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  It was a gorgeous October day as Adam Chaney climbed out of his Marshall County work truck, the suspension creaking as his considerable weight transferred onto the gravel. It was a little after 2:00 p.m., and the sun was still high in the sky. The air would be warm and comfortable until at least 8:00 or 9:00 p.m.


  It was beautiful.


  Too bad I won’t get to enjoy it, he thought.


  Oh well. He was getting a full night’s worth of overtime pay, at twice his usual rate. That was definitely worth sacrificing one fall evening. Might be worth two or three.


  Climbing out of the truck, heading to the bed to pick up his toolbox, Adam took a moment to enjoy his surroundings. Way out here at the Ranger Station, all he could see for miles was rural, winding road and trees in every gorgeous shade of red and orange he could imagine. It was straight out of a tourism commercial – Visit scenic Marshall County! – minus Adam, the oversized country grunt in a white t-shirt and navy blue workpants. For a moment all he could hear was birds chirping, and then one of the Rangers yelled at him from the second-floor deck of the ranger station.


  “Is it break time already, you lazy bastard?” she called down at him.


  He looked up.


  It was Kate Campbell. She smiled down at him from behind the dark wood railing, twelve feet over his head. Kate was in her twenties, and with ponytailed red hair and a seriously athletic body, she had caught Adam’s eye as soon as he’d started the job, a little under a month ago. He’d had asked her out on the fourth day of the project. She had said no, but at least she’d been nice about it.


  Adam crossed his big arms and frowned up at her. “Excuse me, Ranger Kate. County electricians get four breaks a day. It’s not my fault your union isn’t doing shit for you.”


  Kate laughed, and then her eyes left him and settled on the pile of electric components and rubber insulation in the back of his truck. The bed was open and she could see the entire pile; Adam had been the last in to the county garage this morning, and thus had gotten the crap truck with the squeaky belts and the missing cap. The cargo had spread out on the trip, and covered nearly the entire floor of the truck bed. The only thing that had stayed put was his massive toolbox, and that was only because it weighed as much as an old TV.


  “You got a lot of crap there, Chaney,” she said, matter-of-factly. “You want me to send Dale down?”


  Adam shook his head. “Naw, I got it. The toolbox is the only heavy part.” He reached up and played with his short white goatee.


  Kate smiled down. “If you say so, jock boy. As long as you don’t mind me watching.”


  Adam laughed out loud, and climbed slowly up onto the rear bumper of the battered white truck. Adam wasn’t big so much as hulking – at 6’4” and 280, more muscle than anything else, the back of the truck sagged noticeably under his weight. He lifted one thick leg over the tailgate, and the Dakota wiggled as he moved into the bed. Adam was built to big standards, with extremely light blonde hair that he kept shaved everywhere expect a trim little goatee, and he was used to being watched, or at the very least stared at.


  Katie stepped out the front door, a few feet away from his truck. He hadn’t even notice her leave the deck. “And here you are anyway,” he told her. “Can’t resist me, huh?”


  She watched him shove boxes along the scraped bed toward the dented tailgate. “I don’t want you herniating yourself to impress me,” she said, frowning. “I already rejected your stupid ass.” She held out her hands. “Gimmie something to carry.”


  Adam smiled. “I thought you were going to send Dale.” He handed her a big box of rubber couplings.


  Kate looked back up toward the building. “Yeah, but he doesn’t look so good. I think he might be getting the flu or something.”


  Adam snorted. “I think he’s got a bad case of hating my guts.”


  Kate smiled angelically, picking small cases out of the bed and making a little stack. “You jock boys are so sensitive. Dale hates everybody’s guts. I told you, there’s two reasons people become Rangers – because they really love nature, or–”


  “–or because they really hate people,” Adam finished, laughing. “I remember. I’m just glad you’re so… welcoming.” He winked, setting another two long boxes on top of her pile. “Kinda wish he was too, though. He’s got a purty mouth.”


  Kate laughed in his face. “Whatever, you dog. Just leave him alone tonight and you’ll be fine.” She frowned, backing up so Adam could jump out of the truck. “I still don’t see why you have to finish all the electrical work tonight. Our wiring has been jacked since the roof leaf, and that was in January. It waited ten months but now it’s urgent?”


  Adam stepped over the tailgate and dropped into the parking lot. His thick construction boots raised twin size-16 clouds of dust as he crashed down into the gravel. “Because the repairs lasted a little over a month. The project was approved in the budget for this month, which ends tonight, and my boss doesn’t want to have to requisition a whole new project budget for the month of November just so we can use one day.”


  Kate stared at him. “So your department is charging the county… what, 12 hours of overtime? Just so your boss doesn’t have to fill out another form?”


  Adam nodded, grinning. “Exactly.”


  Kate raised a skeptical eyebrow.


  Adam shrugged. “You know how this red tape bullshit goes. You’re county-employed, just like me.” He reached into his truck and pulled out his toolbox. It was the biggest in the department, weighing close to 75 pounds, but for Adam it was nothing. “Besides, I like working overnights – the money is good.” He cocked his head. “I’ll be fine unless Ranger Dale tears my throat out. Are you sure you don’t want to swap the overnight shift with him?”


  Kate laughed, hefting her load up to her chest. “Oh please!” she said. “He’s just a big puppy. You’ll see.”


  Adam reached into the truck and grabbed three long pieces of tubing in one big jock hand. “I guess I’ll find out,” he muttered, following Kate up the stairs.


  The Marshall County Ranger Station was a large two-story, log-cabin style building. On the first level, open to the public, was the Spring Valley Nature Center, with two hundred square feet of prairie-themed exhibits: cross-sections of soil composition, specimens of native Midwestern plants, and a dozen or so examples of museum-quality taxidermy. It had a small library and a decent-sized classroom, public restrooms, and a modest gift shop. While its traffic could not compare to, say, the Marshall County Water Park, the little Nature Center saw plenty of traffic in the summer and a steady stream through the winter months. It was a favorite field trip destination for the four adjoining school districts and one of the top day-trips in the tri-state area.


  The upper level was devoted to a fully-functional ranger station, as a home base for the groundskeepers, tour guides, and naturalists that maintained the 200 acres of preserves. The rangers didn’t do much on a regular basis – mostly chased off drunken teenagers – but once in awhile a five-year-old disappeared from a field trip or a picnic, and it was still early enough in the fall that a full-time staff was warranted.


  Adam saw Dale Wallace as he reached the top of the open stairwell.


  “Hi, Dale,” he grunted as he stepped up into the room. Most of the station was a large, open room, edged with folding tables, all of them topped with equipment. In the corner at the top of the stairs, the Rangers had set up a little waiting room, with a 70’s era couch and two uncomfortable looking armchairs, all upholstered in stiff red-and-gold plaid and surrounding a long, scarred dark-wood coffee table covered in magazines. The sofa faced the stairs with its back to the rest of the open area. It was a homey little touch.


  Dale looked up from the ancient-looking computer he was carefully typing on with his two index fingers. He nodded at Adam impassively, dipping his chin. “Chaney,” he said, just loud enough to be heard across the room but no louder than that.


  Dale Wallace was a short man, probably 5’8” if that, broad-shouldered and stocky. He had a low center of gravity, and he always seemed to Adam like he was sizing him up, as if he was deciding who would win in a fight. He wasn’t aggressive – nor was he particularly friendly – but he always struck Adam as vigilant.


  He was in his late forties, with a short, black crew-cut and a bristly little patch of permanent stubble under his chin. Adam had met him and immediately thought ex-Army. Maybe ex-Marine. Ex-something. And if Adam was perfectly honest with himself, he found Dale immensely attractive, because Adam swung both ways and apparently had a serious thing for park rangers.


  As usual, Dale watched him just a moment longer than necessary, and was about to go back to his spreadsheet when he saw Kate come up the stairs, with her arms full of electrical components. He did a double-take, his eyes widening, and looked at Adam like he was going to start growling. “You let her carry all that?” he demanded, scrambling out of his metal folding chair. It clattered on the pine floor.


  “It wasn’t up to him,” Kate said, matching Dale’s tone. “You sit back down! You’re not feeling well!”


  Three feet away, Dale froze in his tracks, eyes widened again. “Katie, I would have helped,” he grunted, frowning.


  As Adam tried to gently set down his toolbox without dropping it straight through the pine floor into the RECYCLING AND YOU exhibit, Kate dumped her load onto the ancient couch. “It’s fine, Dale,” she said. “I didn’t even break a nail.”


  Adam held back a smile. Dale stared at both of them.


  “Go sit back down!” Kate insisted, shooing Dale back toward his computer. “I’ll make you some tea before my shift is over.”


  Dale shrank back, retreating toward the makeshift desk. The computer was one of two perched on a folding table, flanked by old metal file cabinets, against the interior wall of windows that adjoined the conference room. “You don’t have to do that,” he insisted. “I feel fine.” The stocky ranger frowned, steadily backing toward his chair. “I think it was just something I ate.”


  “Nonsense!” Kate cried, disappearing into the little kitchenette in the corner opposite the staircase. “SIT DOWN!”


  She left Adam and Dale staring at one another.


  Dale blinked at Adam, and immediately colored faint crimson. “She… does that,” he grunted unhappily. “I’m fine,” he said. “Really.”


  Adam grinned at him. “I know you are. But I think you won’t be if you disagree with her.”


  Dale stared at him, unblinking for a moment, and then he smiled. It was not the first positive emotion Adam had gotten out of him in the last thirty days, but such displays were still rare enough to be notable. The conversation between them had mostly just been awkward.


  “You’d better go sit down,” Adam said, raising an eyebrow. “She’s gonna kick your ass.”


  “Mmm,” Dale said, and just like that the smile was gone. He turned back to his computer.


  Blinking at the ranger’s back, Adam rolled his eyes.


  I guess we’re done talking, he thought.


  Twenty minutes later, Adam was ready to get to work, and Kate was about to head out.


  When he’d started a month ago, the Nature Center downstairs had been the priority, since there was a lot of exhibit lighting, and of course that was the public face of the preserve. The official reason for the reno had been the roof leak, but as far as Adam could tell, most of the electrical “ghosts” were probably due to nothing more than old, bad wiring. He had replaced over 600 lineal feet of wiring downstairs, and thus far none of it had been related to the actual roof leak.


  Tonight he was going to tackle the short itself. Three outlets in one interior wall of the Ranger Station had fizzled out and died nearly a year ago. The station relied on lots of electrical equipment, including short-wave radios to monitor distress calls, and of course having a massive ongoing electrical short in the building used to manage forest fires was not an ideal circumstance.


  Adam had taken a look at the damage previously – it was easy to spot, underneath a vast water-damaged spot in the ceiling tiles – and had figured he could finish it in one night. Kneeling in front of the center outlet, however, staring at a pair of telltale melted prong holes, he wasn’t so sure.


  Behind him, a few feet away, Kate was talking to Dale, on her way out the door.


  “Now, you be nice,” she said to him. “We don’t want a repeat of the incident with the drywall guy.”


  Dale grumbled something unintelligible.


  “I know,” Kate said, back to him. “But this is just one night.” She turned to Adam. “And we need him if we want the lights to work,” she said, smiling.


  Adam looked over his shoulder and scoffed. “You don’t need me for that,” he said, grinning. “The lights are on a different breaker. You only need me for the outlets.”


  Dale frowned at him, crossing his arms. “There are plenty of outlets downstairs,” he said icily.


  Kate shot him a look.


  Adam stared at him for a moment, and then smiled. “I’ll stay out of your way tonight,” he said. “You won’t even know I’m here.” He smiled disarmingly.


  Dale frowned at him, took a deep breath, and visibly softened. “It’s fine. I have some projects to work on,” he said, weakly.


  “None of that heavy lifting downstairs,” Kate warned him. “That’s why we have high school interns.”


  Dale visibly colored, his cheeks reddening under his black stubble. “Fine. Don’t you have a date to get to? I’m sure this time he picked a really nice sports bar.”


  Kate glowered at him.


  Dale swallowed and held up his hands. “Alright,” he said. “I’ll take it easy.” He dipped his head, looking embarrassed. Adam tried very hard not to notice.


  Katie grinned. “You’d better, Dale,” she said. “Or Adam is going to rat you out.”


  Adam froze with his hand on a screwdriver. He looked up, frowning. Katie was grinning at him. Dale was not.


  He shook his shaved head. “Nuh-uh,” he said. “You leave my ass out of this. I’m going to be out of here by midnight, and I ain’t looking back.”


  20 MINUTES LATER


  Adam was going to be there, he decided, until at least 3 or 4 a.m.


  “Shit,” he hissed, under his breath.


  It wasn’t just the wiring that was fried. The junction boxes were all toasted, also. And half the pass-throughs in the studs were too narrow and needed to be re-cut, which was a four-hour job, minimum. And Adam found three different sets of live wires that had simply been taped off. There wasn’t even a wire nut. Just electrical tape. Fucking shit. The water-short might actually have been a blessing, because if the breaker hadn’t been switched off for the last ten months the entire ranger station might have burned down.


  As it was, there was charred wood and singed wiring just about everywhere Adam had looked. No wonder a simple water leak had fried the entire circuit.


  It was pretty clear that a non-professional electrician (assuming it was an electrician at all; it could just as easily have been somebody’s cousin who thought he was an electrician) had done all the wiring on the interior walls. Nothing was up to code, the gauge was too light for the current, and the splice into the breaker box looked like a rat’s nest.


  Replacing the burned-out wiring was going to take at least a couple hours, and he would probably have to follow the wiring all the way to the breaker panel. That meant going up into the attic. This was a twelve-hour job, at least.


  Adam sighed heavily, crouching in front of the short wall. This was going to be a pain in the ass.


  Behind him, Dale cleared his throat. Adam turned.


  The Ranger was carrying a weathered file box full of what looked like old school textbooks. It looked heavy; the Ranger’s thick biceps bunched impressively inside his button-down. Adam tried not to notice.


  “I’m going to get started downstairs,” Dale said. “We just got a bunch of donated textbooks, and I’m going to go work them into the collection.”


  Adam cocked his head. “Want me to carry those down for you real fast?” he asked.


  Dale’s eyes narrowed in anger, his mouth tightening. He started to flush.


  Adam let out a sigh, closing his eyes. “That wasn’t an insult. Kate said you weren’t feeling well. I didn’t know if you hurt your back or something.”


  Dale blinked at him and then deflated, coloring faintly. “Oh. Uh, right.” He swallowed and shook his head. “No, back is fine. I’m just a little tired out, that’s all,” he said. “Anyway, I’ll be in and out for a little bit, but then I’ll be downstairs for awhile reorganizing things. Let me know if you need anything from your truck, okay?” he said. “The door locks behind you.” He thought for a moment. “Did you bring something to eat?”


  Adam shook his head. “I was planning on hitting McDonald’s around eight or nine.”


  Dale cocked his head, raising an eyebrow. “I remember when I could stomach that shit.” He shrugged. “Suit yourself. Just let me know when you leave, because I’ll have to let you back in. Doors are locked after six p.m.”


  Adam nodded, and then risked a half-smile. “Are you going to take it easy?”


  Dale stared at him, and Adam got that peculiar sizing-up feeling again. The ranger took a long time to speak. “Are you going to rat me out?” he said, his voice dangerously low.


  Adam stared back for a long moment, and then grinned. “Naw,” he said.


  Dale watched him. “That’s it?” he asked. “No witty retort?” he asked. “No endearing commentary?”


  Adam cocked his head and sighed wearily. “Would it make a difference, Dale?” he asked.


  Dale stared at him for half a second, and then frowned… but not in anger. The Ranger was virtually impossible to read, but just for a second Adam thought he looked a little bit… disappointed. But then he turned away and started down the stairs. “Nope!” he called back, over his shoulder.


  Adam watched him go.


  TEN HOURS LATER (12:45 A.M.)


  Adam… hated the ranger station.


  Covered to his elbows in drywall dust, an Extra Value Meal sitting unhappily in his stomach, sore and dirty and soaked through with his own sweat, Adam hated the ranger station.


  He hated the Rangers, hated the building, and now, by extension, hated the abstract concept of Nature itself. He wished he hadn’t discovered the horrible wiring clusterfuck, and that the entire building had burned down with everyone in it, and somewhere, somewhere, the miserable asshole who had done this job would be so wracked with guilt that he’d put a shotgun in his mouth, because as far as Adam was concerned that’s what he deserved.


  He was on his back, lying on the floor between two pushed-aside folding tables, arms raised over his head. He was wrist-deep in electrical guts, trying to work upside down inside the wall, because if he ripped out any more drywall the poor carpenters would be stuck at the Ranger station for just as long as he was.


  Even with his clear safety goggles, there was sawdust and bits of drywall in his eyes, and he’d forgotten his damn bandana at home, so now his sweaty, bald, head was coated in a thin layer of dust which had caked on and dried like cement.


  Gritting his teeth, he fought with a stripped screw from underneath an outlet box, his muscular arms quivering with the effort of holding the screwdriver tight against what little groove was left in the screw, seriously entertaining the thought of just tearing the entire fucking stud out with his bare hands and starting over. His teeth hurt, he was so exhausted, his eyes stung, and he was so warm he could smell his own deodorant baking away.


  There was a clatter toward the front of the building. Adam looked down his chest at the staircase, and caught Dale’s eyes as he cleared the top of the staircase. The ranger had stripped off his button-up and was now dressed more or less like Adam, minus the pit stains and the fine sheen of sweat.


  Dale walked up to Adam’s feet and cocked his head. “Thought for sure you’d be wrapping up by now,” he said.


  “Yeah, I thought I so, too,” Adam snapped, lifting his arms back over his head.


  Dale cleared his throat and checked his watch. “You know, it’s after midnight,” he said. “It’s almost one, in fact.”


  “That fact did not escape my attention,” Adam grunted, without looking.


  Dale was quiet for a moment. “Your, uh, budget only ran through the end of the night,” he pointed out.


  “A-yup!” Adam said, a little too loudly.


  Dale cleared his throat. “So you’re working for free?” he said, puzzled.


  Adam grunted unhappily. “Yeah,” he said. “S’what I get for caring about stupid shit, like whether the building burns down or not!” He lined up the screwdriver again, clamping his big hand around it.


  Dale was quiet for more than a few seconds, and when Adam looked back down, he found he was alone in the room again.


  He sighed loudly. Whatever. If Dale really didn’t want to like him, fuck it. He went back to the stripped screw, cursing all the rangers and their miserable old building.


  Ten seconds later, he felt tapping on one of his big feet.


  The screwdriver slid out of the groove, and Adam cursed loudly. “What is it, Dale?” he snapped, looking down and gritting his teeth.


  His eyes narrowed in anger, Dale was holding a pair of Sam Adams in dark brown bottles. They were obviously ice-cold, covered as they were in glistening condensation, just like in the commercial. Even from four feet away Adam could sense their cold, liquidy refreshment.


  It called to him.


  Wide-eyed, Adam stared longingly at the bottles. “I take it all back. I’m sorry. I love you.”


  If Dale was amused, he didn’t show it. He snorted, cocking his head. “C’mon, Chaney,” he said, thumping him on the boot. “Let’s take a break.”


  They walked out to the deck, where Dale sank idly into one of half a dozen armless wooden chairs. He gestured to the one next to him, and Adam obliged. The upper deck was lit at each corner by a colossal sodium-vapor light 30 feet up a telephone pole, but other than that it was just the stars and the full moon.


  The temperature had probably dropped into the 50’s, but marinating as he had been in his own sweat, Adam was perfectly comfortable. Steam actually rose off his white undershirt in a delicate fog, until a light wind picked up and whisked it all away.


  “Okay,” Adam said, letting out a breath. “I have to admit it. This was a really good idea.”


  Dale nodded thoughtfully. “I thought you might think so.”


  Adam took a long swig of his Sam Adams, finishing off half the bottle in one long pull. He relaxed his big body in the rigid chair, tilting his head back, feeling the night and the beer leech the heat out of him, from inside and out. “I gotta say, this Ranger business doesn’t seem like such a bad gig.”


  Dale grunted, playing with the label on his bottle. “It pays the bills,” he said.


  Adam stared into the darkness, and resisted the urge to roll his eyes. “So how’d you end up here?” he asked, glanced in Dale’s direction.


  Dale opened his mouth, and then closed it without responding.


  Adam glanced at him. “Traumatic story?” he asked. “Or are you just giving me the silent treatment?” He paused. “Again?”


  Dale blinked at him, and let out a soft sigh. “It’s not traumatic. I have a criminal record.”


  Adam finished his beer, choking the last of the suds down his throat, and turned to regard the Ranger. “You’re shitting me,” he said. “For what? Jaywalking?”


  Dale clenched his teeth, staring darkly at him, and Adam saw his nostrils flare. “Aggravated assault,” he said.


  Adam blinked at him. “Jesus Christ,” he said.


  Dale glanced down at Adam’s big hands. “You finished your beer,” he said. He looked down at his own bottle. “Here, take mine. I only had a sip.” He reached forward with it, offering it neck-first like the butt of a gun.


  Adam looked down at it, unmoving. “You sure?”


  Dale nodded. “Yeah. Here. Ain’t gonna bitecha,” he said.


  Adam grunted, reaching forward for the bottle. “Thanks,” he said. “I hope I don’t catch whatever you got. So, ah, you gonna tell me what hap–”


  Dale groaned audibly. “It was a bar. Some redneck shitbag was pushing his girlfriend around, and I didn’t like it, so I told him so. He wasn’t too happy. He knocked her down, probably just to spite me, and I really didn’t like that. So I rearranged his face with a pool cue.”


  Adam stared at him, unable to lower his eyebrows. Abruptly, he began to feel the alcohol. He’d drunk it awful fast, he concluded.


  Withering under his gaze, Dale lowered his head and let out a shaky sigh.


  “How long did you get?” Adam whispered.


  Dale shrugged. He picked up Adam’s bottle and began playing with it. “Just two years,” he said. “I got out early for good behavior.”


  Adam took another long swig, marinating in that information. “What the fuck,” he said, finally. “Seems like an awful lot for defending some skank’s honor.”


  Dale snorted, finally cracking a smile. “You have no idea. The sk– ah, the young lady testified against me, too. Standing by her man, I suppose.” He looked up. “I fucked the guy up pretty bad,” he said. “He went blind in one eye.”


  Adam blinked at him in surprise. “I… ah… wow,” he said finally.


  A colossal moth began fluttering around the sodium vapor lamps above them, big enough for the flapping of its wings to be audible down on the deck.


  Dale shrugged shallowly. “Sorry you asked?”


  Adam cocked his head. “Sorry for what happened to you. Sounds like a pretty raw fucking deal.”


  Dale snorted again. “How would you know what a raw deal is? Have you had a single life milestone not handed to you on a silver platter?”


  Adam furrowed his eyebrows. “Not everything, asshole,” he said. “Just sports… my education… the job… my pick of colleges…” He grinned, leaning forward, putting his elbows on his knees. “I’ve had my share of misfortune. For instance, I really did not care for our housekeeper.”


  Dale stared at him for a moment, and then chuckled, glancing sideways at Adam. He was smiling, showing some teeth. “Ah,” he said, softly. “I know this tune. The Lament of the White… Heterosexual… Male.” He raised Adam’s empty bottle, toasting him.


  Adam thought about that statement for a moment. And then, abruptly, something occurred to him about Dale.


  He furrowed his brow again, grinning. “What a curious thing to say.”


  Dale glanced over at him, instantly frowning. “You think so, college boy?” he asked.


  Adam grinned, cocking his head. The world tilted a second too late, and he realized with some interest that he was more than a little buzzed. “I do, Ranger Dale,” he said. “First of all, what an interesting place to bring up sexual orientation, thusly unprompted.” He grinned. “Unless said orientation was already on your mind.”


  Dale looked away, coloring swiftly.


  Adam nodded slowly, chuckling. “Secondly, who on earth said I was a heterosexual?”


  Dale blinked at him, and then scowled at him darkly. “Shut it, Chaney,” he said. “I’ve been watching you trying to game Katie all month,” he said, all but growling.


  “So what?” Adam said, setting his bottle down on the deck and heaving his thick body out of the chair. His bottle tipped over and rattle-clanked away from him. He ignored it. “Ain’t you ever heard of bisexual?” He stepped toward Dale, grinning.


  The Ranger froze in place, watching him approach, his dark eyes widening, raising his chin warily as Adam moved closer. He looked… panicked.


  The electrician stepped over Dale’s legs, straddling him, and slowly lowered himself into Dale’s lap. “You should be more open-minded,” he whispered, reaching up to cup the Ranger’s chin, and leaned over to roughly kiss him.


  Dale stiffened at first, letting out a shocked little snort. After a moment, Adam felt him relax, his warm lips working against his own, and then they were full-on making out, their tongues fighting and Dale’s scruffy stubble scratching his face. Adam quite definitely preferred females, but there was something that couldn’t be beat about grinding faces with another man. He enjoyed the aggression, he supposed.


  Dale reached up, almost hesitantly, to put his hands on Adam’s hips, and Adam reached up to pull the Ranger’s cap off, cupping Dale’s chin with his other hand, holding his head in place. They fought each other in the kiss, their teeth briefly scraping against one another, and for a moment it was absolute bliss.


  Then, suddenly, Dale grunted and pulled away.


  Adam frowned down at him. “What’s the matter?” he asked, putting his hands on the back of Dale’s chair. He made no effort to move.


  “Get off me,” Dale growled, furrowing his brow.


  Adam narrowed his eyes. “Why should I?” he snapped.


  The Ranger shook his head. “This isn’t going to work,” he said. “It’s pointless. You won’t even be here tomorrow.”


  Adam frowned lopsidedly. “I could be,” he said, loudly. “That’s kind of up to you.”


  Dale glared darkly up at him, and then he shook his head. “Well, I guess you’re going to be disappointed, then,” he said.


  Adam blinked at him, and then he slowly stood up, unable to keep the angry frown off his face. “Great, Dale. I guess you can just keep telling yourself you hate everyone you meet, just because you don’t have shit-clue how to interact with them.”


  Dale blinked up at him, and then let out a sigh, looking down. “Don’t you have some work to finish up, Chaney?” he asked.


  Rolling his eyes, Adam walked back into the station.


  Fuming, Adam returned to the gutted section of interior wall. He snatched his screwdriver off the card table next to the work area, vowing that if the screw didn’t come out in the next ten seconds he would just rip out the entire junction box and–


  Eyes widening, Adam stared. He was going to rip out the entire junction box. The 220 line was attached to a junction box that he was replacing anyway. Why hadn’t he seen that before?


