiet sigh. It was going to be a horrible math class.

	

	* * *

	

	Kail had tried to ask what was wrong at the end of the period but Shane just ran as fast out of class as he could without looking suspicious to onlookers. The wolf rushed down the stairs to the second floor and quickly sank into his chair in his history class. Shane's next period was American History, and then after spending the entire period recovering from shock he had physics. He moved silently through the halls, constantly vigilant for the fox in case he was to be confronted, but he didn't see him. When he sat down at his desk in his physics class he hugged his arms and let out a disturbed sigh before slumping over. When he finally opened his eyes he noticed Kyle sitting in the chair next to him with his ears splayed back and a look of concern upon his face. "Shane..."

	

	"You heard?" he asked, his voice shaky.

	

	"Yeah I heard," he replied. "Damn... a-are you okay?"

	

	"Y-yeah," the wolf stammered. "I'm fine."

	

	"Shane, I just-"

	

	"PLEASE Kyle," the wolf exclaimed loud enough for the rest of the class to hear, each student turning to inspect the source of the noise. Shane didn't care. "I don't want you getting involved," he continued at a lower volume. "I'm fine, and I can take care of myself. I don't need any help from anyone. Thank you for caring but the best thing you can do for me right now is to just not talk about it. I need to not think about this at the moment." The otter looked hurt, but complied. He turned back around so he faced forward again. His ears couldn't be more against his head, and they didn't move for the entire period.

	

	* * *

	

	That day became the day that Shane would consider the longest day of his life. Physics dragged on, then German, lunch, English, gym, and finally photography. His day was lived in paranoia; he constantly worried about bumping into the fox. He checked over his shoulder more times that day than he did in a regular week, unable to focus on anything in his classes through his fear. Even his lunch seemed slow and nerve-racking. Kyle, Koji, and the rest of his friends let him eat in peace, having heard the news that the wolf wished to remain left alone from Kyle.

	

	At the end of his photography class Shane dashed up to the third floor again to get what he needed from his locker. He put his history and physics textbooks back into his locker and withdrew his English book, now keeping his English and calculus textbooks in his backpack for tonight's homework load. The wolf shut his locker still feeling stressed. All he needed to do was get to his car...

	

	"Hey!" a voice shouted to him from down the hall. He slowly turned around, knowing who it would be by instinct alone. He pulled his backpack up to both his shoulders instead of just his right and turned to face Kail, who rapidly approached him from down the corridor, his backpack once again slung over his left shoulder. One he got close enough to argue, Kail said, "If you've got something to say about me then say it," with an angry tone.

	

	"What do you mean?" Shane asked nonchalantly, trying desperately to keep his cool despite wanting more than anything to break down and cry right there in the hallway.

	

	"Back in calc," he said. "I introduced myself to you, remember? What's up with the cold shoulder? I'm just trying to make friends. If you've got something to say then say it. You got a problem with gays?"

	

	Shane crossed his arms across his chest. "What makes you think I hate gays?"

	

	Kail's eyes narrowed aggressively. "I've seen your kind before," he said. "Tall, idiotic muscle-head. Probably works out four hours a day, and I'm guessing you're on the football team? You seem the type. Hell, I've even had a few of you come after me for being gay in my time. The lot of you are sickening!"

	

	The crowd around them was silent. Each one knew just how wrong Kail was but wanted to see how Shane would react. If the wasn't so furious he would have found the fox's analysis of him hysterically ironic. "Oh, really?" Shane sneered back. "Well, let me tell you about YOUR kind." There were ooos and ahhs from the crowd. "You're small, yet believe you pack a big punch. You made one big mistake in your childhood and feel guilty for running away from it, especially because now that mistake is the embodiment of you. You're too hypocritical to realize that you're quick to judge people and then scolding them for being quick to judge. You've been beat up on for years now and harden yourself to the point of being like a frag grenade in someone's hand, ready to blow up and take them down at the slightest hint of prejudice against gays. You-"

	

	Shane was promptly silenced when the fox's fist connected to his jaw, sending him back several feet to smash into a row of lockers. Several students gasped at this sudden show of violence. "I don't have to take this shit from ANYONE!" Kail screamed out at him. "ESPECIALLY pompous know-it-all assholes who think that they know everyone's history! Well let me ask you something, Mister Wise-Guy: how do you know what you're saying is true? What makes you think that you've got me all figured out, huh? Let me tell you something: you've got NOTHING on me! Who the hell are you, anyway? I wanna know your name!"

	

	"You still don't recognize me, huh? God, you're slow." Shane snarled and wiped a thin stream of blood from his mouth. "Well, good to see you at least remember how to throw a punch. It took me months to scrub my blood out of the upstairs carpet."

	

	Kail stood in a battle-ready position with the most confused look on his face. After a few moments, however, it all hit him, and it hit him hard. Hard like a train, actually. His backpack fell to the floor as he stood in shock. "Sh..." he stuttered. "Sha..."

	

	"So you do remember me," Shane smirked. "Or in case you need a little more of a reminder, that name that you're trying to spit out now is Shane. Shane Zimmerman. Yes, in the fur. Remember that kid, that 'friend' of yours who you beat down in his own house all those years ago? The one you left bleeding on the floor because he came out to you, the ONE person of all who he thought he would get acceptance and approval from? That would be me."

	

	Kail was dumbstruck to say the least. "Shane... O-Oh, my God... Shane... I'm s-sorry..."

	

	"HA!" the wolf cried out in mock laughter. "You're SORRY? 'Sorry' is what you say to someone when you spill soda in their lap, or step on their tail accidentally. 'Sorry' isn't what you say to the guy who you abandoned. 'Sorry' isn't what you say to someone after you punch him to the floor in his own home and leave him to bleed and cry in the hallway! 'SORRY' isn't what you say to someone who you go from loving to hating just because he likes the taste of DICK!"

	

	Shane's paws were balled into fists now as he continued to snarl and shout at the small crumbling fox before him. "You ruined five years of my life, you know that? You took my perfect, innocent life and CRUSHED IT! Does that make you feel satisfied? Let me tell you something, Kail Roebuck: I came to you that day, entrusting you with my life, and you know what you did?" he growled. "You KILLED ME!"

	

	Kail was frozen with fear, shock, and absolute horror. "I..."

	

	"KILLED ME! I haven't been able to make a single new friend since you left because I'm too afraid of people leaving me! I've been asked by all kinds of kids at this school, some of them who are standing around us now, about why I'm so quiet when I've got such potential to be a great friend. You know the reason? YOU'RE the reason. I've been so scared shitless about making new friends just to have the same thing happen that I haven't been able to be outgoing with ANYBODY! My life has been an isolationist hell since you left, and it's ALL YOUR FAULT! And now you DARE to come back here, to MY town, MY school, and admit to a classroom full of strangers that YOU'RE GAY!"

	

	Kail merely blinked in surprise, taking in every word, his mouth agape and his eyes wide and glazed over. He couldn't believe what was happening. Shane snarled down at him. By now his massive jaws were only a foot from his face. "You struck me down in my moment of need," Shane whispered, "and left me there, bleeding in my carpet, to die because I was attracted to my own gender, just like you are now." He paused a moment to let it sink in. Then, with the full force of five years' bottled anger, sadness, rejection, and utter rage, roared, "HOW COULD YOU?!" with fangs bared. Then, in a much quieter, almost pleading tone, asked again, "How could you?"

	

	Then with tears in his eyes Shane Zimmerman spun about and cut his way through the crowd on his way back to his house. Surrounded by a crowd of teenage furs, Kail Roebuck began to shake. Each person around him stared at him, some with pity, some with confusion, some with compassion, but most with anger. They knew how reclusive Shane had been, and now that they had learned the cause they weren't happy. The crowd dispersed in a cloud of gossip and Kail collapsed to his knees, warm tears streaming down his shocked face.

	

	* * *
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  Your Name Ch. III - My, How Things Have Changed

  
	Lots of drama in this chapter, but it's mostly yiff. Hope you guys are horny :P


	


	~ My, How Things Have Changed~


	


	Alyssa Cross knew better than to question her son when he was in such an emotional state. For a boy whose father left him because he was gay, Shane Zimmerman was fairly level-headed and rarely lost his temper, but when he did, it was wise to not question him. Shane would come to her when he was ready, and she would be there when he was.


	


	The wolf had gotten home at the usual time that day and immediately stormed past her upstairs. Two paintings were knocked crooked by the force of his massive body bounding up the stairs. The kitchen ceiling shook as he ran to his bedroom. She heard the door slam, knocking a third painting out of alignment. Shane's mother sighed and walked to the foot of the stairs to adjust one of the paintings that was knocked out of place. She gently ran her finger along the lower-left edge of the picture frame, noticing with sad eyes and splayed ears that the edge was dusty. It seemed like ages ago that she found her son on the day that he was abandoned by his best friend. She remembered it well...


	


	* * *


	


	Alyssa Zimmerman entered the house through the front door as she always did. She shut the heavy door behind her, sighing and taking off her gloves. She set her purse down on a chair in the parlor and hung her coat in the closet. The divorce files were almost through the system; she would be Alyssa Cross once again soon. It had been a long, tedious process and she was absolutely furious with her ex-husband for rejecting his own flesh-and-blood progeny simply for his sexual preference. It seemed so long ago. She brushed a lock of dark brown hair from her eye and shouted up the stairs, "Shane! I'm home!"


	


	No response.


	


	She smiled, assuming that her son and his best friend Kail couldn't hear her over their videogames. She started to walk from the parlor to the kitchen but something caught her sensitive ear: a whimper? She angled her head, listening intently now. There it was again; someone was definitely whimpering upstairs. "Shane?" she asked, getting worried. She started to walk up the stairs, brushing her hair from her face once again. She started slow, then as the whimpering became louder she moved faster. "Shane?" she called more nervously.


	


	Then she reached the top of the stairs.


	


	"Shane!" she gasped. She ran to her son's weak body. He was lying on the floor, blood clotting around his mouth and nose and tears streaming from his eyes. There was a blood stain on the carpet beneath him. She scooped him up quickly and held his body close to her. "Shane, oh, my God..." she cried with worry, "what happened? Are you okay?"


	


	She inspected his body as he cried like an infant into her bosom, clutching at her jacket as if it was his only lifeline. He seemed fine other than a blooded nose and obvious emotional scarring. As she rocked back and forth cradling her shattered son in her comforting arms, a billion questions popped into her mind. What could have caused such stress? What had happened? How long ago had it occurred? Was it her fault? And most interestingly, where was Kail?


	


	* * *


	


	Alyssa stared into the picture that she had just straightened of her eleven-year-old son. He looked happy. His ears and tail were perked, his fur was fluffed out at the neck and joints, and his white teeth shone brilliantly in his innocent childhood smile. She looked to the top of the stairs at Shane's closed door. It looked so... plain, so white and empty. She nervously brushed a lock of dark brown hair from her eye and started up the stairs like she had done all those years ago, except this time it wasn't with panic. Her steps were lethargic and calm. Her movements were beautiful and graceful.


	


	She stood outside Shane's doorway attempting to gather enough strength to enter the room. She let out a sigh of nervousness and gently opened his door. She only opened it a crack so she could look into the room without entering. Her grey-furred son lay naked in his queen-size bed with his back to her, ears back and tail between his legs. He clung to his pillow like a puppy clinging to its mother. Normally a mother, including Alyssa, would feel incredibly awkward towards having walked in on her son's indecency, but at the moment she didn't care; all she felt was sympathy at the moment.


	


	She pulled her head out from the doorway and gently shut the door, sighing once again and brushing that familiar lock of hair from her eye. As she walked away from the door she could hear her son, the six-foot-four muscle-bound grey-furred lupine, whining and whimpering into his pillow like a teenager who has been holding in five years of pain and sadness.


	


	* * *


	


	The next day was a Wednesday. Kail Roebuck noticed immediately that Shane wasn't in school, or at least wasn't in first period. He wondered what had happened and hoped that Shane was okay. Kail hated to admit it, but he deserved every word that Shane had dealt him yesterday after school. He had really hurt his once best friend on a deep, personal level, not to mention punching him in the muzzle... now twice.


	


	The fox kept his head low and eyes down for the entire class period. When it finally ended, he jumped up and practically ran out of the class ahead of everyone else despite being at the back of the room. As he moved through the hallway he did his best to keep as small as he could. He kept his eyes as low as he could while still being able to see where he was going. He tried to ignore the dirty looks that this person or that person would cast on him, having heard the rumor about what had happened and what had been said the previous day. Several people made an effort to intentionally bump into his arm along the way, causing him to drop his books twice.


	


	In his third period French class, a wad of paper hit him in the right side of the head and landed on his desk. His ear twitched when it was hit and he brought his paw to the spot as he glanced over to the right side of the room hoping to see who had done it. To his aggravation, everyone was facing forward innocently, and since he sat on the far left side of the room, it could have been any of the twenty furs who sat by him.


	


	With a quiet growl he reached down and unfolded the paper. His ears splayed with hurt when he read, "Leave Shane alone you fucker!!" written in red ink. He sighed and lowered his head as he crumpled the paper once again. After class he tossed the sheet of paper into the recycle bin and went to his next class. His trip was similar to the one from first to second.


	


	At lunch he was hit on the back or on the back of his head by at least three different food items. Fortunately none of them included anything sticky, and the only stain that was left was deposited by a few ketchup-drenched French fries. He ignored the throwers, not intending to give them the satisfaction of a reaction. When he finished his meal he threw away his trash and went to the bathroom to clean off his shirt, bringing his backpack in case anyone decided to take off with his stuff.


	


	Lunch ended and Kail made for his final class of the day: Physics. As he sat in the admittedly boring lecture, he realized that he forgot his book. He asked the teacher if he could go retrieve it and was granted permission. He moved quickly through the hallway so he could return to class and not miss any important material. He went down a flight of stairs and made two turns before his locker was in sight.


	


	He was surprised to see two furs standing in front of his locker, one of the two leaning forward and touching it in a strange manner. Both were wearing sweatshirts with the hoods drawn up so Kail couldn't see their faces. The one who was touching his locker was shorter than the other by about a foot. Both looked like canines by their tails.


	


	"HEY!" he shouted at them, balling his paws into fists. The two figures didn't even look at him; they just turned and took off running in the opposite direction, laughing to themselves as they turned the corner and disappeared. Kail frowned and approached his locker. When he saw it, his large vulpine ears fell back and his eyes filled with pain. Scribed into the door of his locker, probably with a thumbtack or paperclip, was the word "fucker" written in large capital letters running vertically from the top to the bottom.


	


	This was the breaking point for Kail. He spun and fell into a sitting position on the floor, sitting up against his locker in a shocked state. He stared with wide eyes and an open maw at the adjacent wall, seeing his past fly past him in the cinderblock wall. He watched himself walk angrily from Shane's house, storming down the street with his fists balled up. He snarled in anger at this change in his life. He would never be able to think about Shane, to look at him, in the same way. How dare he be gay? How dare his best friend throw such a curveball at him? One thing was for sure at that moment, though, and that was that there was no way, not a snowball's chance in hell, that Kail would ever, not in a million years, be gay.


	


	* * *


	


	Shane had stayed home that day. He couldn't bear to see Kail again. How would he ever be able to cope with having the one who broke his heart so close to him? It was horrible to think about. He tried his best not to worry about it; he just lay in bed and cried. The large wolf drifted in and out of sleep throughout the entire day, but any sleep he had gotten was restless. He awoke sweating every time and would simply roll over and quickly fall back asleep.


	


	The last time the large wolf awoke that day was at three o'clock. He stared at the clock, knowing that Kail would be home. He sat up with his legs hanging off the end of the bed and cradled his head in his paws, his arms propped up by the elbows on his knees. He let out a sigh and stood up. He would never be able to get any rest unless he settled things with Kail. He pulled on some pants and a loose black tee shirt and scrawled a note to his mother saying that he was going to greet the new neighbors before heading out the door.


	


	When he got to Kail's front door he braced himself for the encounter before ringing the doorbell. He stood there a while but was never received. He looked around the house; some of the windows were open and the garage was open too, with one car inside, so somebody was definitely home. He tried the door and found it unlocked. "Hello?" he called into the house. Nobody answered him, but he could hear music coming from an upstairs room. He stepped lightly into the room and looked about. He moved nervously to the stairs and started up them, determined to talk to someone.


	


	He reached the top of the staircase and followed the sound of an acoustic guitar to the end of the hallway. The door was slightly cracked. He nervously peeked inside. It was Kail's room, that was for sure. He saw the small fox sitting on his bed with an acoustic guitar held in his paws. He strummed expertly on the instrument and sang the lyrics to a song he recognized as Through Glass by Stone Sour. He liked the song, too.


	


	"I'm looking at you through the glass; don't know how much time has passed. Oh, God, it feels like forever, but no one ever tells you that forever feels like home sitting all alone inside your head. 'Cause I'm looking at you through the glass; don't know how much time has passed. All I know is that it feels like forever, but no one ever tells you that forever feels like home sitting all alone inside your head.


	


	Shane watched as the fox sang his heart out into the guitar. Kail's eyes were closed as his fingers moved across the strings.


	


	"How do you feel? That is the question, but I forget you don't expect an easy answer. When something like a soul becomes initialized and folded up like paper dolls and little notes you can't expect a bit of hopes. So while you're outside looking in describing what you see, remember what you're staring at is me."


	


	Shane leaned against the doorframe, having silently opened the door wide, and watched the fox continue the song with his arms crossed across his chest.


	


	"'Cause I'm looking at you through the glass; don't know how much time has passed. All I know is that it feels like forever, but no one ever tells you that forever feels like home sitting all alone inside your head. How much is real? So much to question. An epidemic of the mannequins contaminating everything. We thought it came from the heart, but it never did right from the start. Just listen to the noises, null and void instead of voices. Before you tell yourself it's just a different scene, remember it's just different from what you've seen."


	


	Kail played harder and louder now. Shane could see that the fur beneath his eyes was damp with tears as he continued to sing.


	


	"'Cause I'm looking at you through the glass; don't know how much time has passed. All I know is that it feels like forever, but no one ever tells you that forever feels like home sitting all alone inside your head."


	


	When Kail finished his song he opened his eyes and stared out the window, his guitar resting in his lap. "How long have you been standing there?" he asked.


	


	"Since you started the song," Shane answered.


	


	"Why are you here?" Kail asked stoically, still holding the guitar in his paws.


	


	"For an explanation," he answered, "and I'm not leaving until I get one."


	


	Kail let out another sigh. "When you told me," he started, "I panicked. I felt threatened. I always heard from people around school that gays were horrible and never heard anything different... so I thought it was truth. And when I heard that my best friend was gay, I... I didn't know what to think. I reacted stupidly. When I got home I ran straight to my room and cried in bed. My parents came up and asked what was wrong. They were really worried.


	


	"I wouldn't answer at first; I couldn't, I was crying too hard. My mother rubbed my back with her paw as my father kept trying to ask what had happened at your house. After twenty minutes I was able to tell them what you had said and how I had reacted. My parent's looked worried. They weren't exactly fond of gays but they didn't hate them like I had.


	


	"Things were tough. My dad had gotten a promotion and we were supposed to move to Texas. There was some new fancy lab that he was supposed to work out of in Dallas. I hadn't told you that we were going to move because I didn't want our last visit to be sad. We were supposed to leave a week after this all happened, but with this new... development... we decided to leave early. We left two days later.


	


	"I've thought about you every day since then, especially when I was questioning my sexuality. I always thought that when we met again you'd be hot, but..."


	


	"But what?" Shane asked, still leaning against the door.


	


	Kail blushed and looked over to the large wolf. "I didn't think you'd be... you know, this hot."


	


	Shane's eyes widened and he leaned up from the door. "You mean?"


	


	"Yes, Shane, I think you're sexy," he said with his ears splayed back.


	


	The wolf lowered his eyes and began a moment of silence. After a while he said, "This is a lot to take in."


	


	"It's a lot for me too, Shane," the fox replied as he stood and set his guitar on its stand. "I can't believe I'm with you right now; I thought I'd never see you again. And look at you; you're huge! I'm actually looking up to you, right now. God, things have changed..."


	


	"I know." The wolf raised his head to look at the fox from the tops of his eyes. "I've never had to look down to you... hey, where are your parents, anyway?"


	


	"Dad's on a business trip and Mom and Abby are going up to see my aunt for a few days."


	


	"Abby?"


	


	"Oh, she's my sister. She was born a year after we moved."


	


	Shane nodded. "How long are they gone for?"


	


	"Mom's getting back in two days, Dad in three." Shane nodded again and looked down at his footpaws. There was a brief silence that was ended by Kail's saying, "So, where do we go from here, Shane?"


	


	The wolf looked up. "What do you mean?"


	


	"Well... with everything. What should we do?"


	


	"I'm still a little angry at you," he replied.