  Angling his head into the wall, Adam peeked around the side of the junction box and, sure enough, two perfectly-intact screwheads stared brightly up at him. With them out of the way, the entire junction box could go in the trash, with the miserable 220 line still attached to it.


  Shaking his head, Adam took a deep breath. He’d been frustrated and careless earlier. The break, infuriating as it was, had cleared his head.


  He glanced back over his shoulder, just as Dale was stepping back into the station. The ranger’s dark eyes widened in alarm for a moment, but then the familiar cloud of anger descended over his features, his brow furrowing and his eyes narrowing.


  “I still feel like shit,” Dale all-but growled, “So I’m going to lie down for a bit. Try not to make too much fucking noise, huh?” Without waiting for a response, he slowly teetered unsteadily toward the couch and dropped himself onto it. A second later Adam heard his boots hit the hardwood as the ranger kicked them off onto the floor.


  Staring after him, Adam had to freeze in place for a good 30 seconds, in order to resist the urge to stomp over, grab Dale, and just shake him.


  His broken-in work boots whisper-quiet on the wood floor, Adam crept silently to the back of the couch.


  Dale had closed his eyes as soon as he lay down, but after a moment of Adam looming over him, he opened his eyes. He jerked in surprise at the sight of the massive electrician staring silently at him, gasping in shock and flinching violently.


  He stared up at him for a moment, eyes wide and frantic.


  “Sure, Dale,” Adam said sweetly. “Whatever you say.”


  The ranger stared up at him, and for a moment, all his anger was gone. In a moment of clarity, Adam realized that the anger had been fake. The anger had been fake all along. The only real part was the fear.


  Unmoving, he let his eyes roam over the prone ranger’s form, taking in his expansive chest, thick legs, and wide, bare feet. After leering his way down, he made eye contact again, staring the ranger down until Dale looked silently away. It was stupid and petty and mean, but just then Adam felt like being mean.


  “Have a good rest,” he said, turning away without waiting for a response and moving immediately out of sight.


  Walking back to the wall, Adam had to struggle to keep a satisfied smile off his mug. He felt childish and immature, but there was a certain feeling of victory in showing the big scary ranger he wasn’t afraid of him. In fact, Dale was probably afraid of him now.


  Behind him, he heard Dale let out a shuddering breath.


  With renewed vigor, Adam returned to his work.


  Adam worked fast after that, and an hour and a half later, he finished up. He twisted the last wire nut at 2:28 a.m., finishing about an hour earlier than he would have guessed. Oddly enough, he had always worked better mad.


  The walls looked like hell and there was a lot of cleanup to take care of, but he could stop by in the morning on his way to drop off the county truck. Friday was Adam’s day off, and he could take his sweet time.


  Besides, his thoughts kept drifting back to Dale, and he decided he needed to go somewhere. Adam was sore and exhausted and annoyed, and he worried that he would say something that both of them might regret. He wasn’t thinking clearly. Dale probably wasn’t, either. Right now all Adam could think about was getting out of this station.


  Not bothering to walk quietly, Adam thumped over to the back of the couch, and just before he cleared it, he noticed a peculiar smell. He paused and sniffed the air, wrinkling his nose.


  Working inside mildewy, water-damaged walls, not to mention swimming in his own cloud of evaporated Right Guard, Adam hadn’t noticed the peculiar odor the Ranger Station had taken on. It smelled… musty. It was a bit like wet dog. He cocked his head. Maybe it was the books Dale had been working on. Oh well, he was in the process of thinking, not my pro–


  Adam cleared the back of the couch, and stopped short, sucking in a sharp, startled breath.


  Dale was sprawled out on the couch, eyes closed and mouth hanging open, and he was so soaked in his own sweat that his white t-shirt had become transparent. Adam saw a snarl of thick black chest hair at the center of Dale’s barrel chest, running all the way down the subtle bugle of his stomach. His skin was flushed and his face was damp, and his short black hair was matted to his scalp. He took fast, shallow breaths, his mouth hanging open, his eyes closed and his brow gently furrowed. Even in his sleep, he looked upset.


  “Holy shit,” Adam breathed.


  Dale flinched awake and opened his eyes, staring blearily at Adam. “Uggghhh,” he groaned. He turned his head slowly to regard Adam. “Who’s that?” Dale stared at him a long time, wrinkling his nose and blinking slowly. “Chaney?” he asked, hesitantly.


  Adam frowned. He stepped around the couch, feeling all of his anger leach slowly out of him, like air escaping a deflating soccer ball. Letting out a sigh, he lowered his massive frame into a kneeling position, next to the ailing ranger. “Dale?” he asked, quietly. “Are you okay?”


  Dale took a few shallow breaths and stared dazedly back at him. “Damn,” he said, quietly. “I guess not.” He swallowed and considered for a moment. “I guess this is the flu or something. I feel weak as a kitten. I never felt like this before.”


  Adam nodded slowly.


  Dale squeezed his eyes shut and tried to raise himself to a seating position. He made it up onto his elbows before he groaned and settled down. “Are you heading out?” he asked, his eyes half-closing.


  Adam swallowed. “Uh, not yet. I got some cleanup to do first.”


  Dale half-opened his eyes and squinted at Adam suspiciously. “Thought you were going to do that in the morning,” he grunted. His voice sounded like gravel.


  “Are you sure you’re okay?” Adam asked.


  Dale nodded. “I’m fine. Go home,” he said, swallowing.


  Adam cleared his throat. “Uh, no can do. I gotta be finished by morning,” he lied. “Listen, do you want something to drink? How about I open a window for you? You look like you’re burning up.”


  Dale frowned at him, and then turned his head away, grunting. He rolled onto his side, away from Adam, crossing his arms over his chest. “Go home, college boy,” he said. “You don’t even like me.”


  Adam considered for a moment, and then reached up with one big hand. It was an impulsive move, probably brought on by the late hour and his sleep deprivation. He reached up and gently took Dale Wallace’s hand, holding his thick fingers very gently and resting his own hand over Dale’s waist. It wasn’t meant to be a provocative gesture, just a comforting one.


  The ranger stiffened, and looked longingly over his shoulder. He opened his mouth, took a breath as if to say something, but remained silent. After a moment, he rolled back over with a frustrated sigh.


  Adam sighed softly. “Okay, Dale,” he said, raising himself to his feet.


  Before he did, he squeezed Dale’s hand.


  The ranger did not visibly react.


  


  

  Before he got back to work, Adam found a tall glass in the break room. He filled it with cold water and set it on the coffee table behind Dale. The ranger did not visibly stir, and Adam didn’t say another word.


  Cleanup lasted another forty-five minutes. Adam took his time.


  When 3:15 a.m. rolled around, he decided he couldn’t stall any longer and still be vaguely useful in the morning. His day off was probably completely shot, as he would be exhausted and disoriented all day long, but if he stayed awake “working” any longer he would be completely non-functional. He wasn’t 18 anymore.


  Carrying a plastic contractor bag around the second floor, picking up drywall chunks and electrical debris, Adam decided he would sleep in one of the recliners flanking Dale’s sofa. One of the other rangers would be in at 8:00 a.m., and she could take over Dale’s care at that point. But until then Adam wasn’t going anywhere.


  He picked up the last few severed pieces of coiled electrical conduit. Angled and discarded as they were, they looked like so much disemboweled intestine, as if a pack of predators had successfully executed a large kill.


  Picking up the last piece, he blinked and stared at it. Wow, he thought. Where had that thought come from. Shaking his head, reflecting on the bizarre nature of sleep deprivation, Adam stepped to the back of the couch.


  He gasped.


  Dale wasn’t on the couch any longer. He had rolled off at some point, and now he was on all fours a few feet away, struggling to hold himself up with shaking arms. He had also squirmed out of both his shirt and his workpants, leaving him clad only in white cotton boxers and a sheen of slick sweat and wet curls of black body hair. Dale’s chest was close to the floor and he was actually fairly thick with muscle; under absolutely any other circumstances it would have been hot as hell, but conditions as they were Adam felt his stomach turn over in horror-induced nausea.


  He thudded over to the ranger’s side and dropped to his knees. “Dale!” he cried. “Jesus Christ, what the fuck?!” Up close, he could see the man was shaking, too, heavy tremors racking the thick muscles of his arms and legs.


  Dale shook his head, breathing fast and shallow, his teeth clenched and his lips pulled back. He looked like he was in agony. “B-burning up,” he grunted. “An’ my stomach’s doin’ something horrible. D-dunno wha’s wrong with me.”


  “Why didn’t you ask me for help?!”


  Dale shook his head, still trembling. “F-forgot you were here,” he said, and then shivered mightily. He dipped his head, squeezing his eyes shut, gasping for breath, and arched his back, hissing in pain.


  Adam stared at him, his eyes wide, and set his jaw. “This looks pretty bad, Dale,” he said. “I’m taking you to the hospital.”


  Dale sucked in a breath. “Okay,” he gasped, and somehow, the grizzled ranger’s immediate consent was the scariest possible response he could have given.


  Adam shook his head. “Fucking hell, it’s a good thing you’re a little guy,” he said. He thought for a moment. “Okay. Uh. I’m gonna get you up on the couch. We’re gonna get your pants on. Then I’mma throw you in my truck and we’ll drive down to County General. Okay?”


  Hissing in pain, Dale didn’t respond.


  “Okay.” Adam nodded. His heart was pounding. This was seriously scary. What if he’d gone home for the night? Holy shit.


  Leaning forward, he slid both his big arms under Dale’s sweaty chest, both above and below the ranger’s arm. His skin was hot to the touch, much hotter than it should have been, and clammy, and absolutely dripping with sweat.


  He edged Dale toward the sofa, gritting his teeth. Dale gasped in pain, his voice taking on a high-pitch keen to it.


  Adam started to lift him up, and Dale suddenly stiffened, crying out in pain. “Aarrrgh!” he roared, snapping both hands up to clamp over his head, and if Adam hadn’t been holding him he would have smashed his face into the hardwood.


  “Dale, what is it?!” he cried.


  “Arrrrrgh my head!” Dale cried, writhing in his arms. The ranger squirmed right out of his grasp, crashing over onto his right side. He threw his head back, arching his back mightily, and started thrashing around like a panicked animal, his head inches from the hardwood base of the sofa. One of his flailing feet caught the edge of the coffee table, and the glass Adam had brought him teetered off the edge and shattered on the floor.


  Adam lunged forward and grabbed the ranger’s flailing head and thick shoulder. It took all of his weight to hold him in place. “Dale, stop thrashing! You’re going to hurt yourself!” He swallowed. “I think I’m gonna call 911,” he said, loudly. His hands were starting to shake.


  Dale let go of his head with his right hand and shot sideways to grasp Adam’s wrist. He held on like a man drowning. “Don’t leave me!” he cried, his voice high and desperate.


  Adam tried to pull his wrist back, the ranger’s grasp painfully tight. “I’m not leaving you!” he said. “I can’t get you down the stairs by myself! I need to call 911! Dale, let go!”


  And then something happened.


  Adam felt it before he saw it. Dale’s palm on his wrist, hot and wet and clammy, took on such a…unique tactile sensation that Adam recognized it immediately, despite its utter impossibility. Suddenly, he felt leather. The skin of his wrist, under Dale’s palm, told him he was feeling hot, soft, leather.


  Forgetting his pain for a moment, forgetting even Dale’s apparent agony, Adam looked down.


  Dale’s fingers were clenching and unclenching, but they were moving in a different way, as well, and even though it was happening right in front of him it took Adam a moment to process. Dale’s fingers were growing thicker. They were growing thicker, right before Adam’s eyes. The entire sensation of Dale’s hand on his wrist became something altogether inhuman, because what was happening to Dale was completely impossible, something expanding from within and actually growing in size. It felt more like a blood pressure cuff.


  He looked at the palm of Dale’s other hand, but the ranger had it curled into a fist at his side. Insanely, this hand was also bigger.


  Dale jerked suddenly, arching his back and throwing his head back, all the veins and tendons in his neck standing out like steel cables under his skin. His pecs and abs tensed too, the muscles of his arms standing out as rigid and distinctive as an anatomical model.


  As Adam watched, Dale’s chest hair started to thicken. It was happening on the backs of his arms, too, and now his forearms. Dale was a hairy guy to begin with, covered in vast swatches of coal-black hair, but now there was more growing right as Adam watched. The hair on the back of his hands grew so thick that his skin was no longer visible, like stubble or… like fur. It looked like fur.


  Adam watched, astonished, and his brain started to do a funny thing. It kind of lost its anchor on reality and drifted gently away, like a balloon, soft and gentle on the breeze. He felt dazed and light-headed.


  “Dale?” he asked, his own voice seeming to come from far away.


  “Hrrrrnnnnngggghhh!” Dale squealed, through clenched teeth, clamping down on Adam’s wrist hard enough to cut off the circulation to his hand. “Hhrrrrrllp me!” he gasped, shaking violently, with… with…whatever was happening riding right up along his arms. Ten seconds later, Dale had grown so much hair on his clenched, muscular arms that it looked like he’d reached shoulder-deep into an oil drum.


  Adam heard cracking and popping noises, like knuckles cracking only much louder, and with a startled gasp he realized that it was like knuckles cracking, except it was all the joints in Dale’s body. His actual knuckles cracked, loudly (which was to be expected since Dale’s colossal hands were now larger across than Adam’s) and then his elbows and his shoulders. Crack cr-crack pop CRACK!


  The joint-popping followed the seemingly-unstoppable tide of thick hair, and Adam noticed to his astonishment that, in his pained writhing, Dale’s muscles appeared to be increasing in size. His shoulders and arms seemed to widen, with complementary skeletal changes, and even under the hair Adam could tell his biceps were thicker and more rounded. In ten seconds, Dale had probably gone up two shirt sizes.


  Dale arched his back, half-tucking his elbows under his sides, and thankfully he finally let go of Adam’s wrist, leaving five deep half-moon-shaped cuts and an already-formed bruise in the shape of a giant hand.


  Hair – no, it really did look like fur, thick black fur, thicker than any normal human had grown since the Paleolithic era – now covered Dale’s arms and moved in over his pecs, radiating out from the center of his chest at the same time.


  The waves of fur broke against one another, the ranger’s chest covered in fur like he was wearing a thick sweater, and as they made contact something happened inside his body. Suddenly the fur erupted out of him, from head to toe, masking his face and covering his stomach, thickening on his legs and the tops of his feet. His whole body started to change, too, most notably his legs, his ankles cracking and popping as his feet seemed to break and restructure themselves. There were definitely joints bending the wrong way, and Adam felt a wave of nausea roll his stomach over at the sight.


  Dale howled in agony and pulled his thick quads in against his chest, trying to curl into a fetal ball. “Earrrrgghhh!” he yowled, and the end of his exclamation turned up like a feral animal’s death cry.


  At least part of his brain wondering what the fuck he was doing, Adam reached for Dale’s big hand and clasped it in his own. He held it palm-to-palm, locking their thumbs together, and the more sophisticated neurons in his hand told him that yep, that was definitely a leather pawpad.


  Dale Wallace was straight-up turning into a fucking werewolf.


  Once Adam had at least tentatively accepted the obvious (it helped that his brain was completely dismissing this as non-reality), the rest of the transition was easier to comprehend. Dale squealed in pain as his face distended and extended, his jaw cracking and popping as he spontaneously grew a muzzle. He made a gagging, choking noise, snapping his new mouth open, and Adam realized he had been choking on his own lupine tongue.


  Dale – or the Dale-wolf, Adam supposed; he was practically straight out of a monster movie now – shivered and shuddered and trembled violently, and while some part of Adam’s brain told him he should be running and screaming by now, he just couldn’t bear to leave the ailing ranger. He was the only one here. He couldn’t just leave.


  Dale jerked violently, thrashing his thick legs in the air, and Adam looked down and saw the back of his boxers bulging and realized what was happening now. Briefly letting go of the ranger’s (the werewolf’s) thick hand (thick paw), he tugged the waistband of the boxers down. As he expected, Dale was growing a thick bushy tail, and as soon as it had room to move he calmed down considerably.


  It looks like CGI, he thought. It did look like CGI, right in front of his face.


  Dale’s tail finished growing in, ending up almost two full feet long, and the wolf went limp, crashing pathetically onto his side. He lay there, panting desperately, his long, wide tongue lolling out and laying flat on the hardwood. Adam was on his other side, and watched him, silently.


  The ranger was now a movie-perfect werewolf. He was thick with muscle, like a fur-covered Olympic weightlifter, and bore claws on each finger as big as the end of a screwdriver. He was all-black, except for a dusty-white patch around his mou-… at the end of his muzzle. His amber-colored eyes were half-closed, and he panted desperately, still shivering violently from time to time.


  Swallowing, Adam stared at the prone werewolf.


  Holding his breath, he slowly leaned forward on his knees, peering silently over the wolf’s frame toward his face.


  “ROWRRRRRROO!” the wolf snarled at him, abruptly thrashing over onto his back.


  Adam was so keyed up on adrenaline and so startled he wasn’t even consciously aware of leaping backwards – one second he was kneeling in front of the wolf, and the next he was flailing ass-over-teakettle over the back of the couch.


  He flailed wildly, his big arms and legs pin-wheeling, crashed over the short bookcase behind the couch. He landed hard on his side in the middle of the floor, slamming down on the pine flooring, his arm flat out next to him.


  And then, between the shock and the impact, Adam’s brain took a little break, and everything went black for awhile.


  


  

  When he came to, he could hear growling.


  Adam’s scrambled thoughts ordered themselves in a hurry. As soon as he felt the wood floor under his head and arms, his remembered where he was. He lifted his head fast, ignoring the way the world spun around like an off-balance top.


  Dale Wallace was gone. In his place, tucked in the corner next to the railing and Adam’s only way out, was a snarling, angry-looking, black-furred man… wolf… thing. It had shaggy black fur, yellow eyes, pointed ears and a thick, muscular build. It was balanced on its hands and on thick digitigrades paws, each the size of a softball, tucked under the animal in an obvious preparation for a leap. Adam noticed, crazily, that the wolf was still wearing Dale’s boxers.


  The wolf-beast glared at him, growling. They made eye contact, and Adam quickly came to the conclusion that the thinking, rational, and (most importantly) non-murderous portion of Dale’s brain was now completely absent from this picture. It might as well have been an actual wolf with him in the Nature Center, except a genuine wolf probably would not have been quite so pissed off.


  The wolf-beast’s thick legs tensed. He leapt.


  “Gah!” Adam kicked backward, hard, the heels of his boots scrabbling for purchase on the floor. He flailed backwards, realized he wasn’t going to make it, and lifted his feet up at the last second.


  The wolf crashed upon him, crushing his legs against his chest, and all the air left Adam’s lungs in one whoosh. The beast sank his teeth into Adam’s left boot, and suddenly it was like his foot was caught in a vice grip. “Aaaagghh!” he cried, straightening his other leg on instinct and panic.


  His right boot was planted in the center of the wolf’s chest, out of luck more than anything else, and the snarling animal flew backwards, slamming against the exterior wall. He collapsed into a seething mass of fur and teeth.


  He still had Adam’s left boot in his mouth.


  His heart pounding, Adam kicked back, trying to scramble to his feet.


  The wolf dropped his boot and lunged forward, thick claws scrabbling on the hardwood, and leapt at him again. His arc was different this time, longer, and Adam realized with blood-curdling terror that the animal was adapting, and he yanked his arms and legs in over his torso, because now the fucking thing was going to land right on his–


  The black beast slammed directly down on top of him, his snapping jaws a foot away from Adam’s face.


  “Get off!” Adam bellowed, unnecessarily, as he shoved upward as hard as he could, before the wolf had even stopped moving from the leap.


  Adam’s already-considerable strength, now fueled by pure fear, lifted the wolf halfway to the ceiling. Carried by his own momentum, the wolf hurtled across the room, a flailing mass of fur and limbs. He crashed onto one of the card tables against the wall to the conference room, smashing it like a cardboard box. The wolf crashed to the floor amid two old CRT-monitors and a small pile of books, with a noise like a recycling truck dumping two tons of scrap metal.


  Get up get up get up! Adam scrambled to his feet behind the long sofa, desperate to get off the floor before the wolf’s next attack. He was surprisingly fast, impossibly fast.


  Adam was next to the stairwell, but he didn’t have his truck keys and he really didn’t think he’d make it all the way down the stairs before the wolf caught him.


  He bolted for the break room. He thundered across the pine floors, making the entire building shake, pounding across the small station with one boot missing. THUD pffft THUD pffft THUD pffft!


  By the time he got halfway he could hear the wolf behind him. The animal’s claws skittered on the hardwood in a way that, even despite the mortal peril he was in, made Adam think of the raptors in the kitchen from Jurassic Park.


  He made it to the tiny kitchen, barely the size of a jail cell, a second before the wolf did. Whirling on his booted foot, he threw his entire body weight into hurling the door shut.


  The dark-stained wood was preposterously light and made an unsatisfying thunk! sound, and with horror this bones, Adam realized it was a hollow-core door. It wouldn’t stop a German shepherd, let alone a fully-grown werewolf.


  Half a second later, the wolf crashed into the door from the other side. The door bulged at the center, crunching with the unmistakable sound of wood splintering.


  CRUNNGGHH!


  “Awkk!” Adam cried, involuntarily. The door had probably only bought him ten or twenty seconds before the werewolf smashed it to splinters.


  He whirled. His only escape was a tiny window he would never fit through, and then he would just be outside. There would be a knife in the kitchen. Right?!


  Adam lunged for the nearest drawer.


  CRUNNGGH! went the door again. The wolf yowled in frustration from the other side of the door.


  In the third drawer, he found a big butcher knife. He held it in his hands. It could have been a prop in a horror movie.


  Adam stared at it, his big hands shaking.


  A butcher knife. He was seriously considering using a fucking butcher knife on Ranger Dale, who organized nature books for 7-year-olds and, by Adam’s own reasoning was probably just a cripplingly shy and lonely old man.


  He swallowed. “Ohmigod I can’t do this,” he whispered.


  CRUNNGGHH-CRACCKKKTH!


  Adam jerked in shock, dropping the knife with a clatter into the sink, knowing what he would see in the half-second before he saw it. The door had a huge crack down the middle, light shining through from the main room. He couldn’t see the wolf, but something struck him as important about the crack itself.


  It was probably only five feet above the floor. He had to look down at it.


  The wolf was not small, but he was smaller than Adam.


  Small enough to beat.


  CRUNNGGHH! went the door as the wolf slammed into it, and the flimsy wood bulged outward exactly where Adam thought it would – right were Dale’s shoulder would have been. His height hadn’t changed much. Adam would tower over him.


  The door was shot. One more hit would take it out.


  Adam took a step back, planted his booted foot on the linoleum, and charged the door like the linebacker he had trained to be.


  Adam hit the door and annihilated it, crashing through it like it hadn’t even been there. The hollow-core door shattered like tissue paper, splitting with a sharp CRACK! down the middle and bursting away from him on either side, tiny bits of wood shrapnel and sawdust exploding in all directions. It was a terrific impact, one that jammed his shoulder hard into the socket and jarred him through his entire skeletal system, but it did not slow Adam down. He was still at full speed when he crashed into the werewolf, who had been about to hit the door from the other side.


  Hitting the werewolf was exactly like one of the brain-jarring impacts Adam remembered from football, except this time he wasn’t wearing his padding or a helmet. It was like doing a belly-flop off the high-dive, if someone had drained the pool ahead of time. As the entity with greater mass, however, Adam had greater momentum, and literally lifted the werewolf off his paws.


  They were falling, suddenly, and Adam let it happen. He grabbed the wolf’s arms – God, he thought, pure muscle – as they plummeted toward the carpet, and as the hardwood rocketed up toward them he held the animal firmly in front of him.


  The wolf landed on his side, and grunted as he hit the ground, but when Adam’s entire crushing body weight landed on top of him he let out a sharp, agonized yelp as the air left his body. He jerked, violently, teeth clenched, writhing in shock and gasping for air, writhing on his side under Adam’s weight.


  The animal regained his wits almost immediately, faster than Adam, and he rolled onto his stomach and tried to squirm away.


  “Oh no you don’t,” Adam grunted, lunging for the animal. He was on the wolf in half a second, wrapping one thick bicep around the werewolf’s throat, climbing on top of him like a wrestler in the wrong weight class. Adam had been on the wrestling team, for about half a semester, and he knew a thing or two about sleeper holds.


  Adam clamped his 18” bicep around the wolf’s throat, cutting off his windpipe and the blood flow to his brain. “Dale, if you’re in there, go quietly,” he grunted.


  The wolf stiffened and snarled as best as he could with no airflow – the beast was terrifying, he was all muscle and anger – but Dale had been, what, 5’8”? One-eighty, if that? The wolf was no match for Adam, even with teeth and claws. Adam was going to put him out, and then restrain him, and then he would figure out what the fuck to do next.


  The wolf that had once been Dale stiffened mightily, and then struggled in earnest. He tried to pull his head out of Adam’s grasp, and then he tried to thrash his way out, jerking and slamming against Adam like a hooked shark. Adam felt the moment the wolf stopped fighting out of anger and started fighting out of pure panic, out of fear that Adam was going to gut him and eat him. The animal thrashed violently, crashing up against Adam’s stomach hard enough to bruise him, lifting them both up off the ground to slam back down hard enough to shake the building.


  “Calm down, God dammit!” Adam snapped, digging the fingers of his other hand in under the wolf’s barrel chest. The wolf lifted his arms and dug at Adam’s arm around his throat, trying ferociously to pull him off, but his claws were dull and he barely succeeded in breaking the skin.


  It was a perfectly-executed sleeper hold, and in ten seconds flat, the wolf’s entire thick body went limp.


  Adam held him another few seconds to be sure, straining to hold up the heavy animal, and then relaxed.


  The werewolf dropped limply to the floor. Adam sank on top of him, panting desperately.


  Shuddering, he let out a shaky breath.


  The wolf was only out for a few seconds, but it was enough time for Adam. By the time the animal even began to stir, Adam had laid out between the couch and the coffee table and lashed the animal’s wrists together with heavy insulated wire. He had also tied his muzzle shut, but that had been just a couple feet of wire looped around the base of his muzzle and wrapped around the back of his head. Adam wasn’t sure that would even prevent him from opening his mouth.


  That was about all he had time for, though. He had barely sat down on the coffee table, which creaked under his weight, when the werewolf’s golden eyes fluttered open.


  He stared blankly at Adam, seemingly confused, and then his eyes widened. He tugged on his bonds, squirmed in place, and then looked fearfully up at Adam, eyes wide and alarmed.


  Adam stared down at him. “Yeah,” he said. “That’s how that went. I kicked your furry butt.” He cocked his head, smiling wryly. “I guess this isn’t your typical werewolf event, huh?”


  The wolf just watched him, ears back and eyes wide.


  Adam frowned at him, crossing his arms and rubbing the skin on his right forearm. The wolf had scratched him up pretty good, and it was bothering him. “Well, I don’t know what you expected,” he said, to the silent wolf. “I’m like twice your size.” He frowned down at the animal. “What did you think was going to happen, exactly?”


  The wolf just stared up at him, eyes wide and blank.


  Adam stared at him. “Dale,” he whispered. “Are you in there at all?” He stared at the prone wolf.


  The wolf looked in the opposite direction, toward the couch, his eyes wide and his ears folded back.


  Adam snorted. “Oh, okay, now you’re submissive,” he grunted. “Now that I kicked your ass.” He pondered for a moment, watching the wolf breathe slowly and lay perfectly still. “Actually, that kind of makes sense. That’s what you savage assholes do in the wild, isn’t it? Fight for dominance?”


  The wolf remained silent, breathing softly and staring at his own big wolfie feet. He was arguably calmer than Adam himself, whose heart was still pounding like crazy.


  Adam looked the wolf over. He took a good look at the werewolf for the first time.


  As much as he had been an asshole, Dale had caught Adam’s eye almost as fast as Katie had. The Ranger was a great blue-collar daddy combination: bulky shoulders, intelligent brown eyes, and a spring of black chest hair spilling out of his shirt. Plus, Adam had a thing for shorter guys. If Dale hadn’t emitted hateful vibes from the very start, Adam would have hit on him instead of Katie.


  That had been as a human. As a werewolf, he was… breathtaking. Adam couldn’t believe he was having these thoughts, but… The beast had the same anatomically perfect build – thick shoulders, and narrow waist. The wolf seemed to be a hell of a lot more developed. It was like Dale had gone on a gym binge for a month or two. The wolf’s pecs were like slabs of meat, and he had a neatly-laid grid of cobblestone abs visible even under his soft fur. The werewolf even had the same fat package in his boxers.


  Well… Adam had a feeling the exact layout had changed.


  As the wolf breathed slowly and quietly, otherwise holding perfectly still, Adam marveled at his thick musculature. The muscular animal’s pure submission was… something to behold.


  Was that Dale in there, he wondered? Was it just a dumb animal? Was it both?


  Would this wolf’s submissiveness carry over to Dale, when he changed back? If he changed back?


  Still sitting on the coffee table, just to see what would happen, he leaned over and reached down, gently reaching toward the wolf’s stomach with his thick fingers.


  The wolf that had been Dale didn’t growl, or snap, or turn his head with foam dripping from his jaw.


  Instead, he arched his back gently, lifting his vulnerable tummy up toward Adam’s hand, and let out a soft snort.


  Adam touched the wolf’s stomach. He was surprisingly warm. And his reaction was even more surprising – the wolf let out a soft, shuddering breath.


  He seemed to like it.


  Swallowing, Adam snatched his hand back. Shaking his head, he stood up from the coffee table.


  Puzzled, the wolf looked up and watched him.


  Adam shook his head, trying to clear the impulse to dig his fingers into the werewolf’s fur. It was probably just stress, and sleep deprivation, and hormones. That’s all it was.


  That’s all it was.


  


  

  “Hi, Katie, it’s Adam again. Look, I know this is like the tenth time I’ve called you in twenty minutes, and I realize you aren’t like avoiding me, but I seriously need to get in touch with you because this situation, uh, it is not getting any better and I could really use your help.” He inhaled. “So, uh, call the station. Thanks. Bye.”


  Closing his cellphone, turning away from the work area, Adam turned back toward the couch.


  The muscular black wolf was crawling around behind the couch, hands still bound, moving on all fours. Adam’s heart leapt up into his chest – the animal looked like The Wolf Man meets The Ring – and he felt an instant adrenaline rush.


  “HEY!” he barked, pointing at the air like he was yelling at a German Shepherd.


  The wolf flinched, eyes wide and alarmed, and raised his head, his ears folded back. Pushing against the ground with his thick arms, he lifted himself nimbly into a kneeling position. He knelt, his wrists bound before him and his muzzle tied shut, like a prisoner of war.


  “Quit moving around!” Adam growled, feeling the hairs on the back of his neck stand up. “Katie’s going to call back any minute and then we’ll get you… some help.” He frowned. “And quit trying to stand up or I’ll–”


  “Kaaaaaaaaaaa reeeeeeeeey!” the wolf said.


  His jaw dropping, Adam stared at him.


  The wolf frowned in concentration, his brow furrowing elaborately, and opened his mouth, playing with his flat, wide tongue. The wire muzzle had been useless after all.


  The wolf licked his teeth, his ears telescoping in all directions, and finally looked up at Adam again.


  “Kaaaay-dey,” the wolf said, much more clearly. His voice was deep and gravelly, like a long, drawn-out growl.


  “Holy shit,” Adam responded. He slowly approached the kneeling wolf.


  The black animal remained in a kneeling position, staring up at him, but now there was something different about him. Adam looked into his eyes, and as the wolf looked back, he distinctly saw human intelligence. His eyes were golden now, not brown, but he had the same somber, piercing gaze that Dale had worn, and now, for the first time, he really looked like a werewolf version of the Ranger.


  “Dale?” Adam whispered. “Is that you in there?” He stepped a few feet closer.


  The wolf stared blankly up at him, and for a moment Adam was sure he’d imagined the brief glimpse of the Ranger, but then the animal looked down, his ears folding back in thought.


  After a moment, taking a long, deep breath, the wolf nodded. “Daaare,” he said, swallowing. “I Daaarr.” The wolf couldn’t form the letter ‘L.’ Apparently, the creators of Scooby Doo had been right all along, Adam thought, crazily.


  “Wow,” he said.


  The wolf stared at him expectantly. It was a very dog-like stare, but it was a very Dale-like stare, too. For the last four weeks, Dale had watched him with the same expectant gaze as a dog. Waiting to see what he would do. Adam just hadn’t made the connection.


  Adam cocked his head. “Are you… all right?”


  The wolf processed the question. He thought about the answer. “Yesss,” he growl-hissed. He nodded, too, which looked bizarre and otherworldly to see an animal do, even if he was only half-animal.


  “Do you know who I am?”


  The big black wolf stared at him for a moment, and then cocked his head. “You… Arram,” he said. “You… strong.”


  Adam furrowed his brow. “What?”


  The wolf nodded, tilting his ears back. “Strong. Fight.” He lifted his bound paws, staring at him. Tilting his muzzle downward, he looked up. “Darr… Darr sub… submit.”


  Adam stared at him. “What did you say?” he whispered.


  The wolf risked a glance up at him, his ears flat against his head. “Strong. Heh’p Daare. Daare submit,” he rumbled. He lifted his bound paws by way of explanation, lowering his muzzle and breathing softly.


  Adam was again struck by how much the wolf looked like a prisoner of war, and he abruptly realized that he hadn’t been attempting to stand; he had knelt intentionally. It was to show Adam he wasn’t a threat. He had done it to show his submission.


  The electrician cocked his head. “Is that so,” he said, softly.


  The black wolf held perfectly still.


  Adam took a few steps forward, his thick boot making soft, deliberate footfalls on the hardwood. He stopped in front of him.


  “Lift your chin then,” he said, his own voice sounding half an octave lower.


  Obediently, the thick werewolf lifted his blunt muzzle, exposing his furry throat. Adam looked him over. The animal looked calm and relaxed. If anything, he seemed to be relieved. It made sense – Dale the wolf was apparently having a hard time putting thoughts together. He was in no shape to make decisions now, and he knew it.


  Adam thought about it. This would make things a lot easier. If Dale was submissive and pliable, he would be easier to manage until Kady – er, Katie – could be reached. Adam wouldn’t have to worry about the wolf trying anything if Dale was completely under his control.


  Completely under his control.


  He could watch over him and keep him safe. The wolf knew it. Adam was stronger and smarter, and he could keep Dale safe. It was a wolf’s verbalization of the self-protective instinct to submit to a stronger party.


  Reaching gently forward, Adam brushed the wolf’s exposed throat with his thick fingers.


  The wolf swallowed reflexively, and shivered, but otherwise made no other move. He simply stared complacently at the ceiling, a submissive tower of muscle and fur.


  For all intents and purposes, he appeared to be completely passive.


  Adam felt like he should really test that, however. Just to make absolutely certain that Dale would be… safe.


  “Dale, are you submitting completely to me?” he asked, softly.


  The wolf took a moment to process. “Yess,” he whispered, holding perfectly still.


  “Good. You won’t mind if I prove it, then,” he muttered.


  Adam lowered himself to his own knees, slowly letting his fingers trail down the front of the wolf’s chest. That was a hot button for dogs, wasn’t it? They only showed you their tummy if they were acknowledging that you were the boss.


  The wolf shivered, looking up and toward the ceiling. He puffed his chest out, exhaling shakily, and Adam saw his thick arms tense. He watched the muscles thicken, like steel cables under an inch of soft fur.


  He trailed his fingers down over the top of the wolf’s stomach, between his bound forearms, and the animal let out a soft whimper.


  “It’s okay,” Adam cooed, quietly. “I’m not gonna hurt you.” He cocked his head. “I’m bigger and stronger so I’ll be gentle with you.” He trailed his thick fingers over the wolf’s oversized paws, making contact again just over the waistband of the wolf’s boxers. “I’m gonna take care of you.”


  Still pointing his muzzle skyward, the wolf nodded awkwardly. He radiated discomfort.


  Adam decided to see how far he could push it.


  Reaching in with both hands, Adam gripped the lower seams of the wolf’s boxers and tugged them downward. He did it slowly and deliberately, letting the wolf feel himself be exposed.


  Adam had wondered if a wolf’s natural state of nudity would carry over to a werewolf, but apparently it was Dale’s human modesty that had the most influence on his werewolf form. As his boxers slowly rode down his hips and finally cleared his genitals, the wolf let out a soft, shaky whimper. He started panting nervously, fast and shallow.


  The wolf wouldn’t look down but Adam did. Dale had low-hanging balls covered in fuzzy black fur, almost like velvet, and a plump little skin thing… what was that called? A sheath, he thought. A fuzzy sheath made up of loose skin covered in black fur.


  The wolf let out a soft, involuntary whimper, his thick chest heaving as he strained to hold still.


  Adam grinned savagely. “Are you feeling nervous, Dale?” he asked. “I’m not sure that you trust me completely if you’re this freaked out.”


  The wolf whined loudly now, lowering his muzzle to make eye contact. “Trust!” he growled loudly, and then he realized he was staring Adam in the eye and looked away, his ears folding flat against his head.


  “We’ll see about that,” Adam said, wrapping his thick fingers around the wolf’s fuzzy ballsack. Dale’s balls were surprisingly hot and quite heavy. Adam rolled them in his fingers.


  Dale shivered violently and let out a panting gasp, arching his back and gritting his teeth. He raised his bound paws and put them on Adam’s left shoulder, staring at him with wide, alarmed eyes.


  Adam grinned at him from inches away. “You’re doing pretty good, Dale,” he said. “Almost got me convinced.” He rolled the werewolf’s fat sac in his hand, rubbing the space just under Dale’s sheath with the pad of his thick thumb.


  Dale squirmed in place, amber eyes wide, but he did not attempt to writhe away. He just knelt there, breathing hard, bracing himself on Adam’s thick shoulder, allowing himself to be manhandled. He had submitted, utterly and completely.


  “That’s a good boy, Dale,” Adam rumbled. “Two hours ago you wouldn’t even let me kiss you, and now you’re kneeling here with your balls in my hand,” Adam gloated. “How does that feel?” His heart was pounding. It felt good to finally show Dale who was boss. He squeezed his balls gently and tugged on them, probing at the wolf’s sheath with his thumb, harder this time.


  Dale stared at him a second longer, and as he stared into Adam’s eyes, his own amber eyes began to slide closed.


  Adam cocked his head. “Hmm, is that starting to feel good?” He raised his other hand and wrapped his thick fingers around the back of Dale’s neck. He rubbed him there, firmly, while he played enthusiastically with the wolf’s package.


  Dale stared blankly at him for another moment, and then it was like all the intelligence went out of his eyes again. He stared right at Adam, transfixed, and his mouth opened gently. He just looked like a dumb dog, stupid and happy to be getting attention.


  Adam could smell him, now, too. The wolf was getting turned on. He was becoming even more submissive. It was perfect. Some part of Adam’s brain was aware that he was slowly masturbating a supernatural monster, but everything he forced on Dale made the werewolf more compliant, and he wanted him as pliable as putty. The more secure Adam’s role as alpha was, the more secure he could keep the weaker werewolf.


  Adam released the wolf’s balls and reached up to drag his fingernails through the wolf’s stomach fur. Dale’s eyes stayed half-closed but his eyebrows arched up, and he let out a soft moist breath and tensed his thick stomach muscles.


  “There you go… just relax, wolfie,” Adam rumbled. He dug his fingers into the wolf’s ruff and held him hard, rubbing him vigorously all over his thick chest and stomach, his shoulders and his neck, and finally his muzzle. The wolf tensed his muscles and writhed under his hand, and boy, did he feel good to touch. He was such a strong, powerful wolf, even if he wasn’t as strong as Adam.


  The wolf was clearly enjoying the sensation just as much. He rumbled softly, his muzzle still half-open, and as Adam watched a thin streamer of werewolf drool hooked off of one thick canine and trail off down his furry chest.


  Adam reached up for it and gently brushed it away with his wrist. He grazed the wolf’s muzzle, and something made him hold his hand there. He felt the urge to wrap his thick fingers around Dale’s muzzle, so he did.


  The wolf closed his eyes completely and arched his back, shivering blissfully. He made a little moaning sound inside his muzzle, and Adam tasted a copper sting of victory in his own mouth. He felt wild and powerful. Dale would be eating out of his hand in another ten minutes. Literally, if Adam so desired.


  He leaned forward, towering intimidatingly over the wolf, staring straight down at him, close enough to ruffle the wolf’s short muzzle-fur with his own breath. Still holding the ranger’s ruff, Adam let his big hand slide down between Dale’s pecs and over his stomach again. He rested his fingers momentarily on the cables still binding Dale’s wrists, tugging on them to remind the wolf how helpless he was.


  Dale half-opened his eyes, locked on Adam’s gaze just inches away, and stared dully into his eyes, transfixed.


  Dominate him, something whispered in Adam’s mind.


  Adam frowned. There was something wrong about this. Face-to-face wasn’t the way to truly show a lesser wolf his place, was it? He should be behind him. It was called doggie-style for a reason, wasn’t it?


  Dale widened his eyes, confused, but by the time he’d furrowed his brow in consternation Adam had shuffled around behind him. He put one arm around the wolf’s waist and the other around his throat, squeezed the wolf tightly against his chest, and shivered violently at the feeling of shaggy fur and rough muscle on his bare arms.


  There, that was better. The wolf smelled like autumn in the forest, and Adam was surprised to find his own cock rock-hard and throbbing in his jeans. He hadn’t even noticed how erect he’d become until he ground his cock against Dale’s tight little wolf butt. The wolf had such power, but Adam owned all of it.


  In front of him, Dale squirmed in place and growled softly, but something in the sound let Adam know it was not a threatening growl. It was a growl of pleasure. He knew that because… because…


  Frowning, Adam cocked his head. How in the fuck did he know that–


  Abruptly, the Dale wolf let out an impatient growl, probably because Adam had stopped moving. He angled his head around and clacked his teeth together, snapping his jaw shut inches from Adam’s face.


  OH NO HE DID NOT. Something hot and angry roared up inside Adam. He tightened his big arm around the insolent pup’s throat, lunged forward, and snapped his own teeth shut on the top of the wolf’s muzzle. He bit him, only for a moment, but hard enough to break skin.


  Dale yelped explosively and flinched, tensing his entire thick body, but he was no match for Adam’s superior physicality. He held his tension only for a moment, and then he went completely limp in his arms. If Adam had not been holding him, he would have collapsed to the floor.


  Wide-eyed, tasting fur and blood on his teeth, Adam stared in wide-eyed astonishment. What. In the holy fuck. Was that.


  Dale craned around to look at him again, but this time his eyes were averted. His ears were back, and his throat was exposed, and he whined submissively like the little pup he might as well have been. He stuck his tongue out, splaying his ears to the side to show there were no hard feelings.


  Adam felt himself begin to calm immediately. It was all right. He’d asserted his dominance. The disrespectful pup had been shown his place. He was ready to behave now. He was ready for Adam to own him. He set his jaw and again leaned forward, pressing himself up against Dale’s back. The wolf was as good as his property. And when he turned back into a human, he still would be. Opening his mouth, Adam brushed his teeth against the wolf’s neck and prepared to bite down.


  “HEY I HEARD YOU WERE A WILD ONE! OOOH-WOOO OOOOO OOOOOOOOOOOO!”


  A song rang out as loud as a concert speaker, roaring through the silent ranger station. Both Adam and the wolf flinched hard enough to crash over in opposite directions.


  “IF I TOOK YOU HOME IT’D BE A HOME RUN! SHOW ME HOWWW YOU’LL DOOOOO!!”


  They both looked wildly about. The wolf was so startled it was almost comical. He looked like someone had switched on the vacuum.


  Cellphone. It was his cellphone. Adam looked around, cocking his head in all directions, trying to locate the phone.


  The phone was right on the coffee table. It was right next to him. He’d left it right next to them.


  Wide-eyed, his heart pounding, Adam looked back at the werewolf. Some of the haze cleared in his mind, and he felt like he was waking up from a deep sleep.


  Guilty, scared, Dale lowered his head and looked submissively back at him. Swallowing, the wolf awkwardly tugged his boxers back up over his flagging erection. He was so awkward with his hands he could barely grip the elastic. He pawed at it like a domestic dog.


  Swallowing, Adam picked up his phone and slid the ANSWER button. He noticed the clock for the first time. It said 4:24 A.M.


  “Hello?” he asked, feeling guilty. What the hell had been happening just now?


  “Adam?!” Kate demanded, on the other end of the line. Adam could hear thumping dubstep in the background. “Are you okay?! What’s happening?!”


  He cleared his throat. His mouth was full of saliva for some reason. “Kate,” he grunted. “Hi. How’s it going,” he said, flatly.


  “Are you hurt? Is Dale hurt?”


  Adam swallowed. “Uh. Not exactly. He’s, uh, doing something a liiiitttle of out of the ordinary, however.” He stared at the shaggy werewolf. Dale’s ears were both perked toward him, and Adam could tell he was listening to both sides of the conversation. The look in Dale’s amber eyes did not betray whether or not he understood a single word of it, however.


  “Is it that flu he had earlier? Does he need to go to a hospital?”


  Adam processed that. “Uh, not really, no. This is not a hospital sort of problem.” He considered for a moment, swallowing. “Maybe a vet.”


  “What?”


  He coughed. “Nevermind. Listen, it would be a lot easier to have this conversation in person. Can you come to the station? Like, as fast as you can possibly get here?”


  There was a pause. “Is he hurt? Did you guys get into a fistfight or something? Because there was this drywall guy and they ended up–”


  Adam let out a breath. “No, he’s just… he’s changed.” He sighed. “Really, this conversation is totally impossible to have over the phone.” He looked back at Dale. The wolf cocked his head innocently.


  “Can I talk to him?”


  Adam sighed again. “No, I’m afraid you can’t.”


  There was a long pause. “Do I need to call the police?”


  Adam gasped. “Jesus Christ, don’t do that. We’ll never see Dale again. I can’t tell you what’s happening but please trust me if you show up with the authorities it’s all over for him.”


  Kate sighed loudly. “My God. All right. I’m on my way. I’m at a party downstate, so it’s going to take me probably an hour and a half to get back.”


  Adam sighed gratefully. “Thank you. Thank God.”


  There was a short pause. “And look. I don’t know what’s going on, but… if you harm one hair on his head I know about two dozen spots out in those woods where they won’t find your corpse for another three decades.”


  Adam felt the hair on his arms bristle at her tone, and it occurred to him that she was completely serious. “I believe you,” he said, and he meant it. “I won’t harm a hair on his… anywhere.”


  “Mmm-hmmm.” There was another short pause. “You’re lucky I trust you, Adam.”


  He let out a breath. “Tell me about it. Just get here quick, okay?”


  “Right,” she said, and then the line went dead.


  He checked the timestamp on his phone. 4:26 A.M.


  This was shaping up to be a hell of a night.


  Dale-wolf had raised himself up on his knees and haunches when Adam returned. He cocked his head as the big electrician approached, his ears folding back submissively.


  Adam cleared his throat. “Kate is on her way,” he said. “She’ll help me figure out what to do with you.”


  Dale nodded, his big eyes calm and understanding. “Kayyyy-deyyyyy,” he said.


  Adam nodded. “Eyep. Kayy-dey.” He eyed the wolf up and down, warily.


  The wolf stared expectantly back at him. He cocked his head like a confused Labrador.


  Adam swallowed. He didn’t want to get too close. Something… had happened to him earlier.


  Something strange.


  Dale watched him keep his distance, and then suddenly his golden eyes widened. He’d realized Adam was avoiding him. The wolf’s ears flapped back against his head, and he suddenly looked so despondent that Adam felt guilt sink into his stomach like a lead weight. Human Dale would have covered it up with anger, but wolf-Dale had no such cover-up. He just hunched his head submissively.


  “Aaram is… angry?” he asked, softly. His pointy black ears splayed out to either side, and he dipped his head close toward the floor.


  Adam sighed. “No, Dale. I’m not angry. I’m just… I don’t quite know what’s going on. I think I’d better stay away for a bit.” It sounded lame, even to himself.


  Dale’s eyes widened even further. Adam could see white around the edges. “Arram leave?” he asked, an alarmed whine creeping into his voice.


  Adam frowned lopsidedly. He held his palms up defensively. “No, buddy,” he insisted. “I’m not leaving. I just think it’s a good idea to stay a little further apart.”


  Dale-wolf started shaking, like a dog during a thunderstorm. He sank forward, bracing his hands on the floorboards and struggling to stay up on all fours. His posture reeked of hesitance and fear. “Arram leave,” he lamented softly. “Darre arr… arr… arlone?” The wolf hung his head, nose pointed at the floorboards.


  Adam watched the miserable wolf, his face screwed into an agonized grimace.


  He was going to have to choose here, he realized. Stay away and stay safe, or dive in to comfort Dale in his hour of greatest need, and expose himself inextricably to whatever consequences that decision would bring.


  He stared at the meek, despondent werewolf ranger for a moment.


  Sighing, he stepped forward.


  The wolf looked hopefully up at him, his big eyes wide with longing, and Adam reflected that this was probably all animal now. Human Dale would never have given him a second chance.


  “C’mere, puppy,” he grunted, reaching for the wolf’s muzzle. “Let’s get these cords off of you.”


  Wide-eyed and silent, the wolf allowed Adam to remove the tied-off cord from the base of his muzzle. The fur was matted flat to the wolf’s muzzle where the cord had been, so Adam gently ruffled it up with his thumbs.


  The wolf stared at him while it was happening, and then slowly let his eyes drift shut in the same dazed, half-hypnotized expression as earlier. He looked blissfully happy, so Adam kept rubbing his muzzle, and finally the wolf let out a soft, contented sigh.


  “You stay,” the wolf said, contentedly.


  With those words, Adam felt the bizarre pounding return to his heart. Dale was relaxed and docile in his arms. Adam had control of him again. The wolf was his. Adam started to feel good now, too, and it was only then that he realized how upsetting it had been that the smaller wolf was so distraught. Adam wanted to make him happy. He wanted to take care of him. He needed to. His very being demanded it.


  Gently closing his thick fingers around the base of the wolf’s muzzle, holding it from underneath, Adam took a deep breath and pressed up against the animal. He put his other arm around Dale’s back, under his arm, and with that he had the muscular wolf effectively trapped. He gently tilted Dale’s muzzle upward, watching the cords of muscle and tendon ripple under the wolf’s thick fur, in his powerful, exposed neck and throat.


  Dale, for his part, rumbled and shivered gently. He arched his back, flaring his nostrils, and Adam smelled something that he immediately identified (somehow) as arousal. The wolf let out as soft chuff, staring at him trustingly with his big yellow eyes.


  Adam cocked his head. The wolf was absolutely his property now. He could do whatever he wished with him. Kate would be at least another hour. Surely there was nothing to be hurt by playing with his conquest…?


  Adam slid gently away from the wolf, taking the beast’s bound wrists in his hands, and scooting off to his side. He pulled Dale-wolf’s wrists upward, around his muzzle and up over his head. The baffled wolf furrowed his brow, and his look of confusion only intensified when Adam tugged him over backward.


  Cradling one arm under the smaller beast’s back, Adam laid him out on the hardwood. He pulled the wolf’s arms taut over his head, pinning his wrists to the floor with one big hand. Scooting in next to him, he lay next to the prone wolf.


  “How do you like this, Dale?” he rumbled, staring down at the animal. “Being laid out and helpless.”


  Dale bristled under his gaze, arching his back and opening his mouth. “H-hep-ess?” He withered.


  Adam could tell the dominant stare-down was making the wolf uncomfortable, but a part of him was really getting off on it. He stared on.


  Still stubbornly refusing eye contact, the wolf began panting softly, his pink tongue poking hotly out of his muzzle.


  Adam let his eyes rove down the trapped ranger’s form. He lifted his huge right hand and planted it on the wolf’s barrel chest, feeling every feature of his thick, slab-like musculature. Dale arched his back and grunted, shivering, but Adam didn’t stop. He dug his fingernails through the fur over the wolf’s cobblestone abs, making shallow furrows in the animal’s shaggy fur.


  Dale made a shuffling noise as he squirmed on the hardwood, gritting his teeth in discomfort. He glanced pleadingly up at Adam, his golden eyes wide and concerned.


  Adam snorted. “Oh no, Ranger Dale,” he grunted. “I beat you fair and square, and now you’re mine.” He dragged his fingernails through Dale’s chest fur, up toward the werewolf’s throat.