	


	The fox's large ears fell back against his head. He looked down and nervously rubbed his right arm with his left. "I made a mistake, Shane..." he said nervously. "I left you in your moment of need, and I haven't been there for you since then. Let me make it up to you," he said as he started to slowly approach the larger canine.


	


	"What do you mean?" Shane asked, unfolding his arms from his chest. "Make it up to me how?"


	


	The fox blushed and looked more nervous than ever. "By being for you now," he said, "and forever."


	


	Shane's eyes widened when he felt the fox's paw close around his considerably larger one. "Y-you mean,"


	


	"Shane," Kail said urgently, "I... I want this more than anything. I can't tell you how many times I've gotten off to thinking about what you'd look like now, and you're twice as attractive as I had imagined. I... I love you, man."


	


	The wolf's paw was still in Kail's. He stared with wide eyes down at the fox. "I..." he started. What the hell was happening?! He was being hit on by his old best friend who he hadn't seen in five years. And the fox... God, Kail was absolutely undeniable! He was thin, toned, had the softest paw pads he had ever felt and no doubt the softest fur too. His voice was so sexy, and his eyes... God, Shane just melted right into them. But the fox had abandoned him in the past; would he do it again?


	


	Kail leaned forward, pushing his head closer to the wolf's. "Shane?" he asked nervously.


	


	"I..." the wolf said. It was a difficult choice. He had wanted Kail for so long now, and now he could have him. How could he say no? The wolf gently shut his eyes. He took a deep breath, then exhaled it. On the exhale he leaned in, placed his unheld paw on the fox's adjacent side, and touched his lips to Kail's.


	


	The fox gasped. It was happening; the wolf of his dreams was kissing him. He closed his eyes and leaned farther into the kiss, opening his mouth slightly to allow his tongue to push out and graze over the wolf's teeth. He let go of Shane's paw and wrapped both his arms around the wolf's neck, deciding to make the most out of the experience in case Shane changed his mind.


	


	Shane wrapped both his arms around Kail's waist. This was so foreign to him; he had never kissed anyone outside of his family before, and he had never kissed anyone in such a sensual manner. His paws roamed the fox's sides as the kiss carried on, eventually leading their way down to the edge of his white tank top. He wrapped his fingers around the white fabric and started to raise it across Kail's torso. The fox gasped and broke the kiss. "S-something wrong?" Shane asked nervously, worried that he had made a poor move.


	


	"N-no," Kail replied. "It's just, do you think we should take it... I don't know, slower?"


	


	Shane smiled deviously and resumed lifting the tank top off of the fox. "I've waited for you long enough," he said. Kail looked slightly worried but raised his arms, allowing the garment to be removed. He blushed and stood shirtless before the wolf who murred under his breath and looked over the vulpine's body. "Why are you blushing?" he asked.


	


	Kail rubbed his right arm with his left again. "It's just... I've never taken my clothes off for anyone before," he said. "... and I'm small."


	


	"You're so hot," the wolf muttered under his breath as he fingered the fox's pecs, running his fingers over the soft nipples before moving down to his abs.


	


	The fox moaned softly as the wolf felt him up. "N-no one's ever touched me this way," he stated. He looked over the wolf's body before moving his paws to the edge of Shane's black shirt. "Your turn," he stated with a weak smile.


	


	Shane smiled and raised his arms to the air. Kail's breathing was heavy as he nervously worked the shirt off of his old friend, moving slowly so as to gather each individual detail. The white fur was incredibly soft on his toned abs; each one visible even through the thick fur. The shirt moved higher still and the fox took in the sight of Shane's large pectorals before completely removing the shirt from his body. He dropped the garment between them and stared in awe at the godly torso before him. Shane smirked. "Go ahead," he said, leaning down to whisper in the fox's ear. "Touch it."


	


	Kail ran his paws from the wolf's plush mane down to his pectorals, feeling up the firm muscle and running his thumbs over the smooth nipples beneath the soft white fur. His paws travelled lower, taking in the grooves between each abdominal, his fingers passing through the long, luscious fur on the wolf's chest. Shane's tail moved to and fro as his body was massaged. He smiled and moved his paws to the fox's pants, hooking his fingers in the elastic strap across Kail's waist. The fox blushed and looked up to Shane nervously as the wolf lowered his arms, relieving him of both his smooth pants and loose boxers all at once.


	


	Shane stared in awe at the package that hung from the fox's groin. It was large; not as large as his, but bigger than he expected. He reached forward and gently grasped the fox's plump sheath, squeezing softly. This elicited a gasp from the vulpine, who leaned forward and grasped Shane's arm with both his paws. "Sh-Shane..."


	


	"Yeah?" the wolf replied, gently squeezing the thick sheath in his paw.


	


	"Mmm... n-nothing, just... aah, no one's ever touched me there..." The fox smiled and rested his head on the wolf's chest. "Feels good..."


	


	"I bet," Shane said with a wink. "And, to be completely honest..." Shane's ears shot back with hesitation.


	


	The fox looked up. "What?" he asked.


	


	"I-I've never done anything like this, either..."


	


	The fox's mouth fell open. "R-really?" The wolf nodded, visibly blushing beneath his grey fur. "Wow... I would have thought you'd have gotten laid by now."


	


	"Most people do, actually..." The wolf blushed deeper now, forgetting that he had his paw around the fox's sheath. "I-I lead on... so that no one will know and think less of me."


	


	The fox sighed and hugged Shane tightly around the waist. The wolf blushed deeper; he could feel the fox's plump sheath pressing against his leg through the fabric of his pants. "I would tell you how silly of a thing that is to worry about, but why, when I can just fix the problem right now?"


	


	The wolf couldn't help but look excited. "I thought you were nervous..."


	


	"Of course I'm nervous, Shane!" Kail replied in a soothing tone. "Sex is a very, very personal deal. I just... want this more than anything else, I know." The fox let out a sigh. "I... I love you, Shane. I always have."


	


	Shane sighed and wrapped his paws around the smaller wolf. "I..." he said. He couldn't believe he was about to say this to the guy of his dreams, but, "... I love you, too."


	


	Kail pulled Shane into another tight kiss as he undid the wolf's cargo pants, pulling them and his underwear away in one fell swoop. The fox smiled and led the wolf by the paw to his queen bed, climbing onto it once he reached it and rolling onto his back. By the time he was there Shane was hovering over top of him and pulled him into a deep kiss, both canines moving their tongues about in each other's maws as their paws roamed through fur and over muscle.


	


	Shane smiled up at his partner and crawled in reverse until his head was even with the fox's plump sheath. The wolf smiled up at Kail, who simply smiled back and watched as the wolf's hungry maw descended upon his unaroused cock. He threw his head back and moaned as he felt Shane's warm lips close around his furry sheath, his pink cock head poking out from its opening. The wolf murred around the thick sheath in his maw, licking out around the potent tip as the fox's cock hardened in his mouth. It was thick, warm, and completely delicious, and when it was finished growing it had to be at least nine inches including the knot.


	


	"Damn," Shane smirked while stroking the warm, steely shaft in his paw. "You know, for a fox, you're pretty well hung."


	


	Kail, his eyes narrowed with pleasure, smiled weakly and said, "Th-thanks..." as his shaft spit a small string of pre onto Shane's nose, who promptly licked it away.


	


	"Yeah," the wolf replied, pausing a moment to lick across the tip a few times. "I'm bigger, though," he said with a smirk.


	


	"Oh, come on, now," Kail said, starting to push himself up onto his elbows, "how big could it possibly..."


	


	His sentence was cut short when something entered his field of vision. Shane had rolled over to his side, and Kail caught sight of his heavy package. His eyes widened, taking in the eye-candy of the wolf's white-furred sheath. The fox sat up, getting prodded in the abdomen by the pre-slick tip of his cock, and looked closer at it. It was long and fat and was accompanied by the most perfect set of balls; each one had to be the size of a billiard ball!


	


	Kail couldn't take it anymore; he just had to touch it. He reached a paw forward and closed his fingers around the plump covering of Shane's unaroused wolf dick, causing the larger canine to murr softly and buck toward the fox's hand. Kail continued his handjob, his own cock remaining hard against his chest, as Shane's cock started to poke out of his sheath. The fox's eyebrows raised; it was blood red! He continued to excitedly rub the wolf's groin, playing with his large balls and stroking his fingers across the surface of his red meat which was slightly damp from being inside his sheath. By the time Shane was fully hard and drooling pre, the fox couldn't believe Shane's size; he was, for sure, no less than eleven inches long.


	


	"Goddamn, Shane..." he gasped.


	


	The wolf merely smiled. "Told you it was bigger," he said before reaching forward and wrapping his fingers around the middle of Kail's meat. Kail lowered his head and took the tapered tip of Shane's cock into his maw. The wolf moaned deeply and placed a paw on top of Kail's head. "Ohhh.. K-Kail..."


	


	The fox hovered around the tip a while, his tongue darting across the blood-red surface and licking up the warm salty pre that was evacuated from Shane's tip before driving his muzzle lower, taking in a solid seven inches of warm wolf meat in a deep-throat maneuver. Shane gasped and threw his head back as his shaft let loose a particularly long strand of pre, causing Kail to choke from lack of preparation. The fox slid the cock out of his mouth and coughed a minute as the wolf rubbed behind his ear. "You okay?" Shane asked.


	


	"Y-yeah," Kail answered once he stopped coughing. "Never been better." The fox went back to licking at the tip, loving the taste of Shane's salty output, before pulling his head back and spitting a large amount of warm saliva onto the dark-red meat, causing the wolf to shudder in delight. Using the combined spit and pre as a lubricant, Kail grasped his paw tight around the tip and slowly dragged his viselike grip down to the hilt of Shane's knot before quickly yanking it back up and repeating the process.


	


	Shane moaned incessantly throughout his blowjob-turned-handjob as his shaft deposited more and more fluid out into the open, causing it to dribble down his wide urethra and join the sloppy mess that covered the rest of his cock. Shane's paws clenched the sheets tight; his first intimate contact with anyone was doing a number on him and his orgasm was drawing nearer and nearer with every flick of Kail's wrist. "K-Kail..."


	


	"Shh..." the fox silenced him. "Just relax and let it come." And with that he bent down and took just the very tip of Shane's godly dick into his mouth as his paw clamped hard around the base of his knot. The pressure on such a sensitive area of his cock added to the pleasure of Kail's soft lips on his tapered head sent the poor orgasm-deprived wolf over the edge. He let his head roll back and moaned in ecstasy as he began to cum, depositing jet after jet of thick, warm cream into the fox's mouth. Kail did his best to swallow but eventually had to pull off, receiving the final few blasts directly between his eyes. The fox chirred as he licked away what was stuck to his face; the wolf had a salty taste like he'd never experienced before and couldn't get enough of it. The vulpine let out a sigh of content and kissed the tip of Shane's cock before saying, "You're so fucking huge, you know that?"