  Dale arched his back and shivered, struggling to lower his thickly-muscled arms, but only succeeded in tensing his stomach.


  Staring him down, Adam let his big hand drift up to the wolf’s throat. He planted his hand around Dale’s neck, gently tightening his fingers, feeling the blood and the heat and the air coursing through Dale’s most vulnerable part. He began to squeeze.


  The ranger-wolf let out a desperate, begging whine, his eyes wide and desperate.


  Adam chuckled. “Don’t worry, Dale, I’ll be a good alpha.” He let his gaze darken. “You’ve made my life miserable for a month, though. I think I need to make you squirm a little more.” He gave the helpless werewolf’s throat one more firm squeeze, and then let his hand slide down to gently massage the wolf’s thick pecs. “You were kind of a prick, you know.”


  Dale glanced down at him and snorted, frowning. He stuck his lower lip out defiantly, and one of his lower fangs popped into view. You deserved it, the wolf said, with the expression in his annoyed eyes.


  Adam stared at him, and felt his upper lip twitching. “You disagree?” he said, icily. “Well, little pup, I’m afraid your opinion is moot.” He lunged forward for Dale’s bound wrists.


  The wolf yelped in surprise as Adam grabbed his wrists, and began struggling as the big electrician dragged him across the hardwood. He flailed his big digitigrade paws behind him, writhing and thrashing like a raccoon in a trap, but he was no match for Adam’s superior strength.


  The larger human dragged the ranger to the back of the couch and shoved him toward one of the thick wooden legs. He dug his fingers in under the base of the sofa and heaved it upwards an inch or two, surprised at how light the giant old sofa was. Stooping, he shoved the cord from Dale’s furry wrists under the leg, and dropped it back into place. Then he let go.


  The thick black werewolf tried to pull his arms down as soon as he felt Adam’s paws leave him, but discovered he was restrained to the couch a moment later. Squirming around to look at the couch leg he was bound to, the wolf let out a plaintive whine and yanked uselessly on his bonds, making his arms tense gorgeously.


  Licking his teeth and grinning, Adam reached for the wolf’s chest. He dug his fingers into Dale’s wide furry armpits. The wolf grunted in surprise.


  Adam dragged his fingernails down the wolf’s flanks, moving toward his waist in a low crouch.


  Dale arched his back and growled loudly, gritting his teeth and writhing in discomfort.


  Adam hit the wolf’s waist and snagged his boxers, yanking them roughly over the wolf’s sheath, and then Dale really went crazy.


  The wolf yowled, wide-eyed and panicked, and tried to pull his muscular legs up, hard, his quarter-inch thick claws scrabbling on the hardwood. Even as thick as they were, the wolf’s thick legs were no match for Adam’s massive arms, and the big man wrestled the wolf’s boxers down his legs with almost no difficulty. They caught on his softball-sized paws, and Adam snarled in a sound startlingly similar to Dale’s own noises.


  Dale fought roughly against the couch leg and against Adam’s death grip on his boxers, his muscles roiling like steel cables under his thick black fur. The sight of him struggling uselessly, all that power rendered helpless under Adam’s own superior strength, set Adam’s blood on fire, and he felt an adrenaline rush and a throbbing boner in his own workpants.


  Rrrrriiipppp! Dale’s boxers finally gave way under Adam’s strength, and split down the middle. Adam careened backwards but regained his balance almost immediately.


  The snarling werewolf only had half a second to realize what had happened, before Adam lunged at him a second time.


  Baring his teeth, the big human roughly planted his mitt-like hands on the wolf’s knees and spread them violently.


  “ARRRRP!” Dale yelped in terror, trying to double over and succeeding only in beautifully tensing his abs and dragging the couch a few inches with a deafening squeal.


  Adam thrust forward, diving his head toward Dale’s vulnerable soft parts.


  “HAWRRROOOO!” the wolf yowled, terrified.


  Laying practically on his stomach, braced on the wolf’s tensed, spread legs, Adam stopped, perched half an inch over the wolf’s exposed scrotum.


  Wide-eyed and alarmed, the black wolf stared down at him, his ears cemented flat against his head.


  Adam grinned savagely up at him. “I said I was going to be nice to you,” he rumbled. God, this was such a rush. He could make this wolf worship grovel at his knees if he so desired.


  Dale stared at him, shivering, for another moment, and then averted his eyes, breathing hard, his entire body tense and alarmed. Adam could smell him now. He stank of fear and submission.


  Adam contemplated the wolf’s balls and sheath for another moment, and then lowered his face to roughly nuzzle the wolf’s fuzzy ballsac.


  Dale jerked in surprise and tried to pull his legs back. He let out a shuddery breath, splaying his fat toes in discomfort.


  Adam grunted. “I just want to see what it feels like,” he grumbled. He nuzzled the wolf’s dangling balls, opening his mouth and letting out a hot sigh. He dug his nose in against the base of Dale’s fat sheath, and inhaled deeply. The wolf still smelled a lot like Dale, warm and soft and grizzly, and the scent made Adam’s heart pound. Had he smelled Dale up-close before? He couldn’t remember.


  The wolf squirmed in discomfort, whimpering softly, and Adam felt bad for him, so he lifted his big left hand and planted it on the wolf’s muscular stomach. He stroked gently, dipping his head and concentrating on the wolf’s plump sheath, inhaling deeply, over and over again, letting out hot breaths over the wolf’s fuzzy balls.


  Dale grunted quietly, and the next time Adam looked up the wolf’s mouth was partially open and he was watching again. Not defiantly, but intently, urgently. As Adam watched, the wolf’s pink tongue poked slowly out, and Adam saw the wolf’s barrel chest move like a mountain range as the ranger took a very deep breath.


  There was something else in Dale’s scent now, and it made Adam’s mouth water.


  He reached up with his right hand, too, and planted that one on Dale’s stomach, as well. But he didn’t stay put. He dragged his fingernails through Dale’s shaggy fur down the lowest expanse of his abdominals, over his pubic bone, and around the fat pronouncement of his sheath. He kept going, circling Dale’s package, and gliding his fingers very gently under Dale’s balls. He tickled him gently, playing with the werewolf’s taint, softly nuzzling his sheath as he went.


  Dale half-closed his eyes and shuddered extensively, arching his back and growling. He grit his teeth, pulling his upper lip back into a snarl. The wolf’s sheath was plump and heavy now, and Adam could see deep red within its confines as it began to open up.


  Adam grasped the wolf’s heavy balls and tugged them out of the way, dipping his head so he could nuzzle directly at the werewolf’s taint.


  Dale arched his back and groaned loudly, and a wave of sweaty, acrid scent washed over Adam as the wolf’s fat meat slid steadily out of his sheath.


  Adam reached up for the wolf’s meat as soon as it was in view. He started pumping it. The wolf’s meat was the size of a can of Red Bull, but felt twice as heavy and scalding hot. As Adam worked him over, the wolf grew startlingly erect.


  Dale arched his back harder, curling his shoulders in, tilting his head so far upward that Adam could only see the underside of his muzzle. Adam heard him whimper blissfully and the muscular wolf shuddered.


  He was his. Adam owned him.


  Licking his teeth, the big man raised his head. “How’s that feel, Dale?” he whispered, working the wolf’s dick over. It was deep red, like blood, with a normal head but a strong taper at the tip. The base seemed to have a thick bulge in it, which was getting thicker.


  Dale gasped loudly. “Ahhdam!” he moaned, shivering violently. His voice had an edge of a desperate howl in it.


  He’d said his name. Unprompted, no less.


  “Good boy,” Adam rumbled.


  Panting, the wolf looked down at him, his golden eyes wide and apprehensive. “G’boy?” he gasped, shivering violently.


  Adam licked his teeth, and nodded. “Yeah, Dale,” he whispered, leaning his head forward and taking the wolf’s fat cock into his mouth. He pursed his lips and sucked, hard.


  “Aaaaahh!” Dale gasped, jerking as if hurt. Adam held him down by the hips, and the wolf struggled as if trying to escape.


  Inhaling through his nose, Adam relaxed his mouth around the wolf’s dick and slid lower. It was surprisingly warm, and filled his mouth quite pleasantly. He sucked hard, lowering his head until the head of Dale’s monster wolf cock was lodged firmly in the back of his throat, feeling his mouth fill with slimy fluids as the wolf’s throbbing member leaked milky precum into his throat. He swallowed, rumbling.


  “Howroorooroo!” Dale yowled, writhing and gasping. Every thick muscle in his body was tense and squirming now, and the wolf burned a ferocious amount of energy. And yet he was helpless to escape. He didn’t want to escape anymore, Adam knew. He had enslaved his desire as well as his body.


  That thought made his skin feel like it was on fire.


  There was one more thing left to do.


  Still nursing the wolf’s fat meat, Adam let his thick fingers slip between down between the wolf’s legs.


  Dale squirmed blissfully under his ministrations until the moment Adam had his middle finger planted right up against the wolf’s asshole, and then he realized what was about to happen. He tensed his entire body, not that it mattered.


  Adam pushed his thick middle finger into the wolf as hard as he dared without lube. He forced his way into the wolf’s entrance easily, sliding in to his third knuckle.


  “ARRRP!” Dale yelped, jerking hard enough to rattle the trinkets on the nearby bookshelves. He tried to writhe away, his thick toeclaws skittering on the hardwood, but he was too startled and uncoordinated to move himself anywhere.


  Adam slid off the wolf’s cock, slurping up the excess fluids. “Ssssshhh,” he whispered, stroking the wolf’s stomach with his other hand. He nuzzled the wolf’s slimy, drooling cock, smearing wolf juice and his own spit into his stubble, staring Dale right in the eye as he did it.


  Dale writhed in discomfort, gritting his teeth and whimpering.


  Adam curled his finger inside the wolf, roughly massaging the animal’s prostate, whispering to him as he nuzzled and kissed at his throbbing cockhead.


  The werewolf watched him helplessly for another few moments, breathing hard and fast, and then slowly he fell victim to the dull waves of pleasure washing over him.


  “That’s it,” Adam rumbled. “Give in, little wolf. Show me you’re really mine.” He rubbed his lips gently against the edge of the wolf’s cockhead, letting his tongue dart out, nuzzling it lovingly.


  Dale blinked slowly, letting out a slow breath, and Adam felt him relax his asshole. He held his finger in place, massaging the wolf’s insides with slow, rhythmic, gentle pressure. The wolf stared stupidly down at him, his mouth opening slowly, his tongue gently poking out. He shivered in pleasure, and somewhere underneath him was a loose floorboard, because it went CLAKCLAKCLAK! when the wolf’s leg shook.


  Adam raised his head and stared at him. “I’m going to mount you now,” he said, quietly.


  Dale stared back at him, his eyes suddenly clearing, and nodded.


  Adam grunted. “Wait here,” he ordered. He slid his finger out of the wolf and stood up.


  Dale grimaced, but bravely, he did not make a sound.


  It only took Adam a few seconds to dig the Astroglide out of the bottom section of his toolbox, but when he got back it was like he was seeing Dale for the first time.


  He had finally freed his wrists from the bonds that held him, which was not very interesting to Adam, since he was completely confident of the wolf’s obedience at this time.


  What caught his attention was the black wolf’s size and power, his muscular perfection, his jaws massive and dangerous and dripping with saliva. He glared at Adam, a perfect killing and fucking machine. For all intents and purposes, he looked like he could rule the world.


  But Adam knew the truth.


  As soon as he was close enough, he threw his own huge body at the wolf, pinning him to the floor. The wolf struggled, and he was strong, but Adam was stronger, which meant that the other animal was as good as his slave.


  “Hold still, little wolf,” Adam snarled, raising himself to his knees, digging his fingers into the wolf’s ruff with one hand and frantically wrestling open his workpants with the other. Dale yelped indignantly, fighting to get away from him, as Adam manhandled his own cock out of his jeans. Adam was more like eight or nine solid inches and as thick as a nightstick, making him considerably bigger than Dale in every category. He was rock-hard and leaking already.


  He struggled to uncap the lube as Dale struggled to get away from him. Grunting, he dropped his weight onto the smaller wolf. Dale yelped loudly as he was pinned to the floor. Adam ground his cock up under the wolf’s tail but he wasn’t lubed yet.


  Awkwardly, he rolled partially onto his side, still pinning Dale down with all his weight, squirted lube over his cock like he was hosing down a campfire, and quickly jerked himself a few times.


  Dale turned around and snarled loudly, foam dripping from his jaws.


  Snarling back, Adam rolled back over and stabbed at the wolf with his throbbing cock.


  He had to stick it two or three times before he finally speared the wolf’s asshole, and just as he felt something start to give, Dale yelped in surprise and pain. Then Adam really let him have it.


  He thrust forward, pushing so quickly and deeply into the wolf that he had to arm-crawl on his knees. He threw his left arm around the wolf’s neck and pulled him backwards as he impaled him on his preposterously-huge cock. His ass fur tickled Adam’s cock the entire time he was sliding in.


  “ARRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPP!” Dale squealed, and just like that all the fight went out of him. He stiffened; every muscle he had control over stiffened, but he was no longer struggling.


  Grunting, buried in the wolf up to the hilt, Adam shifted on top of the conquered werewolf. He felt shaggy fur pressing against the entire front of his body, pinned underneath him, and it felt amazing. It just felt so right.


  He humped shallowly at the werewolf, letting his cock slide in and out just half an inch at a time.


  Dale grunted and dipped his head underneath him.


  Adam tightened the headlock with his left arm, bringing Dale’s shaggy head up to his face, and he nuzzled the werewolf’s muzzle. Some of his facial fur was wet with slick wolf sweat, and the sensation of nuzzling a slick, hot, wet werewolf muzzle made Adam feel dizzy. His cock throbbed inside the captive animal as he adjusted to the sensation of being mouth-to-muzzle with another wolf. No… not another wolf. Just a wolf. Right?


  Shivering, Dale hung his tongue out, panting gently.


  Watching the wolf intently, Adam pushed his hips forward a little.


  “Nnf!” Dale chuffed. He retracted his tongue and grit his teeth.


  Adam rumbled, clearing his throat. “You can take it,” he said, huskily. He dug his cock into the flattened wolf again.


  Dale grit his teeth, squeezing his eyes shut, and shivered. “Nnnnf!” he gasped, softly.


  Adam pressed his beard against the wolf’s shaggy muzzle, digging into him again.


  Dale shivered again, half-opening his mouth now. He was starting to enjoy it.


  Adam rumbled, opening his mouth, too. “I knew you’d love this,” he whispered. “I love it too. You’re such a good boy.” It felt good to say it. He started humping gently at the helpless monster.


  Dale let out a rough breath and sucked in another, his eyes still closed, opening his mouth wider. He’d given Adam a chance. He was being such a good wolf. He deserved a reward.


  On impulse, Adam licked at the wolf’s muzzle. It felt like something a wolf would like. It would show him Adam was being affectionate. It would show him he was right to submit. It would solidify his place in the pack. It would solidify Adam’s place. He licked the short fur of Dale’s muzzle. He expected the situation to be strange, but it wasn’t. Dale’s muzzle was warm and his fur was bristly and the slimy sheen of saliva felt… just right.


  The wolf angled his head and licked Adam back, slurping across his lips and the end of his nose. He exhaled shakily as he did it, his yellow eyes half-closed and dreamy, and Adam could feel the wolf’s thick canine teeth graze his lips.


  He pushed his hips forward, hard and faster than he had before, and Dale stiffened beneath him. “Ngh!” the werewolf grunted.


  Adam thrust into him again, and again, and as Dale shoved his furry ass back against the electrician, they finally settled into a rhythm, one that Adam had desired since he’d first laid eyes on the ranger a month ago.


  Their rhythm was swift and brutal, almost the same pace Adam set for himself when he was exercising, one he wouldn’t have guessed he’d have been able to maintain. He ground himself into the helpless wolf over and over again, fast and shallow, both of them nearly immobile except for Adam’s hips, spearing the wolf anew every few seconds.


  As he violated the animal Adam pinned him to the floor, crushing his legs and chest underneath him, holding him down. With his tongue he entered the wolf from the other end, and Dale allowed him to, submitting entirely without resistance, giving himself completely to the bigger animal. All teeth and claws and muscle, the wolf simply lay there, and took it.


  “Yeah… yeah… yeah…yeah… yeah…” Adam groaned, his brutal humping of the werewolf growing more and more frenzied. He felt his leg muscles start to burn from his tenuous stance on the hardwood, and his ass starting to burn from the ferocious humping he was doing. It was good burn, and it excited him more. He kept going.


  “Nnnrrrggghhh!” Dale yowled, gritting his teeth and snorting loudly. “Arram!” he gasped, tilting his head to the side and squeezing his eyes shut. He was baring his throat.


  An insane desire roared into Adam’s head, and he lunged forward to bit down hard on the werewolf’s throat, yanking his head back hard as he did it. Dale let out an ear-splitting yelp.


  Something started to change with Adam.


  It began in his hands. There was a burning-hot sensation, like his hands had gone to sleep and were just starting to regain feeling. The muscles in his hands and forearms twitched and spasmed, and for a moment it felt like when he accidentally shocked himself with a live wire, exactly like that feeling, complete with the momentary numbness and pins-and-needles a moment later, and that was when Adam realized what was happening.


  His hands swelled up in a matter of seconds, and the explosion of fur started immediately. His skin felt like it was sliding off, and then his entire body went completely numb at the same time. Adam felt light-headed and dizzy, little white stars exploding across his field of vision, and when he regained feeling he was in someone else’s body, furry from the inside out. Every single skin receptor in his body reported furs rubbing against other furs, and for a moment his skin was crawling and Adam tensed from head to toe.


  The skeletal changes coursed through him with a sensation unlike anything he had ever felt before, a peculiar combination of needing to crack every joint in his body and a bizarre, unstoppable swelling. Adam felt himself get big, and he sucked in a deep breath in his massive chest. He snarled viciously, the deep growl filling the ranger’s station, and Dale yelped in fear underneath him.


  His right foot felt incredibly compressed for a moment, intense pain bordering on agony, and then with a tearing sound suddenly the pressure was released. His boot loosened to the point where it felt like strips of leather and shreds of cloth draped loosely around his foot. And then Adam realized, it was strips of leather and shreds of cloth. His foot had exploded his one remaining construction-grade boot. His toes felt big and thick, positively massive, and they were stuck in the wreckage of his boots, but it didn’t affect his stance over the smaller wolf, who he was still skewering.


  The muzzle and tail happened at the same time, and they were both so bizarre – nerves where there were none and the insane sensation of a spinal extension – that he actually blacked out for a moment. His nervous system simply couldn’t process the change, and the world went static-y for a moment and his view of the world cascaded abruptly to blackness.


  When his brain kicked back on, the massive wolf was very disoriented. He growled loudly, his head spinning, snorting loudly. There was another wolf near him – no, underneath him, he had the other wolf flattened beneath his massive bulk. He felt a warm, wet tongue on his thick, wide muzzle, slurping lovingly and submissively, and suddenly everything was right with the world. The large wolf opened his eyes and blinked slowly.


  Pack. He was with pack. The smaller black wolf underneath him was known to him, and the lesser beast continued licking his muzzle. It made the large wolf relax, even though, for some reason, his own white muzzle seemed to absolutely fill his frame of vision. He was so disoriented. The color white looked wrong. Why?


  “Arram?” whispered his packmate, and the big wolf knew that was his name.


  Relieved to be in the company of a known wolf, the big animal leaned and nuzzled his black packmate, and the smaller wolf shivered in pleasure. No – ecstasy. He could smell it. “Arram,” the smaller beast moaned, and the scent of arousal pouring off of him made the larger wolf’s cock throb to attention. As his cock returned to hardness, Arram was startled to realize he was already inside the smaller wolf.


  Arram leaned in to roughly nuzzle the smaller wolf’s thick neck, and the small beast’s name came to him. Darr. He slurped Darr’s face, growling softly, and bit gently at the submissive wolf’s muzzle, feeling himself grow to full hardness inside the other wolf.


  Darr dipped his muzzle, whining softly, his tongue hanging out. “Bigger,” he grunted, gritting his teeth, but Arram didn’t know what that meant so he did what his body commanded him to. He slid into and out of the wolf, breathing hard, feeling his own big muscles working as if for the first time, his thick tail lashing bizarrely behind him, the only sensation he was worried about the sensation of his massive throbbing wolfhood spreading the smaller wolf wide.


  After a moment, the smaller wolf’s ruff found its way into his mouth, and Arram closed his teeth around it, and with his dick inside his packmate and his head full of endorphins, Arram became the second-happiest werewolf in all the world.


  Experimentally, he slid his dick a small measure out of his trapped packmate, and thrust it forward again.


  Darr whined loudly, pushing back up against him, dipping his head with his tongue hanging out.


  Arram repeated the motion, harder, and harder still.


  Darr pushed faithfully back against him, his pawpads and claws barely holding him in place, his legs shivering hard as Arram spread him open and filled him to bursting. The bigger wolf could tell his conquest would not be able to hold out for much longer.


  Very well.


  Arram bucked his hips as hard as he dared, his jaws clenched around Darr’s thick ruff, crushing the wolf between his teeth and his cock. The thickened base of his wolfhood spread Darr as wide as he had ever been opened, and then suddenly the thick knot in the base of Arram’s cock popped into the smaller wolf and stayed there. Underneath him, he felt Darr jerk violently in surprise.


  “HRRNGH!” the little wolf grunted as he was plugged tight, shivering violently in place, completely helpless even to move now. He squirmed, caught. Arram knew by his scent that the little wolf was on the very edge of climax himself, but now that he was tied the smaller animal would be helpless to speed the process along. Darr hung his head and moaned desperately, his eyes half-shut and his tongue hanging out.


  Arram bucked shallowly against him, inhaling deeply, snarling involuntarily. The sensations began to build within him, of Darr’s ass clamped around his knot combined with the lesser lupine’s muscular body squirming against his stomach and chest and thighs, and Arram felt like his chest was going to explode.


  Squeezing the impaled wolf in a crushing embrace, Arram grit his teeth and bore down, digging his muzzle into Darr’s shoulder as his lust completely took over his body.


  “Hrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrnnghhhhhhhhhhhhh!” Arram howled, feeling his massive wolfcock jerk and spew into the other wolf, pouring hot wolf seed into him by what felt like the gallon. He lost control of his massive arms and his legs, and he squeezed Darr with crushing force, holding him steady against the flow of wolf cum gushing into him, digging his claws into the other wolf’s chest hard enough to draw blood.


  Writhing in the larger wolf’s grasp, Darr whined explosively, his eyes opening wide and alarmed, and his own climax roared over him like an ocean wave. He jerked in surprise and pain in Arram’s grasp, shivering violently, and jerked his head back as his own body followed suit. “AwroooroooROOOOOOOO!” Dale howled, clinging to Arram’s thick forearms, his unattended wolfhood gushing thick gobs of wolf semen into his stomach and chest fur, all the way up to the underside of his muzzle.


  Still filling the little wolf from the inside, Arram began to lose feeling in his thick fingers and hands. His meat just kept unloading into the helpless little wolf trapped in his grasp, for a long, long time, filling him, as his little black packmate squirmed and clenched and shivered around his invading member.


  The little wolf finished first, shuddering as if freezing, squirming uncomfortably and whining loudly. He clung to Arram like he was fearful of the night.


  The massive wolf on top felt his cock finally relax, and then it was like all the strength went out of his body. He couldn’t move his arms even to release the little wolf from his tight grip, so he simply went limp. Let the little wolf take it from here, he thought. He trusted him.


  They tilted over to the side. Darr grunted. Arram simply exhaled.


  The smaller wolf shivered for a good full minute after they were finished. Arram held him tightly and positioned his muzzle to lick the side of Dale’s muzzle. He tasted content and relaxed.


  There was something else floating around in Arram’s mind. Something to do. Or… prepare for?


  He blinked his yellow eyes, frowning, staring into the night. What… how… what did…


  Darr shivered again, letting out a soft, contented whine, and craned his head to affectionately kiss the underside of Arram’s muzzle.


  Arram remembered this wolf was his to protect, and nothing mattered beyond that. He held guard over him the best way he knew how: he held him in his arms.


  That was all Arram could remember, so he kicked off the strange pieces of fabric clinging to his paws, made a conscious decision to ignore the strange fabric coverings around his legs, rested his head on his packmate’s neck, and closed his eyes.


  In just a few seconds, he was sound asleep.


  5:45 A.M.


  Daylight was just beginning to fill the sky when Kate Campbell made it to the ranger station.


  She pulled in, taking care to point the nose end of her hatchback back toward the main road. She would have a quick exit if she needed one.


  Kate hated to think why she might need one, but her mother hadn’t raised an idiot, and when she was walking into a situation like “He’s… changing, don’t bring the authorities or we’ll never see him again,” it wasn’t hard to theorize that she might leave the ranger station at a full run. Kate mulled this over as she tied her red hair behind her head in a tidy ponytail.


  She unclipped her door keys and scrambled out of the Focus, leaving the driver’s door standing open behind her. Walking briskly to the front door, her heart pounding with adrenaline, she looked around.


  Dale’s truck was still there. So was Adam’s. Neither of them appeared to have moved. Neither vehicle showed signs of being disturbed. There were no car keys or articles of clothing lying abandoned in the gravel driveway. No blood stains. Looking up at the building, she detected no broken windows or bullet holes. So far, so good.


  Tightening her right hand around the stun gun in her purse, Kate unlocked the front door. She opened it loudly.


  As soon as she entered she heard scrambling near the top of the stairs.


  “Who’s there?” she called, loudly.


  “Oh shit!” she heard Adam say, huskily, on the main floor. Not a great sign. His voice sounded deep, like he had just woken up.


  “I’m coming up,” Kate announced, stepping toward the stairs.


  There was a scramble of rustling and thumping at the top of the stairs.


  Withdrawing the stun gun, Kate started up the steps. She pressed herself toward the right side, edging up with her back against the wood-paneled exterior wall, her stun-gun raised and her thumb on the FIRE button.


  Adam and Dale weren’t hard to find. Their condition, however, was altogether unexpected.


  Adam Chaney stood a few yards inside the entrance, his shirt off, his pants open and unbuttoned. He was frantically buckling the belt of his dust-covered navy blue workpants, and when his thick bare arms moved in certain ways, Kate could just make out Dale cowering deeper in the room. In the occasional flashes of Dale, she saw bare skin and black hair and absolutely nothing else.