	


	"I d-do," the wolf answered through his post-orgasmic bliss. "Think you'll be able to take it all?"


	


	The fox smiled deviously and pushed Shane onto his back. He climbed over the large wolf's body and sat in his lap so that the tip of Shane's cock rested between his soft ass cheeks, his own cock rock-hard at a thirty-degree angle from his body and spitting pre onto Shane's chest. "Only one way to find out," he said, sliding his ass up and down on the warm shaft that was slick with sexual fluids which created the perfect lube.


	


	Shane's eyes filled with minor worry. "Wait... maybe we should..."


	


	He was promptly cut off by the feeling of his inch-and-a-half thick cock head entering the small fox. His eyes flew open and then slammed shut as he let out a groan of pleasure, placing his paws on Kail's knees. The fox leaned forward, bracing himself on Shane's chest, and sunk down a few more inches, his face contorted into a grimace as his virginity was taken from him by such a massive pole of flesh and cum. "Oh G-God, Kail, you're so tight and warm..." Shane groaned through the pleasure assaulting his eighteen-year-old titan of a cock.


	


	Kail winced as he sunk down another inch. "Y-you're so..." he growled though bared teeth, "f-fucking..." he clenched gently to Shane's pectorals, "huge!" he cried out. Every movement, every piercing inch of young, teenage dog that speared him open felt like he was being wrenched open by a hot pair of pliers. There was no denying it; Shane was the most well-hung person he had ever met and now his eleven-inch symbol of teenage potency was offering no mercy. The fox could feel the pillar of blood-red wolf meat pulse inside him to Shane's heartbeat! Still he carried on, letting gravity spear more and more wolf dick into his ass, knowing that soon he would experience the phoenix of pleasure emerging from the ashes of pain.


	


	After the longest forty seconds of Kail's life and the shortest forty of Shane's, both canines felt knot come in contact with tailhole. The two were hilted. Both remained in their positions, Shane lying on his back with Kail sitting in his lap, staring into each other's eyes. Both canines slowly shut their eyelids and succumbed to the pleasure of kissing, moaning and groaning to let each other know that they were enjoying the experience of having the other male's tongue touching his own. The pair collapsed so that they were lying down facing each other, and once Shane broke the kiss, Kail felt the large dog start to pull out.


	


	"Mmmmf..." was all the fox could manage to say as he bit his lower lip to stifle a moan, his ass burning with mixed pain and pleasure as four inches of his occupied insides were abandoned, only to be quickly shoved back in. The fox yipped and the dog barked; it was the most pleasing experience thus far. The two lay stuck together by cock and ass for a moment, panting in each other's face, before Shane pulled out again. Slowly the two developed a rhythm, and it wasn't long before all traces of pain had left Kail's body and he was moaning and groaning in Shane's chest to let him know just how much he appreciated the fucking he was receiving.


	


	After a few minutes the two became bored of lying on their sides and switched to the standard missionary so that Kail was protected beneath the massive Shane. The fucking continued. In, out, pant, in, out, pant; the two worked together in perfect harmony to bring each other the pleasures that only the feeling of a lover's flesh could bring.


	


	The two canines switched again. Kail spun about so that he was facing away from Shane and rode him backwards. The two later switched to doggy style and remained in this pose for the longest time of each pose they tried. They then collapsed onto the bed and Shane jack hammered his enormous meat into the fox as they both lay in a pile on the bed. Their breathing was labored and their bodies were covered in sweat as Shane fucked his long-lost friend on a full eight inches of dog cock, his knot slamming vigorously against the barrier that was the fox's hole.


	


	The final position that they chose simply required them to roll over. Kail's back was to Shane's chest and both canines lay on the bed. Shane held Kail's leg in the air as he drove his long, thick shaft deep into the bowels of his partner. The fox's large ears were back against his head as his nine-inch tool bobbed in mid air, squirting copious amounts of pre onto the bed and his chest. He felt the wolf who was currently fucking him from behind squeeze harder than usual on his leg and knew that Shane was close. He was close, too. His untouched cock and balls throbbed with the pain of desperate release. All it would take is a spark, one match dropped onto the gasoline puddle to set his nervous system on fire.


	


	That spark came in the form of a soft pop, the pop that occurred when Shane's knot, after many, many attempts, finally entered the fox's tight ass. Shane howled to the baseboard of the bed as once again his cock let loose a torrent of seed, filling the fox to the brim with his warm, creamy puppy batter. Kail felt like a star went super nova in his stomach. A sudden explosion of warmth and energy seemed to fill his stomach; this alone was enough to set the untouched fox's cock into a spasm as it let out a rush of fox cum, shooting straight from the tip of his dick to his collar bone and everything in between.


	


	Shane rode out the best orgasm of his life laying perfectly still and clutching the small fox in front of him, quickly filling him with his massive load of dog output as he felt Kail's own warm, potent seed splash over his arms and paws. He smiled with content as his great orgasm died down and his wolfhood stopped jerking and pulsing inside the fox whom he loved. Kail's trip died down a few moments later and the two canines lay tied together, arms intertwined in afterglow. Slowly, Shane gathered the strength to reach down and pull the sheets and blanket over them up to their waists, smiling as the two canines drifted to sleep in each other's arms.


	


	* * *


	


	Shane awoke to the glare of sunshine over his face. He slowly stirred and noticed the small fox in his grasp. He sighed contentedly and glanced over at the clock before setting his head back down on the pillow. Eleven thirty-two. Well, it wouldn't hurt to skip another day of school.


	


	It was when Kail shifted position slightly that he realized the fox was awake. He smiled and leaned in close, resting his muzzle on the top of the fox's head so that Kail was completely surrounded from behind by his body. He shifted slightly so as to snuggle closer to the fox before lying in place and staring blankly at the opposite wall.


	


	The two looked at the white-colored wall with serious faces, their fur touching wherever it could. After a few moments they let out a joint sigh before Shane, with the most serious face and tone that he'd used in hours, asked, "So... what now?"


	


	* * *


	


	That's the end of chapter 3 :P


	


	For those who are curious, Kail's dad works for the United States Air Force as one of the lead scientists for the development of the F-35 Lightning II fighter jet (my second favorite plane on earth) as a director of VTOL systems. 


	


	I haven't written anything in a while and I just wanted to put this piece out because it's been sitting in my mind for a while. Once my art skills improve I plan on making this into a full grayscale comic; more information about that will come out when I feel I'm ready to draw. Don't worry, it will be free and available on SoFurry and FurAffinity once it comes out. I'm not looking for profit, just approval xD


	IMPORTANT MESSAGE: Look, guys, I've posted a few songs so far and no one has commented on them, so I'm not sure if people just aren't listening to them or are deciding not to respond, but this time I posted one that really means something to me (Through Glass - Stone Sour), so please, I implore you to listen to this one. It's a great song that really captures the emotion and overall message of this series. Thank you for your respect.


	Comments, constructive criticisms, faves, votes, cums, watches, and other such things are always greatly appreciated and GREATLY hoped for.


	


	Soundtrack:


	** Through Glass - Stone Sour


	http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-ZWBTym2HZA


	Colors of the Rainbow - Italo Brothers (the video is a furry rave, I highly suggest you watch it)


	http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fFv8_fN6JE8


	One (Your Name) - Swedish House Mafia ft. Pharrell (I thought the lyrics of this song went nicely with the theme of the story)


	http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=baYpUHCkKxs


	


	Shane and Kail © Drayne_The_Wolf 2010: Do not reproduce characters without permission of author.


 
  Your Name Ch. IV - New Decision

  
	~New Decision~

	

	"What do you mean, 'What now'?" Kail asked with barely-opened eyes.

	

	"I mean," Shane answered, his right paw wrapped loosely around the fox's middle, "where do we go from here? We've got a history, Kail. A dark history. We can't just... sweep it under the rug."

	

	"Why can't we?" the fox asked pleadingly, his paw on the pillow he rested on. "It was five years ago. I was young and foolish. Why can't we just... start new?"

	

	"Because..." Shane started, but paused. The wolf could feel the fox's firm abs push in and out as he breathed. He loved Kail, he always had, but those feelings of loneliness, of abandonment, of hopelessness, they would never go away if they just let their history slide. "Because we just can't. We've got to work this mess out or it's gonna haunt us forever."

	

	The fox sighed and continued staring straight at the wall. "What would you like to do, Shane?"

	

	The wolf squeezed tighter around his friend's waist. "I..." he started. What did he want to do? "... I don't know. Give me time, I'll think of something. In the meantime... I just want to enjoy this time, here, with you."

	

	The fox sighed and closed his eyes. He scooted backwards, pressing his lean back against Shane's chest. "It's been so long," he said.

	

	"I know," the wolf answered, resting his muzzle in the crook of the fox's neck. "I've missed you so much, Kail."

	

	"I've missed you too," he says. "I'm so sorry for what I did to you."

	

	The wolf frowned at his new predicament. He loved Kail, he always had, but he wouldn't, he couldn't say that it was okay, no matter how much he wanted to comfort the fox. To say such would be the greatest of lies. It was not okay, it was far from okay. He had been left behind, and it was going to take a while for him to be able to be with the fox and not feel a twang of pain, of hopelessness. That is, provided he ever could. His paws tightened around the fox's naked body. He certainly hoped he could, that was for sure. Kail was too good to leave behind.

	

	The fox slowly began to crawl out of bed, leaving Shane lying in a sea of sheets. "I suppose we're staying home from school?" Kail asked.

	

	"It's eleven thirty," Shane said with a tired smile, starting to slowly prop himself up onto his right elbow.

	

	"Really?" the fox asked rhetorically. He gently placed his left paw on his opposite shoulder, looking to the clock as he rubbed his arm. "I think I slept on my arm funny,"

	

	"Hate that," Shane replied, rolling onto his back and stretching out. His eyes clamped shut as he flexed his body in Kail's bed, admiring how soft the mattress and sheets were. They were obviously of the highest quality. Kail was lucky to have a father in a high place.

	

	When the wolf opened his eyes again Kail was standing next to the bed beside him, muzzle hovering over his own. Shane smiled and placed his paw on the back of Kail's head, bringing him down to kiss him gently on the lips. The fox smiled and pressed his lips harder into those of the wolf. He placed his left arm on the bed to the corresponding side of Shane's head, holding him upright above the wolf. The pair kissed for a few moments before Kail pulled off, smiling at the larger canine below him. "Hungry?" he asked.

	

	"Starved," was the wolf's response. He was surprised at how long the two had slept for having fallen asleep so early in the evening, yet it was predictable; he had gotten such restless sleep the past few days.

	

	Kail slowly stood, stretched his arms above his head, and then let himself fall over in a tired slouch. He turned and walked over to his dresser, giving Shane a wonderful view of his firm ass as he walked, and pulled pair of deep blue pajama pants out of the top drawer, pulling them on up to his waist and letting his tail hang out over the waistband. "I'll get some breakfast started," he said before leaving the room.

	

	The wolf, a lazy smile on his face, threw the sheets back and threw his legs out first, hoisting himself into a sitting position. He stretched and yawned simultaneously, reaching his muscled arms towards the ceiling and flexing his back muscles before jumping up from the bed and padding his way across Kail's carpet to where his things lay on the floor. He picked up his grey sweatpants that he had worn yesterday and pulled them on, not worrying about his shirt, socks, or underwear.

	

	When Shane arrived downstairs his nose was assaulted by the succulent odors of brewing coffee and sizzling bacon. Damn, Kail worked fast. He was, at the moment, hovering over a cutting board, expertly chopping some peppers and onions. "Hope you like eggs," the fox said over his shoulder.

	

	The wolf shrugged and walked around the island counter towards the male he loved, watching him work elegantly against those vegetables. Their kitchen was top-notch; dark wood cabinets, light stone floor, dark granite countertops, a two-door stainless steel fridge, six-burner stove, and a sink that was twice as big as Shane's own all were present. "Damn," he said, "your dad sure has a nice job."

	

	"I know," was the fox's response. "He has to travel a lot, but it's worth it for what it pays." He finished cutting and deposited the vegetables into a small bowl. He added to it shredded cheese from a bag and then produced a tomato from a basket on the island counter, slicing it and chopping one of the slices into small bits. These pieces went into the bowl as well.

	

	"How do you feel?" Shane asked, trying to make conversation to break the silence.

	

	"My ass is a little sore," the fox replied with a slight smile. "You're pretty well hung, you know that?" he said as started to pull the half-cooked bacon out of the pan and onto the cutting board.

	

	Shane blushed and looked at his footpaws. "Yeah, I know," he replied. He looked up and watched as Kail cut the bacon into small pieces as well. "You're not too bad yourself, though."

	

	"You're two inches longer," the fox said with a grin as he deposited the bacon into the bowl along with the rest of the chopped ingredients.

	

	"And you're nine inches to begin with!" the wolf exclaimed, standing upright from his leaning on the counter. "You're bigger than almost every guy I know!"

	

	"Relax, Shane!" the fox said with a slight chuckle. "I don't need comforting; I'm just joking around with you. I'm happy with how I am." Kail walked around the counter and to the fridge, drawing out a carton of eggs and setting it on the island. "Besides," he said as he drew four eggs from it, "any bigger and I wouldn't be able to fit it down my pants."

	

	"You can say that again," the wolf replied, admiring the bulge that Kail's sheath made in his lounge pants. The fox broke the eggs against a pan and deposited them whole into it, making a loud sizzle as they began to cook. He then picked up the bowl, mixed its contents a bit with his paws, and started to gently sprinkle the assortment onto the cooking eggs. With all the ingredients together the arctic fox began to mix it all together with a spatula. The warm aromas of sizzling eggs, peppers, onions, tomato, and bacon wafted up to their noses and made their mouths water.

	

	When the meal was made and served the two canines sat down at two stools positioned at the island counter, their naked arms touching affectionately, and began to eat. Every so often one of the males would swish his tail up to swat at the other's back as they both enjoyed their meal. No words were spoken until both plates were clear, when Shane stood up and grabbed both dishes. "I'll get these," he said, padding softly across the cold tile to the other side of the counter where he deposited the white ceramic plates into the sink and turned on the water, grabbing a sponge and beginning to wash them.

	

	"Thanks babe," Kail replied, resting his elbows on the counter and interlocking his fingertips to rest his muzzle on his fists. "It's been a while since I've had someone wash dishes for me."

	

	"My pleasure, hon." When he finished washing the plates Shane turned and stacked them in the cabinet that he had witnessed the fox obtain them from. He turned back around and leaned over the counter, his cold, wet nose an inch away from Kail's. "Soooo," he cooed magically, a loving grin on his face, "what shall we do today?"

	

	"Weeeeeell," the fox answered in the same sort of voice, "I've got a large collection of videogames and movies, if you'd like to do that."

	

	The lupine's smile intensified at hearing this. "I was thinking something a little more..." he paused to lean in, the two noses touching, "sensual."

	

	Kail grinned and brought his lips to touch his mate's. Before pulling him into a deep, lustful kiss, he replied with, "I thought you'd never ask."

	

	* * *

	

	Friday. The final day of the school week. Of course, the day felt like a Monday for Shane Zimmerman, who had been absent for the past two days, the first day being the worst day of his life, and the second being his best. As the wolf trekked across the parking lot he noticed Kail's car was parked close to the school. He wondered for a moment how a new student was able to get a parking spot so close to the building, and then remembered Kail's father. With his dad's income the fox was probably able to pay either the school district or another student for the parking space. Regardless of how he had obtained his spot, he was happy that his mate would be in school that day.

	

	He walked into the building and immediately noticed the fox, dressed in dark grey cargo pants, a black shirt, and a white jacket with black stitching. He had a messenger bag slung over his shoulder hanging by his side and noise-cancelling earbuds in his large vulpine ears which were attached to an iPod touch that his thumb was expertly dancing across.

	

	The wolf, clad in a pair of dark blue jeans, a light grey flannel tee shirt, and a black leather jacket, snuck up behind the fox with a sly smile. Several students in the lobby stared at the two canines, believing that another fight was to erupt. Weren't they surprised when the wolf poked the fox's back and Kail turned around, smiling and pulling his right earbud out before leaning up and sucking Shane into a tight kiss?

	

	"Hey babe," Shane said to the fox, taking Kail's paw in his own.

	

	"What's up?" the fox asked, smiling up at his mate and running his thumb against Shane's hand.

	

	"Oh, you know," the wolf grinned, starting to walk with Kail down the hallways, "just school. Not very exciting."

	

	"But definitely more exciting than usual, now that we've got each other," was Kail's response, smiling as he held hands with his mate.

	

	"Yes," Shane said as they turned a corner. "School will certainly look more interesting." The pair walked in silence for a while longer, Shane leading the way to his usual hang out. When they arrived at their destination the two found Shane's friends standing in their usual places, chatting amongst each other as they did every day. When they saw Shane and Kail there, or more specifically, Shane and Kail holding hands, all communication ceased. All eyes were Shane. Needless to say, everyone was rather confused as to why the person who had abandoned the wolf and torn him up so much inside was now holding his hand. "Um, guys," he said with an awkward smile, "this is Kail. He's my boyfriend."

	

	Everyone was shocked. Their vision darted from Shane to Kail to Shane back to Kail again. All were silent until Koji, a tall and muscular Bengal tiger, exclaimed with wide, unbelieving eyes, "Kail? You mean, the same Kail we've heard so much about?"

	

	The fox's grip tightened around Shane's hand and he looked away, his ears flattening against his skull as he looked down and to the left. Shane, who stood to his right, held his head high and said, "Yes, the same one. We've had some problems in the past but we're working them out. This is what we both want, guys. Anyone who bothers Kail anymore is going to have some serious shit to deal with from me, got it? The past is past, now is all that matters."

	

	There was another pause before the tiger said, "Whatever. I've got to get to homeroom." With that Koji walked past the two of them, not making eye contact as he passed them and turned the corner. Shane watched him leave, then turned his head to see the rest of his friends looking in different directions, none of them at him.

	

	It was then that Shane noticed something out of place. "Where's Kyle?" he asked, just noticing now the curious similarity between the otter's name and his mate's.

	

	"He had a doctor's appointment," a ferret named Josh said. "You didn't know because you weren't here yesterday. He'll be back in time for lunch."

	

	Shane nodded. "That's good," he said with a slight smile.

	

	Kail, who the entire time had been standing there awkwardly, suddenly let go of Shane's hand and looked up to the wolf. "I'd better get to homeroom too," he said. "I'll see you later."

	

	"Alright," Shane said with a slightly surprised face, "I'll see you-" The wolf never got to finish his sentence before Kail took off down the hallway. The wolf watched with a bewildered face for a moment before sighing, looking down at his footpaws, and saying "Later."

	

	"He seemed to take off pretty fast," said Kirk, another ferret and Josh's brother.

	

	"He probably wanted to get the fuck away from you guys," Shane responded, looking up to glare at the ferret. "Do you have to be so hard on him?"

	

	"You can't blame us for being hard on him," Josh said. Both ferrets crossed their arms across their chests. "In fact, you should be hard on him, too. This isn't going to turn out well. We have the duty to protect our friend from trouble, Shane," he said, "and that's exactly where you're headed."

	

	"Hey," the wolf said, starting to get irritated. "I'm happy with him. I always have been whenever I'm with him. And I'm happier now than I have been in a while."

	

	"Are you?" Kirk asked as he scooped his backpack up off of the floor and walked up to the foot-taller wolf. He looked Shane dead in the eye with the most serious face he could muster and said, "When your relationship goes to hell, I'll be here for you."

	

	Shane closed his paws into fists, looking down at the ferret before him. "What the hell is that supposed to mean?"

	

	Kirk stood his ground, still staring directly into the golden eyes of his friend. "Don't say I didn't warn you." Then he walked off in the same direction that Koji had walked off in earlier. Shane stood slightly bewildered before looking up at Josh. The ferret stood up from his seat against the wall and walked after his brother. When he reached Shane's side, he stopped, sighed, and looked up at Shane. With pleading eyes he stared into the wolf's, as if saying, "Don't get sucked into this." Josh lowered his head and shook it back and forth before walking away just like the rest of his friends.

	

	* * *

	

	Seventh period came several hours later. Shane sat with his usual group of friends at their usual table, chatting about anything other than Shane and Kail. Kyle didn't get back from his appointment right away; he arrived to the lunch room about twenty-five minutes into the period. The time was filled with entertaining yet meaningless conversation. Topics ranged from videogames and movies, music, athletics, and other such things. Then Kyle arrived.

	

	He walked urgently to the table, eyes wider than normal and lips stiff with tension. When he arrived at the table he didn't sit down, nor did he put any of his stuff down. He didn't even say hello to anyone. He simply walked right up to Shane and said with a high urgency, "Shane, can I talk to you in private?"