  Kate stared, her mouth hanging open.


  “G’morning!” Adam said, cheerfully.


  “It’s not what it looks like!” Dale cried from behind him.


  Kate cocked her head and stared at them. Yep. Adam and Dale. Clearly getting dressed.


  Adam considered, glancing back at Dale. “Actually, the part that you’re probably thinking of is totally what it looks like.” He grinned a big stupid goofy grin back at the ranger.


  Kate couldn’t see much of Dale, but she did catch him glaring daggers back at Adam.


  She frowned sourly. “Alright, you imbeciles. There’s nobody else here? Nobody’s in mortal peril?”


  Adam shook his head.


  Kate rolled her eyes. “Put some clothes on and then you’re explaining.” She turned around, facing the entrance stairwell. “You have ten seconds.”


  There was a frantic rustling behind her.


  Sighing, Kate felt like she was back in college and she’d walked in on her roommate having sex with some fratboy moron.


  “It’s really not what it looks like!” Dale wailed pathetically.


  Adam chuckled, a deep bass. “Dude, you gotta stop saying that.”


  Eight… nine… ten. “Time’s up.” Kate whirled around.


  Dale was still bare-chested and barely wearing his hunter green workpants (minus any undergarments, Kate noticed), facing away from her, and he yelped pitifully as his thick legs fought the canvas. He toppled over onto the couch, eyes wide and alarmed, crimson from the middle of his chest up to the top of his head. Adam, on the other hand, leisurely picked a white shirt off the coffee table and handed it to Dale. “Hi!” he greeted Kate, brightly.


  Kate stared at him, and then looked down at his thick chest. He wasn’t hard on the eyes. “Leave the shirt off,” she said. “I at least deserve a little eye candy for getting dragged out here.”


  Adam processed that and then grinned at her like a labrador. If he had a tail it would be wagging, she thought.


  “Now then. You want to tell me what the hell happened? I assume your sexcapades weren’t the reason for the twenty frantic phone calls last night.” She looked back and forth between the dopey electrician and the cowering ranger. Dale scrambled off the couch and paced around, looking for his shoes and socks. “You can’t even find your clothes? You idiots must’ve fucked like animals in here.”


  Adam’s grin actually increased in size. He tried to exchange a glance at Dale, who turned a deeper shade of crimson and very deliberately avoided his gaze.


  Dale pulled his shirt over his head, swallowing. “It’s nothing,” the ranger grunted, his voice low and angry. “We had a few drinks. Got to foolin’ around. May have made some unnecessary phone calls.” He glared at Adam, and then turned back to Kate. “Sorry to ruin your evening.”


  Kate narrowed her eyes at him, and Dale practically shriveled before her gaze.


  Dale lowered his head like a scolded dog. He wouldn’t meet her eyes.


  Adam cleared his throat. “Dale’s a werewolf,” he said, simply.


  Wide-eyed, Dale froze.


  It took Kate’s brain a moment to process the words that Adam had spoken. She looked up at him very slowly. “I’m sorry,” she said. “What was that?”


  The big electrician cocked his head. “Dale’s a werewolf, and he turned into this beast thing, and then like an asshole he turned ME into a beast thing, and then we had sex.” He stared at them. “Crazy, wild, man-beast sex.” He nodded, thoughtfully. “We thought he had the flu, but he actually had…werewolfism.” The bald electrician nodded gravely.


  Kate stared at him, and then at Dale, and then back at Adam, and then back at Dale. Adam looked smug and vaguely dopey… so, normal… and Dale looked horrified – down to his very core. Neither of them seemed particularly amused.


  Kate slid her stun gun slowly back out of her purse.


  Adam’s eyes widened. “Whoa, hey!” he said. “I didn’t say we were dangerous!”


  Kate narrowed her eyes. “I don’t think you are. I am very dangerous, however!” She pointed the stun gun at Adam. “And if you idiots think it’s funny that I drove 85 miles at five in the morning on no sleep for a fucking prank you do not know the meaning of the word dangerou–”


  Adam cut her off, waving his big hands in front of her. “No, seriously!” he gasped. “I mean it! Dale, tell her!” He turned to the ranger.


  Head hunched down, Dale swallowed, frowning. He glanced over to glare at Adam.


  “It’s okay,” Adam said, softly. “I got yer back.”


  Dale stared at him for a long time, and finally rolled his eyes, sighing. Another few moments passed with agonizing slowness. He looked away. “I don’t know what I got to tell her that you didn’t already,” he whispered.


  Kate stared at them both. “Oh please.” She was still holding the stun gun, but she couldn’t decide which of them to point it at.


  Adam grunted. “You’re right. It’s much more likely that Dale charmed the pants off of me, a handsome bisexual twenty-something with eighteen-inch biceps and literally dozens of other sexual prospects. Because he’s such a smooth guy.”


  Kate thought about that, and slowly lowered her stun gun. “Okay,” she said. “I suppose you do have a point there.”


  Dale furrowed his brows angrily. “Hey!”


  She turned toward Adam. “I’m only entertaining this thought because I haven’t slept in 28 hours and I am running on gas station coffee, but I’m gonna need more proof than that.”


  Adam nodded, and then looked around. It only took him a moment. “Here,” he said, taking two steps and reaching down for something.


  It was a construction boot, a big one, 16 at least. It definitely looked like Adam’s. Or at least, it looked like it had been Adam’s, because the leather upper was separated from the rubber sole, which was nowhere to be found. It looked like the boot had burst from within, like someone had inflated a car airbag inside of it. Frayed yellow switching hung from the mangled leather boot-top like dangling jungle vines.


  Kate stared at the boot, and two thoughts popped into her head. The first was Hey! That’s a great prop for such a lame prank! The other was Holy fucking shit Dale’s a werewolf!


  She cocked her head. “Got anything else?” She felt surprisingly calm about the entire thing.


  Adam looked around. “How about that?” He gestured toward the break room door.


  Kate stared at that a moment. The door had clearly been destroyed. Bits of it were scattered all around the floor.


  She blinked. “Umm. Wow. Could… could have been your psychosexual olympics.” She turned back to him. “Got anything else?”


  Dale let out a strangled whine, and the sound was so undeniably lupine that it made the hairs on the back of Kate’s neck stand up. “Katie, you don’t believe this shit, do you?” he whimpered. He looked back at Adam and back at her, hunching his shoulders anxiously. He even held himself like a scared dog.


  “Ngh!” Adam grunted, and Kate heard what sounded like knuckles popping crazy-loud, and when she turned back her rational brain took a little vacation.


  Adam was looking down at his hands, except they weren’t his hands anymore; they were gigantic white-furred wolf-paws, except they weren’t exactly paws, they were more like hand-paws, and holy shit Adam was a werewolf too. He looked at his paws and grinned, satisfied.


  Kate stared, and felt strangely calm. “Okay,” she said. “I’m convinced.” She turned back to Dale. “Why didn’t you tell me you were a werewolf?”


  Dale stared pathetically at both of them, dipping his head and hunching over anxiously. He looked nervously back and forth, his eyes wide, like he might make a break for it.


  Adam straightened up, eyes wide. “Hey, it’s okay,” he said, soothingly. “Katie’s a friend. She’s gonna help us figure this thing out.” He crossed the room to Dale in three steps, and just when Kate thought the ranger was going to bolt Adam put his furry arms around him. He held him tight and slid around behind him.


  As Kate watched, Dale visibly calmed. Adam pressed his bare chest up to the ranger’s back, and Dale took a few deep breaths. He blinked as if in surprise, breathing deeply, and before thirty seconds had passed he was all but asleep in Adam’s arms.


  “It’s alright,” Adam whispered into Dale’s ear, nuzzling the back of his head, squeezing him gently. Dale reached up to gently touch Adam’s furry forearms, looking relaxed and subdued.


  Kate watched the two of them, and something occurred to her. She narrowed her eyes. “Oh my God. You’ve got the behaviors, too. Look at that, you’ve already established a pack structure.”


  Adam looked up at her, wide-eyed and clueless. Dale hung his head, frowning in shame. He clearly didn’t want to be the submissive wolf. But he didn’t deny that he was.


  A torrent of information began roiling through Kate’s brain, consisting of basically every piece of canine-related information she remembered from ten different biology courses. Now her curiosity began to get the better of her.


  She took ten steps to snatch a magnifying glass off of one of the exam tables and strode over to Adam and Dale with it. “Palm up,” she said.


  Blinking in confusion, and then grinning like an idiot, Adam lifted his big white-furred right paw and opened his fingers.


  It was undeniably, impossibly real, right in front of her. Hand and finger structures were notoriously difficult to replicate, even for big-budget film studios, and Kate could tell immediately that she was looking at a piece of a living organism.


  She grasped the back of Adam’s paw with one hand (it was huge, it was like holding a throw pillow), moderately surprised at how soft and warm it was, and peered over his palm with her glass at hand.


  The leather was fine-grained and absolutely canine in structure. Adam waggled his fingers and she saw the leather wrinkle and stretch. There was a wide, variegated scar spanning across the flat of his palm.


  “Mmm,” she said. “Is this a scar you… normally have?” She looked up at him.


  Adam blinked at her. “I grabbed a saucepan off the stove,” he said. “When I was six.”


  “Interesting,” Kate said again, and released his hand. Adam put both his furry paws onto Dale’s shoulders. The smaller ranger shivered. Kate looked at him, and he wouldn’t make eye contact.


  “Dale,” she said. “Are you okay?”


  Dale let out a shuddering breath, and shrugged. “I guess so,” he said, frowning.


  On impulse, Kate reached forward and stroked Dale’s short spiky hair. The other ranger flinched at first, standing between the two of them.


  She stared at him. “Dale,” she said softly. “I get it, this is extremely fucked up. But if anybody knows how to deal with… werewolfism… it’s a couple of park rangers. Okay? We’re gonna get through this.”


  Looking sick, the ranger swallowed. “Lycanthropy,” he said, smiling weakly. “Werewolfism isn’t a word.”


  Kate mock-scowled at him. “I know it’s not a word,” she snapped.


  They stared at each other for a moment, and the Kate leaned forward and enveloped him in a tight hug.


  Dale sighed audibly, and gently squeezed her back.


  They parted after a moment.


  She smiled at him and squeezed his arm. And then, just like that, she had a plan. It was a simple one, but it would be fine, for now.


  “Okay,” she said, finally. “Here’s what we’re going to do.”


  They both cocked their heads at her.


  She looked around, nodding slowly. “Alright. Adam, you take Dale home. Clean yourselves up and sort yourselves out. I’ll stay here and clean the place up.” She looked up at him. “If anybody asks, we’ll say Dale got sick and you took him home. I’m here because…” She thought for a moment. “You called me… and I came to watch the station.” She looked around, testing that scenario out. “That works, right? We’ve got the station covered and it gives you two a chance to think things through. I will… um… think of something for the door.”


  They both nodded.


  Kate lifted a finger and pointed delicately to Adam’s furry forearms. “And you might want to… ah… lose the wolf gloves.”


  Adam looked down at his hands, his eyes widening comically. “Oh! Right!” he said. He frowned down in concentration at his arms. There was some assorted knuckle popping, but his arms shrank down in size like molten plastic closing around a vacuum form. The fur thinned out and receded until there was nothing left, and then there was just plain old Adam, grinning like a moron at his own hands.


  Kate shook her head. “I saw that and I still can’t believe it.” She looked at Dale.


  Dale held his hands up. “Don’t look at me. I did it and I don’t believe it.”


  Kate nodded. “Alright. The next shift gets in at eight. I’ll come straight to Dale’s and we’ll figure out how the hell you got infected in the first place.” She crossed her arms. “And I’m going to want to see you transform. Completely.”


  Adam leered goofily at her. “Are you sure you’re not just trying to get me naked?”


  Kate rolled her eyes. “God, Adam,” she said. “It’s good to see you’re still the same old idiot.”


  He stared at her for a moment, his eyes twinkling.


  Dale shook his head. “I can’t watch this,” he grumbled. He began thumping his way toward the break room. “Need my bag. Get my keys. Wash my face. Be right back.” He staggered off across the wood floor and picked his way through the debris into he break room. A second later, she heard water running loudly.


  Kate watched Adam, who watched Dale with blissful, stupid devotion, and the look in the electrician’s eyes was unquestionably… no. It couldn’t be. Could it? After one night?


  Impossible, that Adam would have fallen this hard. And yet…


  Stranger things have happened, she thought, with a smile.


  


  

  Dale took the stairs two at a time, pounding down them on his big booted feet. He needed to get outside.


  Adam was right behind him. “Hey, Dale!” the big bald electrician protested. “Wait up!”


  Dale hit the door hard, hard enough to swing it against the side of the building, and burst into the sunlight, gasping. The scent of the forest, familiar but so much more significant now, like it had weight, roared over him like an ocean wave – pine cones and tree sap and animal musk and even the gravel in the parking lot – and he staggered for a moment, trying to process all the information his body was dumping into his brain. It was enough time for Adam to catch up behind him.


  “Dale, what’s the matter?” Adam asked, a concerned whine creeping into his voice. He gently grasped Dale’s arm, stopping him in his tracks. “You kind of bolted. Are you okay?”


  He whirled, and as soon as he lay eyes on Adam and his beautiful face, twisted into a grimace of concern, the ranger felt another surge of emotion. Bare your throat roll over go to him lick his face submit submit submit the alpha will help you the alpha will help you SUBMIT. He snapped his eyes shut, clamping his meaty hands over his temples. The voices instincts? welled up inside him, painfully, and just as he was about to scream howl? he felt Adam’s arms around him, and that made all the difference.


  The big idiot squeezed him, and to Dale it was like he was pushing the madness right out of him.


  He opened his eyes and blinked, surprised. Suddenly he felt okay again. Inches away from him, Adam smiled gorgeously.


  Dale felt dread drop into his stomach. He had to stop this now before it got too far.


  “Get off me,” he growled.


  Adam stared at him, his brow furrowing unhappily No you’ve upset the alpha what have you done, and Dale shook his head. He bit his lip, fighting the urge to cower submissively. It would be better in the long run. He couldn’t let this go on any further.


  Adam stared back at him, hurt, and cocked his head. After a moment, he seemed to realize something, and then he re-adopted his familiar, vacant and vaguely smug stare. He did let go of Dale’s shoulders, but he left one big hand lingering on his arm.


  Dale pulled away and walked toward his truck. “Whatever you just thought of, don’t tell me, okay?” he snapped over his shoulder.


  Adam stared at him, surprised, but then he grinned that stupid lopsided little smile, and again it made Dale’s heart flutter a little. But that was useless, it would never work. They were horrible for one another. Adam was going places, and Dale would just drag him down. Dale swallowed his emotions as he unlocked the driver’s side door of his truck.


  “Dale, you don’t have to do this anymore,” Adam said, softly. He stepped in behind him.


  Dale half-turned and stared at him. He didn’t know what the electrician was talking about, and he felt his confusion give way almost immediately to anger. “What?” he demanded, hotly.


  Adam half-smiled. He wasn’t getting mad. He’ll never get mad. “You don’t have to do this. I get what you’re doing – you think everybody leaves sooner or later, so you push people away before they can get too close. But you don’t have to do that with me.” He cocked his head like a satisfied labrador. Like it was that simple.


  Dale scowled back at him. “I don’t do that!” he snapped. Did he? He thought frantically back to the patio last night. Why had he pushed Adam off him? He looked down, his eyes widening. Had that been it?


  Adam nodded slowly. “It’s okay,” he said, quietly. He reached forward and gently touched Dale’s forearm. “I’m not gonna leave.”


  Dale tried to ignore the gentle feeling of warmth from Adam’s hand. “Adam, don’t you get it?” he asked, wearily. “It doesn’t matter. None of it matters. What happened up there… that wasn’t us. That was just…animals.” He swallowed, feeling hot, and looked hesitantly back up at the electrician. He was such a nice kid. “We changed, Adam. But then… we changed back.” He suddenly felt very tired.


  Adam stared thoughtfully back at him, and then slowly shook his head. “No, Dale,” he said, quietly. “We’re wolves now.” He squeezed the ranger’s wrist, and nodded definitively. “I feel it. I know you do, too. We’re different, now. Both of us.”


  Dale opened his mouth to argue, but he couldn’t think of anything to say, so he just let out a frustrated breath and closed his mouth.


  Adam gently encircled Dale’s left wrist, and leaned forward to put his big left hand on top of the ranger’s head. Dale’s head started swimming with his scent immediately.


  “You’re forgetting the most important thing,” Adam said, leaning in close. “But I remember. I remember that when wolves mate, they mate for life.”


  Dale did have a response for that, that he did remember, that he was a five-year veteran of the Marshall County Park Rangers, and if any asshole should know that wolves mate for life it would be him, but he couldn’t get the words out. His instincts told him to shut up and press close against the bigger wolf, and listen to his heartbeat, and it wouldn’t even matter that his emotions were so full and raw that he was shaking.


  He leaned forward, and Adam swept him up into a hug with his oversized arms. He squeezed Dale and nuzzled his right ear.


  “You shouldn’t play with an old man’s heart like this,” he whispered, shakily.


  Adam was silent for a moment, and then leaned down to kiss him, and in that moment of warm, wet contact, Dale felt his resolve suddenly crumble.


  He was still standing against Adam’s chest a full minute later when he heard crunching on the gravel behind Adam. Dale felt so relaxed in the bigger man’s arms that it took him a moment to register.


  They slowly separated. Kate had come down the steps into the sunlight. For the first time Dale noticed her car standing in the middle of the lot with its driver’s door hanging open. He grimaced.


  Adam apparently had the same thought. “Sorry if we scared you,” he rumbled.


  Kate smiled tiredly. “It’s no problem. I just gotta pull this into a parking space. You guys should get going, though. Tim gets in early sometimes.” She climbed into her hatchback and started the engine. “I’ll see you around eight, okay?”


  Adam nodded. He turned back to Dale. “Your place?” he asked.


  Dale nodded. Still unsure of what was going on in his own head, he climbed behind the wheel of his truck. As long as he and the alpha were together, he knew he would be okay.


  Adam started to walk around the hood. “Hey,” he said, turning.


  Dale looked up at the grinning electrician.


  Adam stared at him. “Are you glad I stayed?” he said, smugly.


  “No,” Dale grunted, though he couldn’t keep the smile off his face.


  He waved to Kate as they pulled out of the parking lot. In the seat next to him, his big lug of a werewolf boyfriend stretched his arms over his head and yawned out the window.


  Despite himself, Dale smiled. It was going to be a beautiful day.


  NIGHT DRIVE


  © Shepherd J. Wolf 2012



  


  I’ll tell you something


  I am a wolf but


  I like to wear sheeps’ clothing


  “Temptation Waits”, Garbage, Version 2.0. An extremely successful sophomore album, and arguably one of the best road trip mixes of all time. But Sean MacGregor wasn’t in the mood for a road trip. Sean MacGregor was in the mood for bed. It was 1:00 a.m., after all, and he’d slept about three hours the night before.


  Yawning, the young Siberian husky reached over and twisted the stick left behind when his Blazer’s volume knob had popped off one day. Shirley Manson filled the car, but it was just noise.


  He looked down at the trip odometer, which he’d reset when he’d filled up back in Chicago. 47 miles, it said. That meant he was still forty minutes from the University, his dorm room, and his nice… warm… soft… fluffy bed.


  He’d made the trip dozens of times, but for thirty miles between the Indiana state line and where he picked up 49 at Chesterton, there were no streetlights, and thus no landmarks. This late on a Sunday, there weren’t even any other cars  just the occasional semi. Just miles… and miles… of darkness.


  Sean looked back up, and jerked the wheel to the right abruptly  he’d drifted a few feet out of his lane. He was so tired. He slapped the sides of his muzzle, trying to wake himself up. His eyes didn’t want to stay open.


  Blinking slowly, yawning massively, Sean reached down and turned the HVAC controls to full cold. He’d have had the windows wide open, except it was drizzling gently, and he couldn’t stand the constant spray into the car. The wipers thunked back and forth rhythmically in front of him.


  Back and forth and back and forth and back and forth and–


  Somewhere in the night behind him, deafeningly loud in the silent darkness, a semi’s horn blasted so loudly that Sean could physically feel the vibration in the air.


  HAWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWRRRRNNNKKKKK!


  “AWK!” he yelped, jerking so violently that his seatbelt locked against him. Wide-eyed, he whirled around, scrambling to hold the wheel.


  WHRRRRRRRRRRRRRNNNNNGGHHHH! went the driver’s side wheels of his car, as they rolled over the rumble strip on the left shoulder of the highway. He jerked the wheel again, making the Blazer lurch back into the leftmost lane, bucking unhappily in protest. All four shocks creaked loudly enough to be heard inside the car. The fuzzy dice dangling from the rearview flailed violently from their perch, like a flag in a mighty gust of wind.


  His heart pounding, rage on his face, Sean glanced sharply to his right, looking for the truck. His veins coursed with adrenaline, setting his muscles on fire.


  It was two lanes to his right, gaining on him, slowly pulling past his Blazer. They were both doing 70, but Sean could see the driver staring at him. He looked like a bear of some kind. The truck pulled level and stayed there.


  “What the fuck was that?!” he howled, though he knew the driver would not be able to hear him. He glanced back over at him, his brow furrowed murderously.


  You OK? the trucker mouthed.


  Sean stared at him. He looked back at the road.


  Now fully awake, Sean realized how close to sleep he had really been. When he’d snapped awake he’d been half on the shoulder, headed for the guardrail.


  The trucker had seen it and blasted the horn to wake him up.


  Blushing furiously, Sean waved his awkward thanks and stepped on the gas. He flailed one big paw at the trucker as the Blazer surged forward, so embarrassed he couldn’t even look at him.


  The truck receded into his rearview mirror, and just as Sean was about to lose him around a bend, the trucker blinked his headlights two times.


  Taking a guilty breath, Sean tapped his brake lights a few times.


  And that was all he expected of the interaction.


  Twenty minutes later, the husky flipped his turn signal as he approached a highway rest stop. He followed the dark pathway to the empty parking lot, more or less wide awake and well into his second wind.


  The line of spaces for passenger cars was completely empty, save for a fogged-over, brownish 1980’s Chevy sedan, the same one that seemed to lurk at every rest stop in America around this time of night. Sean parked at the opposite end and killed the engine.


  Closer to the highway, the truck lot was half-full of idling beasts bedded down for the night. The deep bass of diesel engines rumbled like soft thunder in the distance.


  Sean climbed out of the car, into the cold and the quiet. It was November and probably 40 degrees out, but Sean didn’t bother with a jacket. He was, after all, a husky. He flip-flopped to the double glass doors, perfectly comfortable in his tanktop and athletic shorts, stretching his muscular arms over his head, rolling his head back and forth and rubbing his thick shoulders. His legs were sore solely from going so long on so little sleep.


  The rest stop was empty inside as well, silent except for canned elevator music, full of brochures for quaint little Indiana bed’n’breakfasts and posters about construction schedules. He passed them and headed straight for the men’s room.


  After pissing out the last of his terrible Shell station coffee, Sean washed his hands at the clunky porcelain sink and shook them out dry.


  Next to the sinks was a full-length mirror. It was just polished stainless steel, and it hardly did him justice, but Sean paused to admire himself anyway.


  After a Freshman year of getting steadily fatter on his school’s meat-and-potatoes cafeteria fare, he had started working out again in earnest as soon as he was back home for summer vacation, and amped it up when he’d returned the following fall. Now, after four straight months of aggressive weight training and nightly runs, he had the body of a god. Even his stark white and inky black markings looked better on his trim, muscular frame, set off perfectly by his black athletic shorts and white wifebeater tanktop. Sean loved wearing monochromatic clothing because of the effect is ice-blue eyes had; he loved when he could get people to stare.


  His legs were thick with muscle, his calves lithe and angular even under his thick fur, with his massive meaty paws barely contained in navy blue flipflops. His pecs were such thick slabs of muscle that the skintight tanktop created a deep shadow in the center of his chest. He hooked a thick thumb under the hem of his tanktop and tugged it upward, so he could see the perfect white definition of his perfect husky abs.


  “Damn,” he said to the mirror. “You fine.”


  That, of course, was the moment when the bear trucker clomped into the restroom.


  Startled, Sean jerked violently and stumbled awkwardly away from the mirror. He tugged his shirt back down, humiliated. “Just checking my fur,” he mumbled, lamely.


  The bear grinned as he stepped into the room. “Don’t stop on my account,” he said.


  The trucker was a huge brown bear, only a few inches taller than Sean but significantly thicker. He was clad in a long-sleeved hunter-green knit shirt that clung to his thick shoulders like lycra, showing off his impressive triceps and beefy biceps, the rest of his torso covered by a chocolate-colored down vest. Inside the vest Sean could see a barrel chest and a thick, muscular stomach. The bear wore basic jeans that barely contained his powerful quads, and enormous black construction boots, topped off with a navy blue baseball cap. He had a pleasantly-thick bulge in the crotch of his Levis.


  The bear had a strong, craggy jawline and a thick black beard running along the angles of his muzzle. It wrapped up around his mouth, and as Sean stared he had to consciously tell himself to look away.


  The husky coughed loudly, turning back to the nearest sink. “Sorry,” he squeaked. “Been working out. Just checking my progress.” He splashed cold water onto his crimson-tinted face to attempt to curtail the heat he felt rising in his face. A quick look at the mirror revealed that he was, in fact, turning pink.


  The bear chuckled, his voice deep and manly. It made Sean’s fur puff out. “No worries,” he said. “It’s an old joke.”


  Sean looked sideways at him, dripping water from his face and big paws. “What’s that?” he asked, slowly.


  The bear grinned. “What’s black and white and red all over?” He grinned, and pointed at Sean with a thick finger. “I found it,” he said, grinning lopsidedly.


  Sean frowned at him, blushing harder.


  The bear tilted his head in a decidedly cocksure fashion, and took a few steps closer. “You feeling any better?” he rumbled. He had such a deep voice. It was kind of gravelly. Sean liked it a lot, especially from just two feet away.


  The husky nodded guiltily. “I was wondering if you’d recognize me,” he said. “Thanks. I didn’t realize how tired I was.” He shook his face, squeezing the water out of his fur.


  The bear stepped even closer, tearing off a few paper towels and holding them outward in one big paw. Sean looked down at the sink. At this distance he could smell the bear. He smelled like Old Spice, vinyl and motor oil.


  “That isn’t the only trick I have for keeping muscled-up huskies awake,” the bear said, as Sean took the towel.


  The husky paused, and then glanced at him.


  The bear grinned toothily. Standing just a few feet away, so close Sean could almost feel his heat, he let his eyes wander down the husky’s thickly-muscled chest, lingering over his waist. “So are you wearing a jock strap under all that jock gear?” he asked, his deep voice filling Sean’s ears. “Or something more interesting?”


  The husky took a few deep breaths, swallowing as his mouth filled with saliva.


  He looked the trucker over. He wanted him. He really wanted him. And he could have him, with just a word. His heart began pounding, and suddenly his senses came alive. He could smell tobacco on the trucker, and sweat, and stale coffee and good old-fashioned bear musk.


  He’d never had a bear before, he thought. Hell, he’d never fucked outside his immediate age group.


  Sean cocked his head. “Not wearing anything under all this jock gear,” he said.


  The bear stared at him for a long moment, processing that, and then looked down at the husky’s crotch, nodding. “My,” he whispered softly. “That…is interesting.”


  The bear was caught, Sean realized. The trucker was captivated by him, enough to risk a fight at a highway rest stop, so strongly did he want the husky. He had probably rejected dozens of flannel-wearing barrel-gutted beasts on the trail, but now he’d found a perfect little college-jock husky he desperately wanted.


  Excellent, Sean thought.


  Outwardly, he frowned. “Do you have protection?” he asked.


  Staring him directly in the eye, the bear nodded. His eyes were gray, Sean noted. True, real gray, in a sea of chocolate brown fur. The bear was probably in his late forties, maybe his fifties. He could have been a Colt model.


  “Okay, then,” the husky said. He took two slow steps forward, into the bear’s personal space, and at this distance he could feel his heat and sense his power. He angled his muzzle upward slightly and brushed it against the bear’s. The trucker’s beard was stiff and bristly.


  The bear exhaled slowly.


  Sean pressed the side of his muzzle hard against the bear’s short muzzle, pushing his head to one side. He opened his jaws and bit him gently on the side of the muzzle, rubbing his long canines against the bear’s beard.


  The bear closed his eyes and raised his muzzle, exhaling loudly. “Ungh,” he grunted, arching his back and angling his shoulders back.


  Sean dipped his muzzle and dug his cold nose in against the base of the trucker’s snout, inhaling deeply and basking in his scent. It filled his nostrils and every daddy-sex fantasy he’d ever had came stampeding to the forefront of his mind. He felt his cock slide out of his sheath as it surged to full hardness, tenting the front of his shorts impressively out from his body.


  The trucker reached for his chest. Sean grabbed his thick wrists, holding them in place, biting at his collarbone. The bear struggled lightly, and Sean held his arms at his sides with his own considerable strength. “Keep your arms down,” he growled, biting the trucker’s thick chest.


  The bear struggled and growled at him, frustrated. “Listen here, husky boy,” the bear snapped. “If you think I’m going to sub for your fluffy ass you are seriously mistaken about your place in the univer–”


  “Ssshh,” Sean told him. “It’s not like that.” He took a step back, giving the trucker his best bedroom eyes. “I just want you really horned up.” He licked his teeth, his tongue curling up in front of his nose, and reached for the bear’s shoulders. “I really want you to give it to me.”


  The bear scowled at him, his nostrils flaring, and finally nodded slowly. “Alright,” he said, frowning, shivering again as Sean squeezed his thick shoulders. “But it’s been a long, lonely fucking run, puppy… so don’t push it.”


  Sean grinned. “But I like pushing it. I’m a husky. It’s what we do.”


  The bear sneered. “Yeah, well, don’t be surprised if I push back.”


  Sean ran his paws down the bear’s meaty arms, breathing hard, and let his arousal show, licking his teeth and snuffling hard. Paws shaking, he stepped in close again, running his paws up the bear’s thick sides, inside his vest.


  The trucker watched Sean intently and exhaled loudly, his breath smelling of stale coffee and cigarettes, arching his back as he was manhandled by the athletic husky. Sean ran his big paws up the bear’s sides, inside his vest, up under his arms and around his narrow waist. He hugged himself to the burly bear trucker, staring lustfully up at him, and slowly closed the distance to the trucker’s waiting, open muzzle. They kissed hard and deep, and the bear tasted exactly as Sean had hoped and better.


  They fought each other’s tongues, teeth scraping and grinding, and suddenly the bear reached up to encircle Sean’s shoulders, the trucker’s mitt-like paws groping along his muscular back. The trucker’s paws slid down the arch of his back, making him shiver, and Sean ground his swollen dogmeat up against the bear’s own thick crotch. He felt the bear slide one paw up under his tanktop and the other down the back of his shorts.


  Feeling the bear’s meaty paw under his tail, Sean arched his back and pushed his butt out. The bear’s fingers slid between his cheeks, and he felt one blunt clawtip probe at his entrance. He broke the kiss, moaning, digging his muzzle into the bear’s hard collarbone, drooling onto his knit top. “Unngghhh,” he moaned, and then he felt the bear’s other paw fight its way up inside his undershirt, stretching it painfully tight, and then slowly grasp his ruff and twist.


  The bear nuzzled the side of his head, biting at his ear. “Not objecting now, I see,” he growled, his voice an octave lower than it had previously been.


  Sean writhed under the bear’s double-grasp. “Unnnhhh fuck meee,” he moaned, arching his back and trying to impale himself on the bear’s thick finger.


  The bear chuckled. “What an eager little puppy you are,” he said, leaning in to lick and slurp at his muzzle. “I thought you’d never ask.”


  Sean swallowed hard, and glanced over his shoulder. “We’re gonna have to be quick, though. No telling when the next road-tripper is gonna have to take a shit.”


  The bear’s face twisted into a grimace. “Jeez, boy,” he said. “I have a sleeper cab. What kind of fucking savage do you think I am?”


  Sean blinked at him, and then grinned. “Oh. Right,” he said. “That’s cool too.”


  The trucker blinked at him, looked up and away, and turned to lead the way.


  As the burly ursine led Sean to his rig, the November night was undoubtedly just as cool as it had been previously, but the husky felt nothing but heat.


  He watched the trucker as he moved, admiring the thick, blocky lines of his wide back and arms… his confident swagger… even his big bear paws. The trucker glanced back at him, and in the shadowy parking lot, the trucker’s face was completely hidden in the shadows of his baseball cap. The thought of being mounted and manhandled by him kept Sean’s cock at near-full attention.


  “You are so fucking hot,” he whispered, following the bear into the sparsely-populated parking lot.


  “Sssshhhh,” the bear said over his shoulder, though he probably needn’t have bothered. It was obvious based on their direction which truck was the bear’s, and with one powder-blue exception in the next space, there wasn’t another truck for fifty feet. Sean hoped that trucker was a heavy sleeper. The parking spots were angled, so at least the windows weren’t level, but if a husky was anything, it wasn’t quiet.


  The bear’s rig was burnt-orange, the kind with the engine that extended way out from the front of the cab with great big flared wheel wells. That sort of truck probably had a name, but Sean didn’t know it. The rig had Ohio plates, a rectangular grill the size of a card table, and a little red diamond on the front that said INTERNATIONAL. It was loud and tall and rank and imposing and its very presence made Sean’s heart pound. He was seriously going to get fucked in this very sexy truck.


  To his surprise, the trucker stepped up to the passenger side.


  Sean stared blankly. “I hope you don’t expect me to drive this thing,” he said, eyes wide.


  The trucker grinned at him  in the shadows, all Sean could see was his teeth; it was scary and incredibly fucking hot at the same time  and shook his head. “I want to start the festivities up front. Steering wheels tend to get in the way of that sort of thing.”


  He reached nearly over his head, wrenched the door handle, and swung the door open, opening the cab to the night. The soft light and scent of vinyl and old cloth met Sean’s nose. The trucker put one big paw on the steel grate steps, and hoisted himself up. His shirt lifted up in the back, showing the thick ridge of his spine, surrounded by flat slabs of chocolate-fur covered muscle over the small stub of his tail.


  Sean watched him climb. “Hey, hold it. I’m not leaving tonight without a memory card full of naked bear pictures,” he said, “because there is no way my friends are going to believe I bagged such a fucking hottie.”


  The bear put one foot in the cab, turned and grinned, all but his teeth again lost to the shadows. He hooked his left thumb under his thick shirt, tugging up to the middle of his abdomen, showing off his meaty stomach, lifting his thick right arm and flexing his massive, weightlifter-sized bicep, curling his thick fist over.


  Sean had his cameraphone out in half a second. He was so horned up his paws were shaking.


  After the picture was taken, the husky scrambled up after the trucker, who was sitting pretty with his legs spread on the passenger seat.


  When he was on the edge of the cab, Sean reached around behind himself to pull the door shut. He had one paw on it when he happened to glance up, into the cab of the powder-blue truck next to him, and was startled to find someone staring back at him.


  In the cab of the next truck was a gray wolf, amber eyes wide and alarmed, staring directly at him. The wolf froze, mouth slightly parted, and Sean realized he’d been watching the whole interchange.


  He still hadn’t decided what to do when the bear grabbed him by the waistband and tugged him into the truck, and it was very easy to just pull the door shut behind him.


  So the wolf knew. So what.


  Sean decided it would be his little secret.


  The bear pulled Sean backward, and he fell roughly into his lap, and as soon as the door latched the trucker was all over him.


  “Thaaaaat’s better,” the bear whispered into his ear, wrapping his thick arms around Sean’s torso and crushing the husky back against him. Sean shivered at the aggressive handling and arched his back, half-closing his eyes and letting out a little whine. “Isn’t this nice?” the bear rumbled. “We can do whatever we want out here and no one will see.”


  The bear shoved one paw under Sean’s shirt, rubbing his massive hand hard over the husky’s bare stomach, and it made the dog whine and shudder. The bear gently grazed him with his claws, and Sean arched his back, tensing his six-pack and moaning softly.


  “Aww, the puppy likes it a little rough, don’t he,” the bear whispered, encircling Sean’s throat and muzzle with his right paw, twisting his thumb and forefinger to roughly shove Sean’s muzzle to his left. The bear leaned in from behind, pushing his own muzzle in for a rough, disconnected, wet and messy kiss. Sean moaned into his mouth.


  “Yeah, you do,” the bear whispered, nipping him on the muzzle and then angling his muzzle to bite him on the ear.


  Sean shuddered, swallowing hard. His mouth was filling with saliva. “Yeah,” he said. “I like it,” he whined. “I fuckin’ love it. You’re so verbal,” he rumbled. “This is so fucking hot.”


  The bear squeezed his throat and the base of his muzzle, holding him tightly. He dug his claws gently into his abdomen, tickling him fiercely. “Yeah? Should I tell you what a bad dog you are? Or are you a good puppy?”


  Sean writhed in his arms, clenching his teeth and shivering, certain the trucker could feel his jaw muscles working. “I’m a bad dog,” he snarled, clamping his paws around the armrests.


  The trucker picked it up flawlessly. “I bet you are,” he said, the tinge of a growl in his voice. “Look at what you’re doing, you dirty fuckin’ mutt. Look what you got yourself into.” The bear put his left paw on Sean’s throat and jaw, crushing the husky against his chest, and clamped his right paw around Sean’s thick quad, making him jerk in shock. “A bad dog like you needs to be taught a lesson.”


  He forced his thick fingers into Sean’s athletic shorts, along his inner thigh, and roughly grabbed at his defenseless fuzzy ballsac. The warmth and strength of his paws on Sean’s bare nuts made him shiver violently.


  “Unnnghh!” Sean groaned, arching his back and grinding back against the trucker. “Yyyeahh!” he moaned. “Teach me a lesson.”


  The trucker manhandled his way deeper up the leg of Sean’s shorts, pulling the shorts nearly up to the massive tent in his crotch, and dug his sharp little claws in under the husky’s nuts. “You bad boy,” he rumbled. “Let’s see how you like this.” He squeezed his balls while he did it, and the sensation was like an electric shock up Sean’s spine.


  “NNNNGGHH!” Sean squealed, throwing his head back and panting. “F-f-fucking asshole!” he gasped. “You piece of shit!”


  The bear twiddled his thick fingers, tickling the ultra-sensitive fuzzy spot behind Sean’s balls. “Such a dirty husky,” he growled, his breath hot on Sean’s ear. “You’re only making it worse for yourself.” He stopped tickling and clamped his thick fingers around Sean’s nuts, pulling away from the husky and squeezing them.


  Sean dug his claws into the vinyl of the armrests. “Arrrrrrgh!” he cried. “Asshole!” he hissed.


  “You love it,” the bear growled in his ear.


  Sean shivered violently, humping shallowly into the air. His cock was achingly hard against his shorts, so much so that he could feel the elastic digging in under his tail.


  “Mmmmm, I could get used to this,” the bear rumbled.


  “Fuck you!” Sean snarled. “Ain’tcha gonna fuck me like a man?”


  The bear growled softly. “And what if I don’t want to?” he asked, releasing his death-grip on Sean’s balls. The husky sank back against him, panting, and he suddenly became aware both of how steamingly hot it was in the cab and of a stiffness like a flashlight digging in under his tail.


  “What if I just want to hold you here and play with you?” the bear asked, snatching up the hem of Sean’s tanktop with both paws and tugging it violently upward. Sean leaned forward and lifted his arms up, his tongue hanging out, and shivered as he was unceremoniously deprived of half of his clothing. The bear tossed his shirt onto the dash, and then his paws were right back on him, and Sean shuddered violently at the exquisite feeling of thick bear arms on his bare fur.


  “See, you looooove this,” the bear rumbled, leaning forward to lick and suck at Sean’s pointy ear. He ran his paws all over the husky’s toned pecs and cobblestone abs, ruffling and smoothing his fur, roughly manhandling his muscles and crushing him back against the bear’s chest. “This is all you deserve, bad puppy,” he grunted. “All you deserve is to be manhandled by a dirty old trucker.”


  The bear crossed his arms over Sean’s chest, holding him like a harness, and squeezed both of his shoulders, feeling his thick muscles. Almost on reflex, Sean raised his arms and flexed his 18” biceps.


  The bear rumbled loudly. “See, you know what a bad puppy you are,” he growled. He uncrossed his arms and held Sean against him by the biceps. He must have liked what he felt, because now the trucker shivered, and his voice dropped another octave. “Yeah, a dog like you is just a toy.” He squeezed Sean’s biceps and let out a shaky breath.


  “I know it,” Sean whispered, arching his back and thickening his muscles as best he could. He was proud of his body, and he knew his arms were outstanding, but to be worshipped like this made his heart race and his cock stone-stiff.


  The trucker ran his hands over Sean’s meaty pecs. “Say it,” he breathed. “Say what you are.”


  The husky shivered, letting out an involuntary little whine. “I’m a bad dog,” he whimpered.


  The bear found his nipples, hard and ready, and pinched them, hard. “Say it while getting your punishment.”


  “Unhhh!” Sean moaned, clenching his jaw and turning it to one side. “I’m a bad dog! I’m a bad dog!” He arched his back, holding his arms up in a perfect double-bicep flex.


  The bear wrapped his arms around him tightly and clamped his paw around his muzzle again, steering him in for another messy kiss as the husky flexed his arms submissively.


  When the bear released him, Sean’s eyes had finally adjusted enough to see his face in the dark.


  He was grinning. “You still want to get fucked, puppy?” he said.


  Sean nodded.


  The bear’s eyes twinkled. “Good. Let’s move this show to the back.”


  Sean glanced behind him to the space behind the front seats. There was a small gap behind the seatbacks, of perhaps 18” or so, and then a flat mattress about the size of a twin bed, built into the back of the cab. It was covered in a thick flannel top-sheet, framed on either side by tall, fogged-over windows, and lit by a small wall-mounted desk lamp a few feet over the pillow.


  The bed sat under a series of posters of athletic, muscular men. The biggest poster was of a shirtless husky in a black speedo, grinning and gesturing to his perfect abs.


  Sean blinked at it, turned to the bear, and grinned. “Well,” he said. “Aren’t you the lucky one.”


  The bear had the decency to look embarrassed, and then clouded over in mock anger. “Get your black-and-white ass back there,” he grunted.


  Sean smiled incorrigibly, and then scrambled off the bear’s lap to climb between the seats.


  While he was in mid-bound, the bear snatched at him. He snapped one muscular arm around Sean’s lap and still-hard cock, making the husky grunt. He froze in place, bent over, balanced precariously on the two armrests. Before he could even start to squirm, the bear had his other meaty paw under the husky’s tail, and he yanked his shorts down, hard. As Sean was writhing around to try to see what the trucker was up to, he felt his big body move in the chair, and then suddenly he felt a cold nose under his tail and the sensation erased all conscious thought from his brain.


  “Oh fuuucckk,” he moaned, leaning over, his tongue hanging out. He teetered in space for a moment, groping for a handhold, before he realized the bear really could support his entire weight with just one arm, and then he clamped his paws around the ursine’s thick arm and just enjoyed the sensations.


  The trucker only nuzzled at him for a moment, and by the time Sean had adjusted to hanging into space out over the trucker’s domain, his nose filling with scents somewhere between a log cabin and a locker room, he felt the bear shove his muzzle in hard, and start to gently lap at his asshole.


  “Oh shit oh shit oh shit,” Sean gasped, shivering hard. He arched his back and dipped his head, his tongue hanging out, trying to push his ass backward onto the bear’s maw. The trucker worked at him like it was his job, probing at him with surprising strength and tenacity. Sean felt himself open up, and he doubled over harder, raising his tail. The bear’s hot, slimy tongue slipped into him, and Sean let out a little whimper.


  The bear pulled back, nuzzling Sean in unbelievably intimate places. “You like that, boy?” he asked, gruffly.


  Sean craned his neck around, panting. “Fuck yeah,” he sighed. He curled his tail up, wrenching his neck around to look back at the bear. The trucker stared back at him.


  Sean let out a little whimper, his tongue lolling out. “C’mon,” he whimpered. “I want you to strip. I want you to fuck me.”


  The bear grinned. “That little tonguework give you some ideas, little pup?” He cocked his head. “Prime you for a little something else up under that tail of yours?”


  Sean stared him in the eye and growled. “Now.”


  Grinning, the bear abruptly retracted his arm, and Sean all but crashed into the back of the cab. He came down on his arms on the bed, mussing up the flannel topsheet, and awkwardly crawled onto the bed with his athletic shorts creeping up his ass.


  He dropped awkwardly down onto the bed, grumbling, and snorted, annoyed. “Cozy,” he said. “I don’t know how your big ass gets back here every night.”


  Grinning, the bear reached for a lever under his seat. There was a clunk as something disengaged, and abruptly the entire seat rotated on a central pivot point. It turned around just like a barber’s chair, ending 180º from where it started. He lifted his big booted feet and lowered them into the space between the bed and the chair.


  Sean frowned at him. “Oh thanks, asshole,” he said. “You could’ve done that in the first place.”


  The trucker shrugged, grinning. “I guess so. In that case, why don’t I make it up to you.” He shrugged out of his vest, his thick shoulders roiling all the more massively as he struggled to free himself of the outerwear, and finally grabbed it in one big paw and tossed it indiscriminately on the driver’s seat.


  Sean looked up him and down expectantly. He heard a thwapping behind himself and scooted forward so his wagging tail would stop thumping against the back of the cab.


  Staring impassively at him, the bear pulled his knit shirt up over his head. He arched his back as he did it, showing a perfect v-shaped torso, his stomach undefined but trim, a man with incredible power but not much definition. A thick line of darker fur ran down the center of his chest, down the ridge between his meaty pecs and between the two thick slabs of his abdominal muscles. It disappeared invitingly into his jeans.


  He pulled the shirt off his powerful arms, showing biceps even bigger than Sean’s, the cuffs of his shirt catching on his wide paws. Somehow, he was still wearing the baseball cap.


  Sean let out a shuddery breath. “Fuck me,” he whispered.


  The bear frowned at him. “I thought that was sort of the idea,” he said.


  Sean stared at him. “Figure of speech,” he said. “Take your fucking pants off.”


  The bear smiled grimly, his lopsided grin all but lost in his thick beard. He reached down to unclasp his oversized belt buckle (a simple oval, Sean noted with relief; a Confederate flag or something would have killed the mood) and fumbled with his thick fingers.


  Sean was on him before he could so much as unzip his fly. He braced himself on the armrests, grinding his muzzle against the bear’s jaw and opening his own mouth wide.


  The bear growled at him, still fumbling with his belt, but kissed him back, hard. He pushed back, as much shoving Sean away as returning the kiss, and clumsily unzipped his fly. Sean heard the zipper go zzzzzzzzt. He chewed at the bear’s neck, following the trucker’s meaty pec down to his armpit, shoving his nose in and slurping messily.


  “H-hey, calm down,” the trucker grunted, shivering. Sean heard him unclasp his belt and pull his fly wide, felt his big body move powerfully as he shifted in his seat, in the unmistakable motions of a person in a seated position dropping their own pants around their knees.


  He smelled bear cock and pre, and the scent washed over him like a warm, salty ocean wave.


  Sean let his muzzle and paws lead him down the thick trucker’s warm, hairy torso, drinking in his scent and his sheer mass, the fur and the heat of his stomach, the thick musculature and the dip in the muscle leading him inexorably down to the bear’s now-exposed crotch.


  He found a thick, wide band of elastic wrapped tightly around the bear’s waist, and a prison of netting straining to what appeared to be the breaking point, bent into what must have been a painful arch four or inches above the bear’s tree-trunk legs.


  The jockstrap surprised Sean, and it hid the bear’s true size (not to mention probably hurt like hell, considering how the fabric was straining) but the sight of it made the husky’s blood run like boiling water.


  He liked to be teased, eh? Well, huskies were made for teasing.


  Sean dug his muzzle in and wrapped his lips around it the bear’s bent-over cock. It tasted like cotton and sweat.


  “Hold on, now,” the trucker had started to say. “I haven’t even got my pants all the way unnnnnngghhh!” he snarled, tilting his head back and growling. “Jeez, boy, relax! We’ve got all ni–unngh!” The trucker cut himself off as Sean dug his handclaws into his quads, clamping his lips around his trapped meat and tugging, hard. “F-f-f-f-fuck!” he hissed softly.


  Sean bathed the bear’s net-trapped cock with his tongue, staring innocently up at him. As many men did when caught in his icy-blue stare at a moment like this, the bear froze, his eyes wide. The trucker watched him for a moment, breathing shallowly, and then let out a shivery sigh.


  Sean raised an eyebrow, his eyes twinkling.


  The bear scowled down at him, grabbed him by the scruff, and pulled him bodily off of his cock. “Leave that alone!” he snapped. “I’m not even wearing protection! How do you know I don’t have something, huh?”


  Sean narrowed his eyes, not bothering to hide his teeth and tugging insolently against the bear’s paw. “You aren’t even naked,” he snapped.


  The bear raised his upper lip. “That don’t count,” he said. He shook his head. “Honestly. You damn kids.” He released the husky, reached down for his boots and fought the laces, still shirtless and rock-hard against his saliva-soaked jockstrap.


  Sean watched him for a moment, and then sat back on his haunches, licking his teeth and reaching down to play with himself.


  The trucker watched him, his eyes playing slowly over the husky, as he slowly undressed, as casually as he might for an evening’s sleep. He watched the husky’s black-and-white paws play over his sleek athletic shorts, the ripping tone of his arms and chest, the raw musculature of his perfect legs.


  Sean watched him too, sliding his cheap jeans down his impossibly-thick legs and off his feet, the perfect massive bulge of his trapped cock, the two-inch-thick wide circular flare at the bottom of his distended jockstrap. The bear finally freed himself, pushing his thick meat out the side of his jockstrap. He let out a relieved, shuddering sigh, and as Sean watched this he shuddered too. The trucker’s entire body relaxed and he sat back in his chair, seemingly exhausted except for his cock, which came to roaring life unaided. Sean watched it swell up to the bear’s navel and beyond, eight inches if it was a centimeter, imagining it filling his mouth and dribbling down his throat.


  They sat there like that for a moment, just watching each other, the bear’s cock stone-stiff and isolated, twitching gently with each beat of his heart; the husky obscenely playing with himself, tongue hanging out lustfully; the cabin filled with their sweat and pheromones.


  There was a knock at the side door.


  Sean, altogether too familiar with his roommate walking in on him masturbating, flinched, startled. His eyes widened and he stared at the trucker.


  The bear, on the other hand, stared forward for an agonizingly slow moment, as if he was trying to decide if he’d just heard what he thought he just heard.


  The knock came again.


  The bear’s eyes narrowed angrily, and for the first time Sean was aware of how massive and powerful he was, because for the first time he looked truly scary.


  The ursine turned toward the passenger door, reached over his shoulder, and wrenched it open, leaning back against the seat, reclined as if he was completely comfortable answering the door bare-ass naked with a eight-inch stiffy. Which, Sean thought, he probably was.


  “Can I help you?” he said, through his teeth.


  The door swung open, and Sean was startled to see the wolf from the next truck. He was wearing a faded black t-shirt with some sort of band name on it, with jeans and cowboy boots and nothing else.


  “Hey. Sorry,” the wolf said, dark crimson already creeping into his light-gray muzzle. “There’s, uh, no good way to say this, but… um… I can hear every single thing you guys are doing.” He fidgeted, blushing like a pup, though to Sean’s eyes he appeared to be somewhere in his early thirties.


  Sean couldn’t see the bear’s expression, but it must not have been a kind one, because he saw the wolf shrivel, his ears folding back submissively.


  “So move,” the bear said, icily. “There are plenty of open spaces,” he grunted. “We’re kind of in the middle of something.”


  The wolf closed his eyes, nodded slowly, and looked away. “Uh, that’s not what I meant,” he said huskily. “Look, I realize you’re probably not looking for a third…” He looked away, coloring full crimson.


  Sean couldn’t see the bear’s face, but he could tell by his posture that all the anger went out of him in a matter of seconds.


  The wolf stared intently at the passenger seatbelt mechanism, as if he’d never seen one before. “So, uh, I know you don’t know me from Adam, but…” He trailed off. “Do you mind…” He cleared his throat, made awkward, shy eye contact, and finally spit it out. “Can I watch?”


  The bear watched him for a long moment, during which the wolf seemed to shrivel ever more extensively, and then turned his handsome face back to Sean.