	

	The wolf, who had previously been enjoying a conversation about Tron: Legacy, was caught off guard by the suddenness of Kyle's materialization. "O-Okay," he stumbled, having been caught unprepared for the question. He stood up slowly and climbed away from the table bench, looking to the otter for instructions. Kyle turned and started to walk swiftly away from them. Shane followed.

	

	The two walked out of the cafeteria and down a hallway, turned left, down another hallway, turned right, then right again. The pair arrived in a stairwell by the gymnasium that almost no one ever used. Kyle lead his friend to an opening beneath the stairs before spinning around and aggressively saying, "You're DATING him?!"

	

	Shane was stunned a moment before he looked down and shook his head. "Look, Kyle,"

	

	"FIVE YEARS!" He exclaimed. "For five years you've been upset about this guy, now he's back, and not only are you not upset at him in the slightest, but you're DATING him! God, Shane, what were you thinking?!"

	

	The wolf snapped his head up and said, "I've been thinking that it's about time I get some happiness," he said. "Kail's changed, Kyle. He loves me, and I love him, and I know you've gotten into a habit of hating him but..."

	

	"HABIT? Shane, it's not a fucking habit! It's common sense! The guy tore you up both outside and in, and now you're going out with him! Holding hands in the hall like you've been dating for years!"

	

	"Well maybe I'm just happy to finally have that piece of my life back!"

	

	"Yes!" Kyle exclaimed. "That's exactly the point, Shane. You BOTH are taking your five years of bottled-up desire and letting it all out right now."

	

	"Maybe I am," he said, quickly turning around so he couldn't see the otter, "but I love Kail, and he loves me. I don't know why you can't just be happy for me."

	

	"Because you won't be happy for long," the otter said plain and simply.

	

	"YES!" the wolf shouted, spinning around, fists clenched. "Yes, I will. I know I will. Kail's everything I've needed in a guy. He's kind, understanding, fun to talk to, he's got great stamina-"

	

	"Stamina?" the otter asked, his eyes growing angry. "Shane... you've SLEPT with him? It's been, what, barely four days, and you've already SLEPT with him? Is that why you were out the past two days?!"

	

	"Only yesterday!" the wolf said urgently.

	

	"That's not the point!" Kyle exclaimed.

	

	"Look Kyle," the wolf said, growing irritated at his friend's persistence, "I know you only want what's best for me, but you don't understand. I've wanted that fox for so long now. I've been burning for him, and it's not your place to tell me that I'm wrong for pursuing him. What the hell do you know? What the fuck could you possibly know about not being able to have the person you want the most?"

	

	Kyle looked furious, but suddenly his demeanor changed to one of subtle anger and defeat. Then he did something unexpected. His hand shot forward and clamped tight around Shane's wrist. The wolf tensed up, but it was nothing compared to what the otter did next. He stepped forward, closer to Shane than he had ever been. Their chests were touching. No, not just touching, they were practically blended together. Then the otter threw his unoccupied arm around the wolf's neck and pulled Shane's head down to him. He stood on his toes and arched his neck back. Then it happened. The two males' lips connected.

	

	The kiss lasted only a second. To Shane, it was an eternity. To Kyle, it was so short it might as well have not even happened. Shane's eyes were wide open while Kyle's were gently shut. The short otter muzzle and the long wolf one fit perfectly together, and both males thought that the other had some of the softest fur that he had ever felt. The wolf had touched Kyle plenty of times but had never noticed. The otter, who had touched Shane just as much, had noticed every time.

	

	Kyle pulled away with the same look of defeat he had on his face before it had started. Shane was completely flabbergasted. His friend had just... kissed him! His completely straight friend had just kissed him in one of the most passionate embraces he had ever felt. Kyle simply scowled at the wolf and said, "I know more than you think." With that the otter stormed out of the stairwell, leaving Shane to figure out what the fuck had just happened.

	

	* * *

	
LINK TO CHAPTER FIVE:https://www.sofurry.com/view/416306

	Oh, I do love cliffhangers :D :D :D lol I'm too mean.

	

	Well we have now officially reached that point in the story where I have absolutely no fucking clue as to what is going to happen next :P SOOOOOOOO I'm going to have you help me decide! All who think Kail and Shane should work out their problems and continue dating, let me know. All who think Shane should drop the fox and go with Kyle, let me know that too. I'm eager to hear what my fans want :3 Just remember that this isn't a game of majority rules. If more people want Shane and Kyle than Shane and Kail, that doesn't mean it'll be. This is simply to help me decide what is going to happen.

	

	Also, thanks for your patience with putting out chapter 4. Shit has been going down with this girl at my school... ugg. Anyway, my attention has been elsewhere and I finally got around to completing this chapter. See you next time for chapter 5 :3

	

	PS: A shoutout to FoxyVulpine: FOXY YOU'D BETTER LIKE THIS ENDING! I POURED EVERY OUNCE OF SURPRISE AND CLIFFHANGERNESS INTO IT THAT I COULD >:C

 
  Your Name Ch. V - Dinner and a Show

  ~Dinner and a Show~



"Anybody seen Shane?” Kirk, one of the two ferret twins, asked at the end of school at the group's usual hangout. No one knew what had happened only an hour before beneath the stairs.



"Who gives a fuck?” Koji asked in his deep, masculine voice. The Siberian tiger sat on the floor, his lean form stretched out as he sat against a full-height glass window. His arms were crossed against his broad chest and he stared at the tiles between his powerful legs.



The ferret's eyes narrowed at the tiger. "I give a fuck,” he said.



"Well you shouldn't,” Koji snapped, unfolding his arms to help him stand up, his lengthy tail swishing to and fro. "We've put up with his problems with that little cunt for years now,” he snarled menacingly, "and after everything we've done to help comfort him, what's it turn out to? He's gone and started dating the little shit. Really shows what kind of stuff Shane is made of, to turn his back on us like that. Why should we care about what happens to him now?”



Kirk clenched his fists together, obviously becoming angry. He stepped forward towards the tiger until their bodies were only a few inches apart. "I don't like your tone,” he said through gritted teeth. The tiger was surprised and leaned back slightly, the snarl fading from his muzzle; he had never seen Kirk like this. The ferret had more guts than he had originally assumed, as Koji was more than a foot taller and heavier by at least a hundred pounds of sheer muscle.



"Now you listen,” Kirk continued. He turned around and stepped forward, addressing their entire group of friends who had gathered in a circle just outside the cafeteria. "All of you listen. Shane made a really stupid decision to go out with Kail. But he made the decision. We are all his friends, and as such it is our responsibility to accept his decision for what it is and deal with it. So he wants to go out with Kail, let him. It's his love life, and if the fox makes him happy then let it be.”



The group stood and sat around with somber looks, taking in the ferret's words. It was silent as Kirk took a pause to collect his thoughts. "Now I don't want to hear, see, or fucking smell any more hate towards Kail and Shane's dating. I've helped my friend through his troubles for years now, and I'm not about to stop just because of my opinion on a choice of his. We may not like it, but our opinions mean nothing in this instance. It's his happiness that counts here and if he's happy then good for him.”



Jon, a tall, skinny gecko, stood up from where he was sitting on the floor and approached the center of the group with Kirk. "Kirk is right,” he said. Jon always spoke with reason and logic, making what he had to say count twice as much amongst the group. He was often jokingly called Spock for his apparent lack of emotions, although he could be fun and entertaining when he wanted to. "We have supported Shane thus far, why should we stop now?”



The tiger rolled his eyes and held his arms akimbo. "Guys, come on—”



"Just go with it, Koji,” the Kirk snapped, his eyes narrowing. "And if I hear one more complaint from anyone, I'll kick his ass.”



The tiger looked around as if searching for support before stiffening suddenly. He yanked up his backpack from the floor and slid it around one of his muscle-thick arms, turning around to leave with an aggressive stance once it touched his shoulder.



"Where are you going?” Kirk called after him with a slight tone of annoyance.



"Home. I need a beer and a nap,” he replied with the kind of growl that only tigers could produce. He then strutted his way quickly out of the hallway and towards the senior parking lot. Realizing that it was getting late, the rest of the friends made quick goodbyes and took off in separate directions.



* * *



Shane sat still against the cinderblock wall of the stairwell that he and Kyle had shared their first kiss in. He had not left the room since the event and was still in shock. The rest of the school day went by without his even knowing it. His mind didn't even register the sound of students running up and down the stairs between classes.



One thing kept running through his brain the entire time: what the hell just happened? The scene kept replaying over and over and over again against his will... the smoothness of Kyle's fur, the warmth of his lips, the gentle press of his hands on Shane's own firm body... it was heavenly to think about, yet deadly at the same time. He had a boyfriend, for God's sake. Nevertheless he couldn't help but think about one key detail: Kyle felt... loose. During the kiss he seemed so lax, so fluid. Every time he touched Kail the fox felt like stone, so tense beneath all that warm snow-white fur. He kept telling himself that Kail was simply still embarrassed and uncomfortable with their past and that he would warm up with time. Surely, he thought, this was the answer. Kail would come around and when he did the two of them would have a great friendship.



But...



What if his friends were right? Kail abandoned him in the past, and those feelings would never go away. What if he did it again? What if, after dating for years and maybe even getting married, the fox got bored of him? What if he overlooked Kyle, a perfectly good and willing male who had stood by him his entire life, just to be betrayed again?



The thoughts nagged at Shane like gnats to fresh fruit. As he sat there, against that cold, rough, and uncomfortable wall, his mind flashed between everything that had ever happened to him. His first meeting Kail on the playground of elementary school, how much taller the fox used to be than him, how they would sit on Shane's bed all those weekends wasting away countless hours on Halo, how Kail abandoned him that fateful day that he came out to him.



He thought about how he had cried and cried, how he had stayed close to his remaining friends; Kyle, a short, perky otter who would try and be everyone's friend; Koji, a tall, yet skinny tiger with bushy neck fur who always kept to himself; Kirk and Josh, the two ferrets who always stuck with one another no matter what was going on; Jon, the short, frighteningly skinny nerd of a gecko who was always awkward and flinched at the thought of getting an A minus. He never once made a new friend after the incident. He was too afraid of being rejected to do so.



How pitiful his childhood had been, always being the runt of all his classes, being short, stocky, slightly overweight. The thought of that poor little kid was what drove Shane to his workouts. He hardened his exterior until he had built an impenetrable fortress of muscle, sorrow, and anger towards Kail and life in general and, once he was done constructing it, locked his heart away inside for what he thought would be forever. Turned out to only be a handful of years before he opened his heart to Kail... or was he still locked up tight now?



Shane was startled by the end-of-the-day bell. He looked around for a moment as if trying to find the source of the sound, before his brain kicked in and he realized it for what it was. His eyes lowered and he slowly hoisted himself up, scooping up his backpack and making for the exit. No one seemed to notice him as he moved through the hallway.



A half hour later Shane sat at his desk, propping his chin up by his arm on the desk and tapping a pencil against the side of his head, staring down at his Calculus problems. His clock shone five thirty-two and his stomach trembled in minor hunger. He put this off, saying that he would eat as soon as he finished. All the more reason to stop thinking about Kyle and get to work.



Shane's head burned mathematics furiously into the paper through his pencil, working his mind on anything but the topic of Kyle or Kail. It was only when his cell phone rang that he realized his pencil was dull and his hand was cramped. He winced a bit and shook it off before grabbing the small device off the counter and checking the number. He didn't have the number listed in his phone, but he could tell who it was. "Hey it's Kail. Want dinner? My place soon as you can. No parents home.”



He smiled and set the phone down, throwing his notebook and textbook into his backpack. He could finish in homeroom tomorrow. He pulled some shoes on and slung his backpack over his shoulder before heading out the front door, texting "See you soon” as a reply to Kail's text. He also took the liberty of quickly adding the number to his contacts list. His mother was out that night for business, as she was frequently, so he didn't bother leaving a note.



It was a nice night—the air was cool and there was a mild breeze—so he decided to walk. He watched cars drive past and people go by him, some walking their dogs. He smiled at each one he saw; feral animals were so cute. The walk took him about five minutes since the house was just down the road. The sheer size of it still blew him away every time he saw it. It loomed like a fortress. He reached out and rang the doorbell, standing idly as he waited for the door to open. He didn't have to wait long.



He was greeted with Kail's smiling face as the door came open before him. His eyebrows rose slightly; the fox looked stunningly handsome in black khakis and a thin long-sleeve black sweatshirt with sleeves rolled up to his elbows. Kail smiled, pearly teeth shining from behind his slender black lips. "Hey. I'm happy to see you,” he said, leaning against the side of the doorway, leaving plenty of space for Shane to enter, and enter he did.



"It's good to see you too,” the wolf replied, smiling in return to the fox as he stepped into his home, looking around a bit. It smelled potently of meat. "Wow, whatever you're cooking smells amazing. What'd you make? Hotdogs or something?”



The fox chuckled and backed up against the large French doors leading into the kitchen, tail swishing elegantly against the glass of the door. His paws went behind his back, resting on the handles of the door. "More like 'or something,'” he said with a confident smirk, pushing down on the door handles and backing through the doors, pushing them apart with unmatched elegance. He'd either practiced this move or was just that good, most likely both. He stepped to the side, giving Shane a remarkable view of the kitchen table, set for two.



The wolf raised his eyebrows at the sight, mouth falling slightly agape. Kail had made steak. Good steak, by the looks of it, topped with what looked like Bleu cheese sauce and accompanied by mashed potatoes with beef gravy as well as green beans and sliced carrots. "Damn, Kail...” he said, stepping into the kitchen and looking over the setting. There were three candles on the table, unlit for now, along with a pitcher of water, bowls of extra potatoes and veggies, and steak knives and forks wrapped in napkins. He even threw down a white table cloth. A legitimate one, too, made of good quality fabric.



The fox grinned with content at Shane's reaction, blushing slightly and scratching the back of his head. "It's, uh, kind of a dream of mine to own a five-star restaurant,” he explained, looking down at the food.



"What would you have done if I hadn't shown up?” he asked, tilting his head curiously. This looks like a lot of money to throw away if I hadn't been able to come.”



Kail went a bit tense, staring down at the place setting in front of him. "Admittedly... I wasn't planning for you to come over. I was cooking for my parents' anniversary, until I learned that they were planning to drive four hours to New York for dinner and a night in some fancy hotel. When they were gone, I figured we could eat instead.”



The wolf grinned and approached his boyfriend, putting his paws on Kail's slender hips. "And here I was thinking you'd cooked especially for me,” he said with a playful smirk, leaning his head down to get closer to the fox's face.



Kail turned his head back to Shane, returning the smirk. "I meant to cook for a couple and I did. I just cooked originally for the wrong couple.” He said, leaning back somewhat in Shane's strong arms and looking into his eyes. He smiled warmly, wrapped his own arms around the wolf's neck, and leaned in to kiss him lightly, closing his eyes and tilting his muzzle. A single whisker twitched a bit as their lips made contact.

The wolf's body went slightly tense when their muzzles touched and memories of Kyle came running towards the forefront of his consciousness. The wolf recognized them and quickly beat them back, wrapping his arms tight around the fox and holding him to his chest, squeezing him possessively, using Kail's sleek fur and gentle lips as distractions for his mind. They held the kiss for awhile before Kail pulled back, rubbing along the back of Shane's head. "Wash your paws, mister,” he said with a smirk. "Dinner's getting cold.”



A few moments later both canines were washed and getting ready to eat. Kail vanished downstairs to his basement and Shane sat down at the further end of the table, unfolding his napkin into his lap and waiting patiently, not wanting to start eating until the fox returned. Said fox was rummaging downstairs in the basement and returned shortly with a decently-sized bottle of red wine. Shane raised his eyebrows in surprise. "You want to drink wine?” he asked, slightly astonished; he had never really imagined Kail as an alcohol enthusiast.



"Of course,” the fox said with a smile, grabbing an opener from the table and uncorking the bottle. "It's a fancy dinner and we're irresponsible teenagers, remember? Unless you don't want to drink? Or would you want to drink something else?” he asked. "I don't know; you seem like an alcohol kind of guy. Maybe I'm wrong.” He said, standing at the ready to pour Shane some should he want it.



The wolf thought for a minute before smiling weakly, deciding that it couldn't hurt. "Wine's great,” he said, pushing his glass closer to Kail so it would be easier for him to pour.



The fox filled Shane's glass, set the bottle on the table, and sat down himself. His napkin was quickly unfolded into his own lap and the two began to eat. Both Shane and Kail, being hungry canines, worked intently on the steak which, as far as Shane was concerned, was cooked to perfection. The two ate in silence for the first fifteen minutes or so. Kail was the first to speak. "You haven't touched your glass; if you didn't want wine you could have just said,” he said with a light smile. His own glass had been depleted once and he was halfway into his second.



"I've just been too busy working on everything else you've so fabulously prepared to even think about drinking,” he lied, setting his fork down on his plate to pick up his glass. He took a sip from it, grateful to find that he didn't hate the taste so that his ruse could continue. The reality was that that was the first sip of wine he'd ever had. Kail was right, he was an alcohol kind of guy; he just preferred stronger substance which he ungraciously indulged in whenever he was alone and thoughts of his abandonment became exceptionally painful.



Kail, though he didn't catch on that it was Shane's first taste of wine, knew something was amiss. "Let me guess,” he said with a coy smile, setting his own silverware down and pushing his empty plate away from him. "You prefer stronger stuff?”



"Wine has never been my favorite,” he responded meekly, smiling down into the wine glass. He rolled his napkin up into a ball and placed on his plate atop the remains of steak gravy and mashed potatoes.



"What do you prefer?” the fox asked, tilting his head curiously and lowering it some, trying to get a better look into Shane's eyes.



The wolf didn't even have to think about it. "Whiskey,” he said, the smile fading from his face. "Usually scotch, but I'd take whatever was readily available.”



Kail grinned and stood from the table, pushing in his chair and picking up the wine bottle. "Wait here,” he said simply, slipping into the hallway again and then back down into the basement. Shane leaned back somewhat in his chair, interlocking his fingers on the table and looking at his paws. Despite trying to beat them into the back of his head, memories of Kyle's kiss still ravaged his mind. He did his best to simply dismiss them. Now is not the time, he told himself. I will deal with Kyle once I am done enjoying time with my boyfriend. That's what's important now.



His mind snapped back to Kail when the fox reappeared in the doorway, having lost the wine and gained two glasses and a rather large bottle of Jack Daniels. "Want to go upstairs?” he asked with a smile, holding the bottle enticingly in Shane's view. The wolf smiled as best he could as he stood up and approached Kail, grabbing the fox's free paw in his own. "After you love,” he said with a half-real smile. He knew he'd feel better once he got some alcohol in him.



* * *



They spent almost two hours talking about stupid things like school and work and friends. They exchanged stories of their childhoods after they'd separated, though they each intentionally avoided anything that brought on painful memories. They each felt uncomfortable during the chat. Each one knew what he wanted and knew that the other wanted it just the same. Neither wanted to jump into it though because they wanted to feel like the night had meaning. But eventually it happened. Eventually they lay down in Kail's bed. Eventually they kissed. Eventually clothes came off.



Shane ran his claw tips through Kail's thick, smooth mane, gripping his lover's neck and holding him close. He pressed his nose up against the underside of the fox's chin, lapping at his throat while Kail did nothing but moan with appreciation. The wolf's paw ran down Kail's muscular side, feeling his firm body beneath his beautiful, flawless pelt. He ran his tongue along the fox's jaw line until he reached his lips. Their noses and mouths met each other perfectly, wolf tongue slipping into fox maw as they gripped each other in a passionate embrace.



Kail's arms were tight around his lover's neck just as his legs were tight around his waist. The wolf's right arm was snaked strongly behind Kail's neck, his left behind his waist. No words were exchanged, just passionate moans as claws roamed through fur and tongues explored maws. Their eyes were closed for a majority of the time, only opening to gaze into the other pair lustfully. White and grey fur mixed together as the two naked canines embraced, wolf atop fox. Shane's larger frame eclipsed the fox beneath him, hiding him from the world, keeping his bare body as his treasure.



Eventually the two flipped and Kail sat up in Shane's lap, his paws resting on the wolf's broad pectorals. Shane's own paws remained comfortably on the fox's hips, observing his boyfriend's body, eyes eating up Kail's defined abs and slightly bulging pecs. He ran his paws over that firm body, feeling the curvature of his muscles beneath soft fur. Eventually his fingers traveled down to Kail's groin, wrapping around his treasure's best physical feature.



His paw ran slowly up the thick, veiny, nine-inch length of his boyfriend's vulpine shaft, feeling it throb warmly beneath its pink skin. He ran his laws teasingly along its surface, grinning as he watched the fox shiver with delight. The fox slumped over slightly, leaning forward and thrusting gently against the wolf's paw, forcing Shane's grip further down his shaft. He was now gripping it by the middle, watching as it drooled a gentle stream of precum down onto his wrist.