  “Well, pup,” he said. “What do you think?”


  Sean stared at him, glanced at the wolf, and swallowed. He wasn’t opposed to the idea. He pretended to look the wolf over, stalling for time. The lupine had a pleasantly wiry build, a more slight frame than the bear but well-muscled. At one time he would have been wiry, toned and ripped like Sean himself, but that would have been a decade ago.


  The wolf swallowed, staring at him plaintively. “Please,” he all-but whimpered. “I am so fuckin’ horny,” he said, through clenched teeth. “Santa Ana to West Virginia is a long, lonely trip,” he groaned, shivering.


  That little display of vulnerability alone would have won Sean over, but he wanted the wolf squirming a little more. He looked over at the bear. “Is that a bad drive?” he said, raising an eyebrow.


  The bear nodded gravely, hiding a smile. “The worst,” he said, his voice deep with gravitas.


  Sean nodded thoughtfully. He looked back down at the wolf. “Come on up,” he said.


  The wolf’s expression did not change, but behind him, his tail began wagging.


  The bear snorted. “I knew you were a dirty pup,” he said to Sean, gravely. Turning back, he reached forward for the wolf’s paw.


  The lupine gratefully accepted, scrambling into the cab. The bear obligingly moved out of his way, scooting backwards onto the bed next to Sean, his cock still astonishingly hard.


  The wolf dropped down into the reversed passenger seat, breathing shakily, and looked back and forth from the shirtless, six-packed husky to the burly trucker bear. He licked his chops, shivering. “Wow,” he said, his voice shaking.


  “Take off your shirt,” Sean ordered.


  The wolf blinked at him, surprised. “Wh-what?” he asked.


  Sean glanced at the bear, setting his jaw. “Make him take his shirt off,” he barked.


  The burly bear narrowed his eyes. “Do what the boy says,” he growled. His cock had not flagged an iota.


  The wolf stared at him, and then writhed out of his shirt, his ears flattened back against his head. Sean had been right  he had a thick set of chest and arm muscles under a decade of truck-stop fare, with just the beginnings of a paunch and a shaggy, built chest. The wolf was mostly light gray, white along his chest and muzzle. Sean had masturbated to pictures of dozens of wolves just like this one.


  Sean licked his chops. “Now take your cock out.”


  The wolf’s ears cemented against his head. “What?” he squeaked. “I’m not even hard!”


  Sean crawled over the bed, on all fours, to the wolf. He stared the lupine in the eye, coming toward him, and put his hands up on the wolf’s armrests.


  Staring at him from inches away, the wolf shuddered nervously. He looked scared, but Sean could smell the lust pouring off of him in waves.


  He cocked his head, batting his eyelashes, withering the wolf with an ice-blue stare. “You look lonely, cowboy,” he whispered. “How long since your last rodeo?” It was a cheesy line, but given the circumstance he didn’t think the trucker would object.


  The wolf stared back at him, spellbound, his back perfectly straight. “A while,” he whispered, eyes wide.


  Sean grinned. “Then I shouldn’t have any trouble at all getting you nice and hard again.” He slithered off the bed, onto the wolf’s lap, cozying right up to his bare stomach.


  The wolf arched his back, pushing back into the chair, as if he could pop out the back of it and retreat to the safety of his own truck.


  “Aww, don’t be shy,” Sean cooed, cocking his head seductively. “Do you like huskies, cowboy? Our bear friend certainly does.”


  The other trucker rumbled unhappily behind him. “Watch it, kiddo,” he warned.


  Sean glanced long enough to wink at him and turned back to the wolf. “Now then. Surely you can appreciate a tight muscular body like mine?” He lifted his arms and performed a double-bicep flex.


  The wolf’s eyebrows arched upwards.


  Sean grinned disarmingly. “Go ahead. Touch,” he said. He leaned forward, pressing his chest almost against the wolf’s muzzle. Sean himself was getting hard again, and he angled his hips forward, digging his thick meat into the wolf’s bare stomach.


  “I just wanted to watch,” the wolf whispered, eyes wide.


  Sean reached forward with his right hand and slid his fingers between the wolf’s head and the headrest. The wolf’s fur was damp with anxiety. “So watch,” he whispered, pulling the wolf’s head inexorably forward. He kept pulling until the wolf’s nose disappeared into his left armpit. “And smell. And taste.” The wolf struggled pitifully for a few moments, and then sank under his arm, his eyelids slowly descending as the husky’s pheromones overwhelmed his inhibitions. The wolf growled softly, snuffling hard, and Sean felt a warm, wet tongue begin to probe his armpit.


  “That’s it,” Sean cooed. “Keep going. Check out these fucking guns.” He flexed his thick left bicep, and the wolf obligingly worshipped it, nuzzling and snuffling and slurping all over it. The wolf’s eyes were half-closed with lust, and he explored Sean by scent as much as by sight.


  “Take it out,” Sean whispered, edging back in the wolf’s lap.


  The wolf’s muzzle followed his armpit forward, but he obediently followed orders, his large gray paws seeking out his belt buckle  this one was a Confederate flag, Sean noted with some dismay  and frantically fishing out his meat.


  The scent of the wolf’s cock added the cacophony of scent already in progress. The lupine absolutely stank of sex, and as his cock surged to seven or eight inches of throbbing hardness, Sean reached for his paws and put them on the armrests.


  “Don’t touch,” he whispered, leaning forward to gently nibble at the side of the wolf’s muzzle.


  The wolf closed his eyes, arching his back and shivering.


  Behind him, the bear rumbled loudly. “I think that’s about enough,” he observed.Sean felt a meaty paw clamp onto his ruff, and then twist. The bear pulled, hard, and the husky felt himself lifted bodily off of the wolf’s seat. He felt his head pull back, and squeezed his eyes shut, roiling with pain and pleasure at being manhandled.


  The bear pulled him onto the bed, pushed him sideways, and let him crash down onto his back, sprawling on the thin mattress. Grunting, Sean directed his gaze upward at the kneeling trucker.


  The bear, still completely naked, save for his trucker cap, towered over him. His cock was thick and shockingly red, so dark with blood that it appeared almost black. His cockhead was like a crabapple and it drooled conspicuously onto the flannel bedspread.


  Eyes wide, Sean stared at him.


  The bear, impossibly powerful and predatory, leaned slowly forward, and Sean let out a shaky breath as the bear fell upon him like a redwood crashing to the forest floor.


  The trucker’s stone-stiff cock hit him first, jabbing into his thigh like a meaty nightstick, and then the bear’s weight ground his back into the cheap mattress. The bear seized upon his muzzle like he was trying to bite it off, and a second later Sean found himself writhing on the bed, whimpering and whining as the bear’s rubbery tongue pushed all the way to the back of his throat. He squirmed madly, snorting through his nose when he could get a breath, and even with all his weight-training and endurance runs he was completely helpless under the bear’s weight and power.


  He was so hard, his cock crushed under the bear’s own thick meat, that he felt himself slowly climbing toward orgasm.


  Sean let out a yipe! and the bear lifted himself off of him. Sean’s heart was pounding now, and the smell of the trucker washed over him and Sean looked up at him with wild, desperate eyes.


  The trucker nodded. “Yeah. You’re good and ready now, aren’t you boy?” He cocked his head, straightening up, and opened a tiny little door in the back wall of the cab. The little door couldn’t have been more than 4 inches on a side; with the size of the bear’s massive handpaw it looked like he was peering into the window of a dollhouse.


  Sean glanced at the wolf. The lupine was so worked up his chest and muzzle looked almost pink, and his cock stood at attention like a soldier. He was leaking pre like a cold drink on a hot day. He stared at Sean with wide, intense eyes, his muzzle open and his tongue hanging out, gripping the armrests like he was hanging on.


  When Sean turned back, the bear already had a condom in his hands, and he was struggling to open the glossy black wrapper with the thick claws of his thumbs. Just as Sean was about to offer help, the trucker succeeded in popping the wrapper open, and he withdrew the glistening rubber disc with a strange grin on his face.


  The condom was black, and as the bear unrolled the slick latex over his throbbing member, it gave his monster cock the appearance of a veined nightstick, or a gigantic living black dildo. Sean had just enough of a latex fetish that he suddenly felt his heart pounding all the way up in his throat.


  He licked his chops, and looked up at the bear with his best puppy-dog eyes.


  The bear snorted. “What, you want to suck it? No fucking way. It’s not even flavored. No more foreplay, boy. I am going to bury this cock in your fluffy black-and-white ass and I am going to do it right now.”


  Sean nodded, swallowing, and scrambled to roll over. He perched on all fours, shifting himself back and forth to dig into the blankets an anchor himself. Wagging his tail slowly, he lowered his chest to the thin mattress, reached behind himself, and pulled his shorts all the way down off his ass.


  The bear rumbled appreciatively. “Yeah, this is what I was waiting for.” Sean heard another little storage door open, and he glanced around to see the bear with a ludicrously-huge tube of KY Jelly.


  “Don’t be stingy,” Sean warned, staring with bedroom eyes at the trucker, his ass presented and vulnerable. “I want to be able to walk tomorrow.” He wiggled his butt cutely.


  The bear grinned. “Don’t you worry. I got plenty.” He squirted a long stream of KY into his paw, worked it over his thick fingers, and reached forward to dig into the husky.


  He didn’t warm Sean up at all, just palmed his left cheek with one paw and sought-to-destroy with his right. He probed between Sean’s cheeks only long enough to get a lock on his asshole, and then he shoved one fat index finger directly inside him.


  “Oh shiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiitt!” Sean hissed, trying not to arch his back, his ass filled with the bear’s finger. He squeezed his eyes shut, panting hard. “Shit shit shit shit shit. Your fucking finger is as big as some guys’ dicks.” He strained to keep his asshole from clenching, clenching his teeth and growling. To his left, he heard the wolf exhale loudly.


  The bear chuckled, probing him with no regard for tenderness. He angled his finger into a hook in and rubbed hard directly against Sean’s prostate. “I thought a bad dog like you could take it,” he growled, softly.


  “Ungh!” Sean shivered, his chest laid out flat on the cheap mattress. “I can take it,” he grunted. “I’m just… making… conversation.”


  “Mmm-hmm,” the bear muttered. “Listen,” he said. “You better hold on, because here comes the real deal.”


  Sean looked behind him just in time to see the bear pumping his slick rubbery cock, and turned his head back, concentrating on his breathing. Relax relax relax he told himself.


  There was a force like a golf ball under his tail, nosed up against his asshole, and Sean could feel the heat and the slickness. Then the bear surged forward, and his entire head plowed into him.


  “Ungggghh!” Sean hissed, gritting his teeth in pain. His asshole stretched to the point of pain, but then the bear’s thick cockhead popped past his entrance and the stretching reduced to a tolerable level. His asshole burned as the bear’s shaft surged continuously into him, and he felt his insides fill up as the bear drove himself steadily forward.


  “Oh yeahhhhhhhhhhhh,” the bear rumbled, his voice lowering to a deep, bass growl, one that Sean felt in his chest. He clamped both his paws on Sean’s ass, one full of heat and the other slick with KY, his blunt claws digging firmly into Sean’s fur.


  He just kept coming, slowly but ceaselessly, and the friction against his asshole made Sean shudder. “Nnnnnnnnnnnnghh!” he squealed. “Are you all the way in yet?”


  The bear leaned himself forward, his massive bulk enough to change the ambient light in the cab, and descended upon Sean like an ocean wave crashing. “Almost,” he rumbled, and just when Sean was about to start squealing, he felt the last inch of the bear’s spike dig into him. He felt the bear’s gut pin his tail against his back, and when the bear hilted himself Sean felt his heavy balls drop onto his own. He jerked in surprise.


  The bear nuzzled hard at the back of his neck, panting. “You okay?” he grunted, nuzzling hard.


  “Ngh,” Sean growled. “Not much for a gentle entry, are you?”


  The bear thrust his hips forward, digging into the husky again, and Sean let out a little yelp.


  “Oh fuck,” the wolf muttered, under his breath.


  “You like that, little husky?” the bear asked. He dug his hips forward again. It was like being impaled on a broomstick.


  Sean squeezed his eyes shut. “Yeah,” he whispered. He liked the bear’s weight and smell. He liked the feel of his muscles against him.


  The bear rumbled softly. “How long do you think you could hold out like this, little husky?” he whispered. He bucked his hips again, lowering his torso onto the husky, and Sean found himself pinned helplessly to the mattress. The bear thrust into him again, setting up a shallow rhythm, and to Sean it was like being fucked by a slow jackhammer.


  “I can take it,” he gasped, his tongue lolling out, breathing shallowly. The bear’s weight crushed him against the mattress. It was getting harder to take deep breaths.


  “Can you?” the bear asked, conversationally. He sped up, his crowbar-stiff cock abusing the husky’s tailhole with the same few inches of length, never quite hilting or pulling out all the way. “I wonder how long?” His speed increased again, and the bear put enough of his weight on the husky to make Sean realize it was on purpose.


  “Show me what you got,” Sean gasped, breathing as hard as he could. His muscles were starting to burn, and he shivered in pain, writhing as best he could against the bear. He was pinned. He couldn’t move, even to breathe, but his ass was completely vulnerable to the bear’s entire range of motion. The bear could knock him out, just by compressing his chest, and keep fucking him while he drifted in and out of consciousness.


  “Are you sure, little husky?” the bear snarled, diggings his muzzle in to slurp and bite at Sean’s ear. He drew blood; Sean was sure of it, but his lungs were burning too hard for him to say so. He just stared at the back wall of the cab and tried to concentrate on not passing out, while the big bear pounded him.


  Just when little stars began to appear in the corner of his vision, the bear withdrew his monster cock, and lifted himself off of his back. Sean’s body took a moment to catch up, and then he sucked in a panicked breath. He had a momentary sensation of not being able to get enough air, and then the bear pulled him back up onto his knees.


  Coughing, Sean reeled, too dizzy to hold himself up.


  The bear held him with strong arms, holding him in place. “You got to get yourself some limits, boy,” he grumbled. “Find yourself a damn safe word.”


  Sean shook his head, his vision finally starting to clear. “Holy shit,” he whispered. “That was awesome.” He caught a glance at the wolf, who was watching with undisguised horror.


  The bear sighed. “Don’t make a habit of it,” he grunted. “You ready to keep going?” Without waiting for a response, the bear dug a finger in under his tail, slid his hips just so, and after a moment his monster cock invaded Sean’s helpless ass again.


  Sean gasped and arched his back. “Unh! So big!” he grunted.


  The bear straightened up, and suddenly Sean felt like his entire body weight was being held up on the bear’s cock, like he had been skewered on it, and as the angle changed the bear’s cock ground up against his prostate and he shuddered in pleasure.


  “Ngeearrrrgghh!” he groaned, explosively.


  The bear put him in a loose but restraining headlock, up on their knees, and shallowly humped the husky, each tiny thrust digging up into Sean like it would tear him in half.


  “Alright, puppy,” the bear rumbled. “Get in here and join us. And don’t say you’re just here to watch, I can tell by that crazy look in your eyes that you want to get in here.” Sean was confused for a moment, struggling between the bear’s beefy arm and his invading cock, but then he saw the lupine blink in surprise and he realized the bear had been talking to the wolf.


  The wolf cocked his head, and leaned forward out of the chair. As he approached the helpless husky the hesitation melted off his face. By the time he crossed onto the bed, he had absolutely no fear in his eyes  just a look of intense, predatory determination. His amber eyes were narrowed as if seeking prey. No, as if he had found prey, and that prey was Sean.


  The husky watched in a lusty, heart-pounding haze as the wolf parked himself inches in front of him. “Hey,” he said, lamely, his voice sounding breathy and soft.


  The wolf stared at him, cocking his head. He was still shirtless, and his cock was still crowbar-stiff. “Hey,” he said back, watching the husky impassively. He leaned forward, licking his black lips, and just like that he and Sean were feverishly making out.


  The lupine was a little taller, and the angle was a bit off, until the bear tightened his headlock and tilted Sean’s muzzle up, exposing the husky’s throat to the other predator. Now their muzzles lined up better and Sean felt the wolf’s tongue slip deep into his muzzle, flat and rubbery and wet, and he closed his eyes in bliss, opening his maw wide and letting the wolf overtake him.


  The bear was still spiking into him, faster now, and he let out a soft grunt. “What a dirty, dirty pup you are,” he growled into Sean’s ear, making the husky shiver. “Two dirty muscle truckers manhandling you, and you’re loving it, aren’t you?” The bear tightened his headlock, and then the wolf’s big meaty paws appeared on him, too  his thick chest and toned stomach, playing over his arms, squeezing his wrists and holding him tight.


  Sean couldn’t move of his own free will, anymore, only occupy space as he was forced to, by the bear’s meaty chest and the wolf’s strong paws and invasive tongue, and with a start he realized he was headed for orgasm. He hadn’t expected to cum while the bear was fucking him  he usually didn’t while bottoming  but now he became dimly aware that, this time around, he wouldn’t be able to stop it. Ground between two meaty, muscular truckers, helpless to resist, move, or even whimper anymore, his body was theirs to control, and it was becoming obvious even to Sean’s sex-addled husky brain that they were going to fuck him until they made him howl. He shivered, violently, but it was still not enough to break even a fur’s width free from the two truckers.


  “Ngh, he’s gettin’ close, in’t he?” the bear grunted. His arm jerked as his muscles tensed reflexively, and his other paw clamped around Sean’s hip. He pictured the bear fucking him, massive bear feet splayed out behind him, his back a roiling ocean of rippling muscles and sweat-soaked fur, his hips pumping like an oil well.


  His ears tilting back, the wolf stopped trying to swallow Sean’s tonsils and disengaged from the husky’s muzzle. “I think so,” he rumbled. One of his paw lightly held Sean’s right wrist at his side. The other paw clamped gently around his muzzle, clamping his mouth shut and holding his head in place. Sean watched him with wide blue eyes, snorting urgently through his nose as he slowly lost control of his body.


  The bear growled, the bass impossibly deep. “Well, fuckin’ stop him,” he snarled. “I ain’t done yet, and if he cums first I ain’t stoppin’. Don’t think he’ll like that very much.”


  The wolf furrowed his brow, angling his thumb under Sean’s chin. “What do you want me to do?” he asked. “Talk to him about baseball?”


  Still pounding Sean like a drill press, the bear laughed out loud. He was speeding up, pumping faster and faster. His cock was so hard it felt like glass, pistoning in and out of Sean. He’d never been fucked this long, this steadily before. The bear was a machine. If the wolf hadn’t been holding him Sean would have collapsed onto all fours, whimpering.


  “I’m sure… you’ll think… of something,” the bear grunted, and just as he said it the wolf stared at Sean with sudden understanding.


  The lupine reached between then with his big meaty wolfpaw, grimaced, and said, “Sorry, kid.” Then he clamped his hand around Sean’s swinging balls. Hard.


  This time Sean did cry out. “Augh!” he squealed. “Ow ow ow! Leggo!” He writhed between the two men, tugging the wolf’s paw with him.


  The wolf clenched his teeth, staring into his eyes. “You’re gonna wait for him to finish. It’ll end nice for you that way.”


  Sean jerked in pain, gasping and writhing in displeasure. If the wolf had been squeezing with just a little less force he’d have blasted husky cum all over him. But the wolf’s paw was just a little too tight, and pain shot up from Sean’s balls. Every time the bear pistoned out of him it tugged Sean a fraction of an inch backward, and a fresh jolt of pain wracked him. It wasn’t excruciating, but it didn’t feel good, either.


  “You fucker,” Sean snarled. “I let your ass come in and watch!”


  The wolf broke eye contact and leaned forward, crushing him against the bear. He bit him hard on the neck, his other paw was still buried in Sean’s scruff, and as much as the husky tried to squirm away, he was helplessly caught. “Sssh, you can take it,” the wolf whispered, angling his muzzle up to chew gently on Sean’s throat. “Be a good boy.”


  He bathed Sean’s throat with his strong, slimy tongue, and the terror and lust of absolute helplessness was absolutely exquisite. The wolf’s paw was clamped around Sean’s balls like a metal vice, but now the tugging of skin and fur sent electric jolts of pleasure up through his thick chest. The bear was staying inside him longer now, hot breath washing over his shoulders and neck, and Sean realized nothing was going to stop his climax.


  Holy fuck, the husky thought, squirming helplessly between the two truckers, I’m going to cum anyway. What the fuck is wrong with me?


  The wolf mumbled something growly to him, and even his voice made Sean’s body respond. “Ngh!” he cried out, squeezing his eyes shut. Don’t cum don’t cum don’t cum, he thought feverishly.


  With his eyes closed, he heard the wolf grunt softly. “I hope you’re close, friend,” he whined at the other trucker.


  “I’m… workin’… on it!” the bear grunted. “Oh shit…oh shit! Oh shit oh shit oh SHIIIIIIIIIIIITTT!” He dug into Sean, hilting himself up the husky’s ass, clamping his meaty arm around the husky’s shoulders and driving him down, crushing the dog onto his own meat. “NYEARRRRRGGHHH!” he snarled, hissing through his teeth, hot air and flecks of bear spit coursing over Sean’s shoulder and all the way down his chest.


  “F-f-ffuuuccckkk!” the bear growled, shivering violently, hard enough to shake the entire bed. Sean couldn’t feel the gush of semen exploding inside him, but he felt the bear’s cock jerk spasmodically to life. “Rrrrrrrrrrrrgh let him go!” the bear cried, finally.


  In one motion, the wolf released the husky’s abused balls, and dug his claws in gently behind them.


  The sudden release of excruciating pain was replaced by a tidal wave of pleasure, and all of Sean’s barely-repressed lust came bubbling back to the surface, like air bubbles escaping an underwater cavern. He shivered violently, momentarily losing control of all his body’s large muscles, and if it hadn’t been for the wolf’s strong arms he might have shuddered himself right off the bear.


  As it happened, the wolf put one paw on Sean’s flat stomach, and the other on his muscular shoulder, and held him in place. As the husky jerked violently, the wolf pushed him back against the bear, and between the two truckers Sean was caught in a vise of hot muscle. He could smell both the truckers’ sweat, pick out the nuances of species differentiation between lupine and ursine, and as the wolf shoved him down onto the bear’s thick spasming meat, Sean felt his own climax come exploding out of him, with a fury he had never felt before.


  Sean arched his back, clenching involuntarily, and threw his head back. “Eaooorrrrrrrrrwwwwooooooooooooooooo!” he howled explosively, groping wildly for the bear’s paws on his hips, and clamping down on them in desperation. The orgasm started deep inside him and roiled through him like an electrical charge, filling him from ears to tail, making his entire body tense and quiver. He pointed his muzzle skyward and snarled, feeling bits of foam collect in the corners of his muzzle and completely indifferent to the sensation.


  “Fuck yeah, dog!” the bear snarled into his year. “Give it to us! Give it all to us!” He was still grinding into the husky, his own massive body tremoring violently, and if the wolf hadn’t been holding Sean down he would have lifted cleanly off the bed.


  The husky was dimly aware of his cock jerking, and on some level was aware that he was coating the wolf in a generous splattering of hot husky seed, but his entire body from navel to tail was exploding in white-hot pleasure, almost to the point of numbness. “EARRRRGHHH!” he snarled, lips raised and teeth exposed. He didn’t even feel his cock twitching until he was starting to come down from his orgasm, when his body felt like a space heater, releasing heat and humidity from the coils of his muscles.


  “Oh… oh damn,” the bear gasped behind him, giving him one final thrust and finally relaxing the ludicrous force he was directing under Sean’s tail. He let out a shuddering breath, resting his thick muzzle on Sean’s shoulder, his hot tongue hanging out and releasing spotty warm bear drool down the husky’s bare chest.


  The wolf leaned in and gently touched his muzzle to Sean’s throat, and the husky’s body was so sensitive that he jerked in sudden shock. “Unh!” he gasped, recoiling in wide-eyed surprise and crashing back into the bear.


  “Whoa, whoa, easy now, pup,” the bear rumbled into his ear. “Just take a minute and relax. We had you pretty worked up there.” He panted hard, right into Sean’s ear.


  Sean tried to glance over his shoulder, eyes wide, but the world took a moment to follow his eyes, and the lag disoriented him. A great and powerful exhaustion came crashing down on him, and abruptly the husky found it difficult to hold up his head.


  Bare-chested and splattered with dog cum, still extremely hard, the wolf abruptly furrowed his brow. “You okay, puppy?” he asked, concerned.


  Sean blinked slowly, trying to hold his eyes open. “Ti… tired,” he managed to choke out. He had never been this tired in his entire life, he decided. He was always tired immediately after sex, but this was definitely the exhaustion of the last forty-eight hours all catching up on him at once.


  The bear angled his hips and slowly slid out of him, and the sensation was so alarming that Sean let out a little whimper.


  “Heyy,” the bear whispered, gently nuzzling the side of his head. “It’s okay, puppy. I know you’re tired. Why don’t you curl up in one of those cute little husky balls, and take a little nap while I finish our wolf friend off.”


  Dazed, Sean nodded, and was only dimly aware of one of them pulling his shorts up. Strong arms directed him to the edge of the bed, and Sean curled his thick legs up to his stomach, closed his eyes, nestled himself in the flannel topsheet, and abruptly passed the hell out.


  LATER


  When Sean opened his eyes again, he was warm and comfortable and relaxed. He blinked a few times, lifting his head off the thin mattress. It had only felt like ten seconds, but his neck and ass were sore, which made him wonder exactly how much time had elapsed. The cab was dark, and his nose told him that the bear and the wolf were still there.


  Sean raised his head. He looked up at the dashboard first. The clock read 4:07. He’d had a two-hour nap. Surprisingly, he felt much better than a two-hour nap had any right to afford him.


  He turned his head to the truckers, and raised his eyebrows in surprise.


  The wolf was laid out on his back, his wrists underneath him and probably tied. There was a thin rope wrapped over and over around his muzzle, holding it shut around a balled up piece of white mesh fabric. The wolf’s ankles were tied, too, and Sean realized he was still achingly hard, with the massive bear playing idly with the wolf’s heavy ballsac, a thin stream of precum drooled down the wolf’s throbbing member. Every inch of the wolf’s cock was slick with it, as was the bear’s paw. The wolf shuddered and craned his neck to look up at Sean, his eyes wide and imploring.


  Sean stared at the trapped wolf, wide-eyed. “Damn,” he said, softly. “And I thought I was a little bitch.”