Kail lay down flat against Shane again, his shaft aligned perfectly with the wolf's own. With a growl of lust he leaned in and kissed him hard on the lips. The wolf growled and pushed back, but after a second of this Kail leaned back, separating his lips from his lover's, smiling down into Shane's eyes, and leaned in to kiss him again. This time it was softer, gentler, full of care. The wolf went tense as memories of his kiss with Kyle jumped back into his view despite the whiskey's best attempts at suppressing detailed thought. Apparently it wasn't working too hard on Kail either because the fox noticed him to firm.



"What's wrong? That's the second time that's happened,” he said, leaning back so there was some distance between their faces and he could get a good look at Shane.



"Second time what's happened?” he asked, obviously playing dumb, his paws resting comfortably on Kail's flanks.



"You know what I mean. That's the second time you've gone all tense,” he stated, looking into Shane's golden eyes with concern. "What's the matter?”



"Nothing,” the wolf said, tail swishing beneath him, a meek smile on his face.



"Shane...”



"It's really nothing, okay?” he asked, his ear twitching a bit and his arms slipping around the fox's middle, holding him tighter. "I just can't believe how... fast... everything has changed,” he lied. Well, half-lied. He was blown away at how rapidly his entire life had got flipped backwards into a completely reverse scenario to his previous one. But that wasn't at all what had made him go stiff.



Kail didn't notice this and his ears went back at Shane's statement. He looked nervously down at his boyfriend, speaking tenderly. "If... if this is all happening to fast... we can slow it down...”



The wolf smiled, this time sincerely. The alcohol probably had something to do with that. "Shut up and kiss me. Now's not the time for a deep conversation; neither of us will remember it.”



Kail's mood improved at hearing this. His ears flicked back up and he snickered deviously, leaning back in to kiss Shane's lips strongly. The wolf growled and smiled against his lover's mouth, all thoughts of Kyle having left his mind for now, leaving room for only one person at the forefront of his attention. He let the kiss linger for a while before placing his paws on Kail's pecs, pushing him up into a sitting position. With the fox sitting in his lap like before, he wrapped his paw tightly around the fox's member near the hilt and began to stroke him.



Kail nearly buckled but managed to stay vertical, his shaft starting to leak again with a renewed vigor. He held himself upright with a paw on Shane's chest, looking down at the wolf's paw on his meat. Shane's paw slid eagerly along that hard, lengthy foxhood, pausing every so often so his thumb could rub its smooth paw pad against Kail's tip, eliciting hearty groans from its owner.



Precum dripped against Shane's paw which he eagerly used to lubricate the fox's shaft, leaving it glistening in the moonlight coming through the window. The fox was moaning erotically now, bucking gently in Shane's grip. The wolf added his second paw to Kail's meat, gripping hard on his knot and twisting his paw around it, trying to simulate a firm massaging tie. This made the fox yelp with delight and flex his shaft hard, sending a particularly virile string of precum out against the wolf's wrist. Shane grinned and continued his massage, knowing that Kail would not last long under these conditions.



And last long he did not. After a bit more than two minutes of attention the fox yelped loudly and bucked hard forward, flexing his length as he fired a long rope of hot, thick fox cum out along Shane's body. It draped itself in thick globs along the wolf's chest, the front of the blast getting him just beneath the muzzle. His second burst was even more impressive, leaving a long trail of cum from the tip of his shaft along the wolf's abs, pecs, and even across his face, striking the headboard with extraordinary volume and distance.



Rope after rope escaped from the fox's tip, sailing through his shaft and out against his boyfriend's chest, splattering him liberally. It seemed to last an eternity, but after a dozen or so short seconds the fox was flexing hard, the remainder of his orgasm dribbling from his tip onto his boyfriend's abs. Shane couldn't help but chuckle as he wiped off his face, looking at his cum-slickened hand. He murred loudly as canines do and closed his eyes, rubbing his paw along his chest splattered with fox cum, lubricating his paw with his boyfriend's potent output.



The fox giggled softly, panting under his breath from the strength of his orgasm. He watched with delight as Shane reached down, paws covered in thick, sticky cum, and gripped his own shaft, beginning to lube up that massive tribute to his masculinity. At almost a foot long it took him a decent amount of time and a decent amount of cum to totally slicken his shaft, but fortunately he had plenty of lube thanks to Kail. He grinned at his boyfriend as he slipped out from under him and pushed hard on his back, forcing him down onto all fours.



"Hope you like it rough, babe,” he said through gritted teeth. "I tend to get a bit rough when I'm drunk.” He reached down and grabbed Kail's right ankle in his right paw, hoisting it up and holding it out so he had a perfect angle of attack on the fox's tailhole.



"That little handjob didn't seem to terribly dominant,” he responded with a grin, hiking his tail up and resting it against his back. He looked forward at the headboard, watching as his own spent cum dripped down the wood finish towards his pillows.



"I needed to lube up with something, didn't I?” the wolf shot back, grinning sinisterly behind Kail's back. "Now hold on and bite your lip if you need to. I'm not in the mood for going soft.” With that he aligned the broad tapered head of his eleven-inch wolf shaft and shoved halfway in on his first go, groaning deeply as he felt his wolfhood plunge into his fox's tight rear.



Kail did as instructed, biting his lip and moaning loudly through his teeth. It hurt like hell but he was too drunk to care. He felt Shane's cock—God, it must have been two inches thick!—sink deep into him, not stopping until almost six inches had been lodged tightly into his tailhole. He felt Shane pull back slightly before shoving forward again, replacing the inch he'd lost and adding an additional two with a wet squishing sound as his own fox cum lubed his entrance.



He hugged one of his two pillows tightly to his chest, holding on for the ride. Shane really was not in the mood for taking it slow and was hilted nine inches deep before Kail even knew it. He felt the wolf throbbing hard inside of him. He wasn't sure if it was reality or just the whiskey or the bliss but he thought for a moment that he could feel Shane's heartbeat inside of him through that enormous tool of his. The fox could hardly believe he was taking it all.



Shane's dick pumped precum into his lover as he continued to pound into him; canines, be them anthropomorphic or feral, always were messy when it came to sexual fluids, having a reputation of producing way more than necessary. This one was no exception. Wet slurping sounds accompanied their lovemaking each time Shane pulled out and every time he pushed back in some excess pre-seed of cum from the fox escaped past their tight seal and lubricated the front of his knot. Shane could feel himself throbbing inside the fox and let his head roll back, closing his eyes and grinning through clenched teeth at the ceiling.



Normally Shane Zimmerman was a very humble wolf who never let himself indulge in his physical gifts, but right now in his lust and drunkenness it felt good to be top dog, good to be so well endowed, good to know he was the boss and that right now Kail was his to take, a hot space to shove his massive cock all the way to the knot. The fox was his to breed, his to pound into and enjoy until he came and filled Kail with more cum than he could handle. In this moment Kail was his bitch and neither wolf nor fox had any problem with that fact. Not a problem at all.



The air reeked of whiskey, sweat and cum as Shane released Kail's leg and leaned forward on top of the fox, taking him doggy style. He slipped out to the tip and shoved back in, pounding nearly eight inches of meat in and out of the fox repeatedly. Shane couldn't help but drool onto the back of Kail's neck, not focusing on anything but the throbbing wet warmth around his cock. Sweat from both canines made their fur matt, grey and white fur sticking together as they mated. The wolf pressed the side of his muzzle against Kail's ear, growling dominantly into it. He wanted to make sure the fox knew who was in charge. The fox responded with a loud whimper-like moan, to Shane's satisfaction.



The wolf placed all his weight on Kail's back, forcing him down onto his chest but keeping his rear up into the air. He wrapped his arms around the fox's chest, holding him tightly, pinning his front down against the sheets as he continued pounding into Kail's rear, forcing as much of himself into the fox as he could. He slammed hard against the fox's stretched tailhole, feeling it give a little. He pulled back to the tip and thrust in again, feeling his knot make a bit of leeway. He growled dominantly as he tried time and time again to cram his knot into his boyfriend's tight hole.



After several attempts he felt confident that he would make it in. He pulled back all the way this time, grunting loudly as he felt the tip of his shaft leave the fox's rear, a thin stream of his own precum following him. He used his left paw to align his shaft again and, with a dominant growl that let Kail know exactly what was coming, shoved his entire eleven inch blood-red hot and throbbing wolf dick straight into the fox's ass, knot and all. Then, with the force of their lovemaking finally having caught up with them, both wolf and fox came together.



Kail's orgasm was a repeat of his last. He yelped loudly and flexed his dick hard, firing a strong rope of cum straight into the sheets below him, feeling it splay out along his own stomach with nowhere to go since his chest blocked any further travel. The second blast was just as unforgiving, soaking the sheets, his belly, and Shane's arm with his seed. Rope after rope after long, sticky rope left his shaft at breakneck speeds, splattering against the sheets and splashing in all sorts of directions, liberally painting the sheets and the fox with his hot white output.



At the same time Shane let loose like a cannon. The wolf howled and flexed hard as he felt his knot finally under the hard, burning clamp of Kail's tailhole, a long, healthy rope of cum let loose from the tip of his dick, filling the fox around it. He flexed again and again and again, continuing to fill the fox with his seed, breeding him like the bitch he was. Kail's belly retained all of Shane's seed, their tie too tight for any of it to slip past.



Thought neither wanted their orgasms to ever end they of course eventually did after about fifteen seconds each. They held their positions for a while, panting strongly in afterglow, before Shane lost his strength and collapsed his stomach onto the fox's lower back, forcing him to the sheets. Both teenage canines were too tired and too drunk to do anything but pass out on Kail's bed, falling deep asleep simultaneously in a puddle of fox cum at eleven thirty at night. The last thing to pass through Shane's mind was the question of what it might be like to fall asleep holding Kyle like this instead.



* * *



Now the part where Drayne talks to everyone :P



So this chapter was created really as a filler to intensify the story (emphasis on the conflict between Kail and Kyle, the conflict with his friends, etc.) as well as me wanting to let everyone know that I'm not dead or giving up on this series. It's been way too long coming and I apologize; hopefully you all have read my explanation as to why I disappeared for so long. Well I'm starting college in about a month and my life is really getting flipped turned upside down, but I'm still committed to all my readers so I'm doing my best on the uploads. I'll try to be faster, though ^^



As for this chapter... hopefully you all liked the yiff more in this one than in chapter three and won't rape me for it like you did last time XD I mostly wrote it because I was horny at 1 AM and thought it'd be a good thing to add to the chapter since it was feeling empty. Anyway, I'm gonna get off the internet and go to bed. Hope everyone enjoys.



As usual be sure to comment and rate my work. Your feedback is important to me!
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