  The bear chuckled. He was still wearing the baseball cap, and nothing else. “I got a little more rope if you’re interested in closing the gap.”


  Sean stared down at the helpless wolf. “Has he cum yet?”


  The wolf let out a desperate, plaintive whine. “Hrrrrrrrrrrrrrm!” he cried around his gag, which Sean now realized was the bear’s sweaty jockstrap.


  The bear grinned. “I thought you’d like to help me finish him off. Since this was your show originally.”


  Sean stared at him, and then looked down at the bound lupine.


  The wolf’s eyes were wide and panicked, and moist with tears. He snorted, his nostrils flaring, and squirmed in place, growling and then whimpering.


  Sean raised his blue eyes to the bear. “He’s really been writhing here for the two hours I was sleeping?” He felt his upper lip rise in an astonished sneer.


  The bear roughly fondled the wolf’s fuzzy gray ballsac, and shrugged. “Well, I didn’t tie him up until about half an hour in. He kept bein’ a naughty wolf and tryin’ to touch himself.” He grinned savagely down at the helpless lupine.


  The other trucker shivered and snuffed loudly through his nose.


  Sean nodded. “Right. Okay, I’m gonna finish him off. How’s that sound?”


  The bear released the wolf’s ballsac and gently curled his thick fingers around the lupine’s throbbing member. The wolf shuddered, his eyes rolling back into his head, and let out a relieved, anguished groan.


  Sean reached down for the wolf’s muzzle.


  He untied the knot around the wolf’s muzzle and slowly unwound the rope. Pinching the wet fabric, he pulled the sodden mess out of the wolf’s muzzle.


  The lupine licked his chops, smacking his tongue. “Thank you,” he whimpered. “Thank you, thank you, thank you.”


  Sean grinned. “Hey,” he said. “Just returning the favor.” He dipped his head and shoved his tongue into the wolf’s mouth.


  The lupine trucker stiffened, and then relaxed gently. He melted into the kiss, angling his muzzle and pressing back up against the husky.


  “Hrrrmmm,” the husky rumbled, reaching with his left hand under the wolf’s head. He again found him sweaty, doubtless from his ordeal of orgasm denial, and dug his fingers and claws into the wolf’s sweaty scruff. With his other paw, he trailed his claws over the wolf’s vulnerable throat. The trucker shivered, hard.


  Swiveling his ear, Sean observed that the bear was speeding up his pace. He tightened his grip on the wolf’s scruff, until he felt the lupine start to pull his muzzle away involuntarily. The wolf whined, and Sean dug his claws in around his adam’s apple.


  He raised his head, so he could watch the captive trucker. He stared at him from inches away, his fingers dug into his scruff, and let his other paw trail down to the wolf’s chest.


  The wolf stared up at him, his expression somewhere between lust and fear, gritting his teeth as the bear pumped him faster and faster.


  “Won’t be long now,” the bear rumbled.


  Sean nodded. “Nope,” he said. Staring the wolf down, he reached down and twisted his left nipple, hard enough to hurt.


  “Ungh!” the wolf cried, staring up at him, unable to look away.


  Sean lunged down and bit him on the muzzle.


  “Hrrrrrrrrrrrrrrnnnnnnggggggggggghh!” the wolf snarled, arching his back and pulling viciously against Sean’s paw, eyes wide and alarmed. The hot-ammonia scent of fresh cum poured over Sean again, and he felt hot drips of wolf jizz spatter his right arm and his muzzle. He glanced down, and saw the wolf was gushing near-impossible amounts of almost pure-white semen, his stomach muscles clenching and even his toes curling.


  The wolf held his frozen, eyes-squeezed-shut, back-arched position for nearly thirty seconds, and then collapsed onto the bed, shivering violently. He let out little growls and shudders for over a minute, his eyes half-closing and swimming in and out of focus.


  Panting, he licked his chops again. “Thank you,” he gasped. He looked at Sean and then at the bear trucker. “I… I needed that.” He arched his back again, rolling his shoulders, and sank back onto the bed, his eyes half-closed in absolute contentment.


  Sean looked up at the bear and couldn’t help but grin. “Looks like we made his night,” he said, and suddenly it hit him that he was talking to a gorgeous muscular trucker bear, naked except for a baseball cap, and he felt very out of his league. He looked down, blushing.


  “You made my night, too, kid,” the bear rumbled. “I wouldn’t mind having a go again, later on down the line.”


  Sean processed that for a moment, and then looked up, trying not to appear too eager. “I go to school right near here. If I give you my cell or email, will you hit me up if you end up at this stop again? That was a pretty awesome fuck, I don’t mind saying.”


  The bear grinned savagely. “Was hoping you’d ask that.”


  Sean nodded, feeling hot and embarrassed and excited. “Okay,” he said, licking his teeth.


  They took a moment to exchange cell numbers.


  When they were done, Sean glanced down at the dazed wolf. “What about him?”


  The bear cocked his head. “I’ll see that he’s in the loop.” He smiled lopsidedly.


  Sean blinked at him. The wolf didn’t appear to have any intention of moving. “So, uh, what’s next for you guys?”


  The bear shrugged. “We’re going to sleep. And in the morning, I’ll probably roll him over and fuck him.”


  The wolf opened his eyes slowly for this, stared sleepily at the bear, and then closed his eyes again, yawning.


  The bear chucked, looking up at Sean and flashing a grin.


  The husky felt himself blushing, and nodded slowly. “I should probably get going… but I had a great time.”


  The bear grinned. “So I gathered. I understand if you have to get back.”


  Sean leaned over and gently held the wolf’s muzzle, kissing him gently on the lips. The wolf rumbled contentedly in his sleep.


  The husky scooted into the space between the bed and the captain’s chairs, and edged his way toward the bear.


  He was expecting just a quick hug, but the thick bear enveloped him in a crushing embrace, and pulled him in for a deep kiss. Sean fought the bear’s tongue as much as he sucked on it, and he shivered as the bear ran his claws up and down his muscular back.


  The kiss went on a long time, and then the bear only released him to arm’s length. “Listen, puppy,” he said, lowering his voice. “You’ve got to be safe. Don’t make a habit of trusting guys who are bigger than you, and you cannot have sexual activity without protection. Do you understand?”


  Sean felt himself blushing. He looked away. “Yeeahh,” he mumbled quietly.


  The bear gently squeezed his shoulders. “I mean it. You get the urge for a hot blue-collar stud twice your size, you call me, and I’ll come fuck your brains out again. Okay?” He smiled winningly at the husky.


  Feeling his ears tilt backward, Sean nodded slowly.


  The bear nodded, satisfied, and pulled him in again for a tight hug. Sean couldn’t keep himself from wagging.


  Finally, the bear kissed him on the nose. “Thanks for being my gorgeous husky playboy.”


  Sean beamed. “Thanks for being my buff blue-collar stud.”


  The bear grinned and leaned back against the sidewall of the sleeper cab, and as Sean carefully picked his way out of the cab, he saw the ursine begin to gently stroke the wolf’s stomach.


  The frigid air of the parking lot was like cannonballing into an ice-cold lake. Watching his breath fog around his head, Sean hustled back for his Blazer, all of his muscles intensely sore, but happy, just like he felt after a great workout.


  He needed to pee again, so he stopped back at the rest stop’s main building. Just as he touched the door, he glanced back at the bear’s and the wolf’s trucks, just to see if he could pick them out.


  As he did, the orange truck’s parking lights flashed three times.


  Grinning, Sean waved.


  Starting his truck again, Sean remembered he’d left the radio at full-blast half a second before Push It started blasting through the speakers. He reached for the volume stick, and had two fingers on it, before the lyrics started.


  I was angry when I met you… I think I’m angry still.


  He reconsidered.


  We can try to talk about it… if you say you’ll help me out.


  Grinning, Sean cocked his head. He was in a good mood, and he would be on the highway in half a minute. He left the volume turned up and dropped the Blazer into reverse.


  Don’t worry baby… no need to fight… don’t worry baby… we’ll be alright.


  By the time he was halfway down the on-ramp, wide awake and actually cheerful at four in the morning, the husky was singing along. “This is the noise that keeps me awake! My head explodes and my body aches!”


  The highway beckoned, long and straight and empty.


  The remainder of the trip was uneventful.
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  NIGHT DRIVE 2:

  BROS BEFORE SNOWS


  PROLOGUE


  A pertinacious adversary, pushed to extremities, may say, that husbands indeed are willing to be reasonable.


  That was the last line Sean Murphy read before 300 pounds of bull terrier dropped onto the loveseat next to him. It interrupted the husky’s reading, to say the least, in that it practically bounced him right over his armrest.


  His copy of Assorted Essays of John Stuart Mill flew out of his hands and landed on the stained carpet of the Sig Tau’s living room. A couple of the other guys looked up from the main couch and the TV, where a loud round of Call of Duty was currently in progress.


  He looked over. It was Robbie Brandt, an enormous white bull terrier, exhibiting his default expression, which was grinning like a moron. “Hey, Sean!” he called, louder than necessary. “Ultimate Frisbee! Let’s go.” Robbie was a staggering 6’5”, with biceps the size of Sean’s quads. He was a defensive lineman and his special talent was carrying two beer kegs at a time. Sean was quite fond of him, but Robbie was straight, and there were a lot of guys in the frat of which he was fond. Robbie was wearing athletic shorts and a mustard-yellow Carrington University t-shirt.


  Sean frowned. “Sorry, man, I got an English Lit test in like three hours.” He picked up his book. “And I’m really enjoying this book.” He grinned. “It was all the rage in 1869.”


  Robbie laughed. “No, you’re not. C’mon. One round.” He grinned dopily, leaning forward. Robbie was a sophomore, like Sean, and was in his absolute glory in the fraternity. He loved to roughhouse and apparently sacking guys for four hours a day on the football field simply was not sufficient.


  Sean shrugged. “Sorry, dude. I should be done around 5:00. Catch you then?”


  The big white dog stared at him, and then sighed. “Aww, I have practice at five!”


  Sean cocked his head. “What about Tommy? Or Darren?”


  Robbie pouted. “Nobody’s as fast as you.” He lowered his voice. “And I think Darren’s afraid I’ll crush him.” He frowned.


  Sean tried not to grin. “I could see where that comes from.”


  Robbie stared at him, and then narrowed his eyes. “So you’re really going to read your lame book?”


  Sean grinned back. “Yep.”


  “Okay,” Robbie said, leaning back in his seat. He lifted his thick legs up onto the cushion, scooted around, and laid lengthwise along the couch, pinning Sean to the cushion with hundreds of pounds of bull terrier. “Good luck concentrating!”


  “WHURF!” Sean grunted, as he was squished back into the cushion. Robbie had definitely not been skipping Leg Day. “Are you kidding me?!” he yowled, trying to push Robbie’s tree-trunk legs off of him. It was like being buckled into a seat in a roller coaster, if the restraint was 5 inches thick and smelled like Right Guard.


  “Chill, bro, I’m sure you’ll be fine! Huskies are known for being book-smart, right?” The big dog grinned devilishly down at him.


  “Okay, that’s it, you fat-muzzled fucker,” Sean grunted. He leaned hard to his side and grabbed one of Robbie’s enormous shoes with both hands. They were Nike’s and they looked like about a size 17.


  “The fuck are you doing?” Robbie asked him, confused.


  Sean popped the bigger dog’s sneaker off, peeled his massive sock off his enormous paw, and dug his claws into the terrier’s soft pawpads.


  “WAAHAAHAAHAAHAA!” Robbie howled, flailing mightily. The couch shook like the building was falling into a sinkhole. All the guys on the couch looked up, wide-eyed. Robbie thrashed but did not release Sean from his leg pin.


  “That’s what you get, fucker!” Sean howled. He wrapped his other arm around the big dog’s knees to hold him and dug his claws in between Robbie’s fat toes.


  “AAHAAHAAHAAHAAA!!” Robbie squealed, and then he thrashed so hard with his shoulders that the loveseat tipped up onto its back legs.


  Oops, Sean thought, and then the couch tipped over backwards and landed with a crash. The whole house shook.


  “WHUFFF!” Sean emitted as Robbie’s legs crashed onto his chest. He flailed for a moment and then bit Robbie on the leg.


  “OW!” Robbie howled. He yanked his legs back, laughing, and rolled off the back of the couch, crashing onto the hardwood of the living room. “Was that part of your plan, genius?”


  “You fucking asshole,” Sean snapped, but he couldn’t keep the grin off his face.


  “Aww, it’s always beautiful to see two dogs in love!” called one of the guys from the couch. It was Darren, a lion, and he made kissy faces at them. The other guys laughed.


  Robbie lifted himself nimbly to his feet and reached out for Sean’s hand. Sean accepted, bracing his muscular arms, and as expected Robbie hoisted him effortlessly to his feet with only a slight risk of dislocating his shoulder.


  The big white terrier grinned down at the husky. “Catch you after practice?”


  “If it’s not too cold,” Sean said. It was November, and while unseasonably warm for northwest Indiana, it was starting to get pretty chilly at night.


  Robbie snorted and raised a skeptical eyebrow. “Too cold for your fluffy ass?”


  Sean grinned. “I didn’t mean for me.” He puffed out his fluffy chest. “I just like to watch out for my lesser-furred brothers. I know you can’t handle the cold.”


  Robbie snorted again. He reached for his shoe and sock, stuck his tongue out, and loped lopsidedly out of the room.


  Sean shook his head, shoved the couch back onto its legs, and got back to studying. He finished the book in an hour and skated by with an A-.


  That evening, the temperature dropped into the 40’s, and they never did meet back up for Frisbee.


  CHAPTER 1: THE STORM


  WHUNKvvvvvvvvrrrRRRRRRRRNNNNNNNN! went the transmission, and Sean Murphy immediately knew he was screwed.


  He was in northwest Indiana, headed southwest on Route 49. He was less than 30 miles from Carrington University, close enough to make it via bicycle on a normal day, but this was anything but a normal day. This was the worst blizzard he had ever seen, in his entire nineteen years of life.


  It was 10 pm on a frigid February day and the young husky was barely ahead of a huge storm moving into Indiana. The city of Chicago was only sixty miles away – Sean had passed the greater metropolitan area on his way back to school – and according to the radio the storm had dumped over 15 inches of snow in the last couple hours. There were broadcasts coming in that a few hundred cars had buried on Lake Shore Drive, most of them with their drivers still inside of them. This storm was going to be one for the record books.


  The storm was moving south, and just behind Sean, I-80/90 and 94 were shut down in a dozen places between Gary and Michigan City. Sadistically gleeful radio announcers told tales of twelve-foot drifts burying entire houses.


  I should’ve left about five hours ago, Sean thought, frowning anxiously.


  The storm seemed to be moving faster than he was, and by the time he reached the two-thirts point of Chesterton, the highway was an ocean of roiling white cotton and miserable churned slush. The air was so thick with snow and ice it looked like grayish smoke, and with the hammering wind behind it, hundreds of cubic feet of snow gushed onto the highway like frothing ocean whitecaps. In most places the highway looked like it was flooding.


  WRRRMMMMPPPHHHHHHH! his Blazer growled as it plowed through a snowdrift tall enough to hit the front bumper. That was happening every couple miles now, even though the plows had been through less than an hour ago. Sean guessed the snowdrifts in the ditch between himself and the northbound lanes were probably as tall as the car.


  He was close to the school but the road condition was steadily deteriorating, faster than Sean would have ever thought possible, and he was starting to get extremely nervous.


  By 10:30, the young husky had turned off the radio and slowed to below 40 MPH. He hadn’t seen another set of headlights in almost twenty minutes. Not that he would have seen them – the two northbound lanes were on the other side of a 25 feet wide grassy median ditch, and the storm was so thick and turbulent that he couldn’t see anything on that side of the road. There could have been a convoy of ice cream trucks on the other side of the highway and Sean would never have known about it.


  Snow roared past his windows, like stars in a sci-fi show, and he had the wipers on their highest setting. The roaring of the wind, the tires, and the thunking of the wipers made the interior of the truck almost deafeningly loud.


  Not loud enough for Sean to miss the transmission skipping, however.


  The car was old – very old. The Blazer had rolled off the line in 1996, when Sean was just a fluffy little puppy who could barely string sentences together. As a result, it had its share of electronic glitches, one of which was in the 4WD transfer case. As a result, the truck liked to randomly drop out of four-wheel-drive into two-wheel-drive. Sometimes fewer than that. It was rare, but it happened on occasion.


  One of these occasions occurred at precisely 10:36 p.m.


  WHUNK! went the transmission as it shifted violently back into rear-wheel drive.


  Sean still had his foot on the gas, so the rear wheels immediately revved up to full-speed. VvvvvvvrrrRRRRRRRRNNNNNNNN! they sounded, as they lost their tenuous connection on the icy roadway. The back end of the Blazer swung violently out to the right.


  “Oh SHIT!” yowled Sean, as his truck shot straight for the ditch between the northbound and southbound lanes. He cut the wheel hard to the passenger side.


  The desperate maneuver reversed the fishtail, but ultimately didn’t make a difference. Sean and his Blazer charged off of I-49 into a median filled with snow piled high enough to bury a garden shed.


  The heavy truck plowed through yard after yard of thick, drifted snow, making huge white tufts of powder explode up over both sides and the front of the truck, barely slowing enough to throw Sean into his seatbelt as it chugged forward through the mess. The noise was unexpectedly deafening, a deep bass radiating through the framework of the truck, like thunder.


  Sean felt the SUV grind all the way downward, and even start to climb the ditch out toward the northbound lanes. The Blazer finally chugged to a stop like a passenger train slowing, bucking violently toward the passenger side and making Sean sure he was going to roll, before finally dropping back onto all four wheels. Crashing down, the truck rocked gently back and forth, its shocks creaking softly, and finally settled pointed subtly nose up, listing ever-so-slightly to the left.


  The truck was silent, except for the gentle creaking of snowpack. Wrunk! went the snowbank under the front of his car, and the Blazer dropped another two or three inches in place.


  Wide-eyed and terrified, Sean still gripped the steering wheel. His heart pounded viciously.


  “F-f-f-f-fuuuccckkk,” he breathed out, shivering. He took his paws off the wheel and clutched them to his chest to keep them from shaking. A late adrenaline surge hit him and filled him with useless energy. He swallowed, still shaking.


  Turning to look behind himself, the rear window behind the tail-lights was an ocean of red-tinted snow.


  He looked out his window. The snow was as high as the door handles.


  Swallowing, he reached down for the 4WD shift lever, on the floor under the radio console.


  As he reached for it, the electrical short apparently reversed itself, because the light clicked from 2-HI to 4-HI.


  Sean scowled. “You piece of craaaaaaaaapppp,” he hissed at the car. Frowning, he wrenched the lever down to 4-LO, the most powerful transmission setting. He had a feeling he was going to need it.


  Looking over his shoulder, he clunked the bulky shift lever up to REVERSE. He pried his booted paw off the brake and slowly moved it to the accelerator.


  “Come on, baby,” he whispered, pushing down on the gas.


  Vrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr! went the engine.


  The Blazer did not move.


  Letting out a shaky sigh, Sean looked forward and dropped the truck back into DRIVE. He looked through the windshield. The snow was up over the hood. Sean didn’t know if he had bulldozed it up that high, or the snow in the median really was four feet deep.


  He pressed down the accelerator again.


  Vrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrm! The speedometer jumped up to 25 MPH.


  Grimacing, Sean pushed the gas down further. Vrrrrrr RRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR RRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM! The speedo was closing on 40. The big engine roared angrily. Even the air vents rumbled with the extra airflow, and for a moment the air pouring from them was pure heat. He could feel the vehicle vibrating as all four wheels spun uselessly.


  Nothing.


  REVERSE. DRIVE. REVERSE. 4-HI.


  Nothing.


  Closing his eyes, Sean put his head down on the thick steering wheel.


  Rubbing his eyes, he craned his neck around.


  Thirty seconds later, he had his scarf, hat, and down jacket back on. He had a feeling the back doors would be easier to open, so he scrambled over the seatbacks into the rear of the truck.


  The snow out the backseat was at least four feet deep. It went up to his chest, and there was a moment before his feet touched solid ground that Sean felt absolute, pure panic. He would need a backhoe to dig the truck out. Panting and grunting, he pulled himself back up into the backseat.


  Gasping, he sprawled across the backseat.


  He wasn’t going anywhere.


  It was time to call for help.


  


  His uncle picked up on the second ring.


  Sergeant Travis MacGregor was an Ohio state trooper, and his voice was clear and strong. As usual, just hearing him immediately made Sean feel better. Even three hundred miles away, Uncle Travis projected such confidence that Sean could feel himself relaxing just talking to him. He summarized his situation in one breathless 90-second run-on sentence.


  “So the car is alright?” Uncle Travis asked him. Slowly. Calmly.


  Sean let out a sigh. “Yes. I mean, except for the transmission,” he said, scowling at the shift lever.


  Uncle Travis chuckled softly. “Okay. How’s your phone battery?”


  Sean held his phone away from his head for a moment. “Uh. 68 percent,” he said.


  There was a pause. “Is that…a lot?” his uncle asked him. “My phone still has the little battery-bar things.”


  Sean smiled. “Not really, Uncle Travis. But I got a charger.”


  “Mm,” the other dog grunted. Sean could picture him, frowning into the phone. He was probably pacing, too. He paced when he was thinking. Travis was his mom’s twin, and he and Sean looked enough alike that they were frequently mistaken for father and son. “How much gas you got?”


  He looked. “Like…three quarters of a tank?”


  “Mm. That should get you through the night. If you get under half a tank, start to ration it. Twenty minutes on, one hour off. Do you have a shovel?”


  Sean looked over his shoulder into the cargo area. “Yeah, the one Mom gave me. But it’s one of those crappy plastic ones.”


  “That’ll be fine. You just have to keep the tailpipe clear. Depending on the wind you may have to do it every couple hours. Carbon monoxide is your biggest problem right now. The storm is supposed to end by 7 or 8 and they should start clearing the highways right after that.”


  Sean nodded. “Okay,” he said. “That’s like not even twelve hours, right? I can make it twelve hours.” He could hear his own voice shaking.


  “Yes. You’re going to be fine. The important thing is, for God’s sake, do not leave that car. The dead ones are always the assholes who make a break for it.”


  Sean swallowed. “The dead ones?!”


  Travis cleared his throat. “Uh…yes.”


  Sean let out a shaky breath. “Why would you even say that,” he said, flatly.


  Over the line, Uncle Travis let out a sigh. “Because I need you to know how serious this is. I know it seems like a ten-minute walk to safety but it’s so easy to get turned around in these storms, and exposure doesn’t take long to kill. The people who try to hike to safety are the ones we find frozen in the morning. They usually don’t make it more than a mile.”


  “Jesus Christ,” Sean whispered.


  “Sean, listen to me. You’re gonna be okay. Stay hydrated, and set a watch alarm to wake up every couple hours. Don’t go more than an hour with the engine off. And keep an eye on the tailpipe. You’ve got a long night ahead of you but you’re gonna be fine.”


  Sean thought about it, and nodded, frowning. “Hey, is it okay if I text you my latitude and longitude? Just…like, in case.”


  The older husky chuckled. “Sure thing. I’ll call Indiana Dispatch and tell them where you are. They should have one of the plow guys out by 8. Just stay put in your nice warm car and try to get some sleep, huh?”


  Sean let out a sigh. “Thanks, Uncle Travis.”


  There was a short, quiet pause.


  Travis cleared his throat. “Sean?”


  “Yeah?”


  “Did you call your parents?”


  Sean exhaled softly. “Uh, not…not yet. It was…it was kind of a rough weekend.” He swallowed the lump in his throat.


  “It’s okay. Don’t waste your phone battery. I’ll call them.”


  Sean nodded. He let out a relieved sigh. “Thanks, Uncle Travis.”


  The older husky cleared his throat. Over the phone, it sounded a bit like radio static. “How are, uh, how are things on that front?”


  Sean snorted. “Great. I’m sure they’ll find a way to blame this car accident on my sexual orientation.”


  Travis chuckled. “Knowing your father, I can’t really argue that.”


  Sean swallowed again, trying to clear his throat. “It isn’t…I don’t know why they can’t…” He took a deep breath and let out an annoyed sigh. “I don’t know why this is such a big fucking deal.” He closed his eyes.


  Travis sighed softly. “I’m sorry, kiddo. That’s probably my fault. I don’t think your mom ever got over it when I came out. I would have kept that to myself if I’d had the slightest idea about you.” He was silent for a moment. “Look…try not to worry about that right now, okay? Just…concentrate on staying safe. That’s the important thing right now. This storm is just hitting us here in Ohio and it looks like a hell of a blow. Focus on the problem in front of you.”


  Sean nodded, clenching his teeth. “I wish you were here,” he blurted out softly. He regretted it immediately. It made him sound like a child.


  Uncle Travis rumbled quietly over the phone. “I know, kiddo. Me too. You be safe now, okay? Yves says hi and he loves you too.”


  Sean managed a smiled. “Kay. Thanks, Uncle Travis.”


  He hung up the phone.


  Afterward, he was left with only the wind and the rough idle of the engine.


  


  Banjo music filled the car. “WELL, IT’S HAPPENED AGAIN!” thundered a Boston accent through the Blazer’s sound system. “You’ve wasted another perfectly good hour listening to Car Talk! Our esteemed producer is Doug the Subway Fugitive, not-a-slave-to-fashion, Bongo Boy Berman–”


  With one thick thumbclaw, Sean paused his iPod, yawning. He lifted it to his eyes and checked the battery. He still had about half the juice left, but his iPod charger was sitting on his desk back at the dorm, and he wanted to save the power for the wee small hours of the morning. Besides, after two straight hours of snapping Massachusetts accents, he was ready for a break.


  The dash clock said 12:41.


  Lifting his muscular arms over his head, Sean stretched and writhed in his seat. He had stripped down to his tank top, the full-blast heating necessary to keep the windshield clear bringing the car to what felt like 85 degrees.


  Once again, he turned the heat down, and once again, big thick blobs of half-melted snow immediately began clinging to the windshield, sliding down the glass with lazy, unhurried confidence.


  Last time, within ten minutes, they had gathered there, and enough snow had drifted up on top of the wipers that the view through the windshield had begun to blur.


  Shivering, Sean cranked the heat back up. “Fuck that,” he said. “I don’t need to feel like I’m being buried alive in here.”


  He leaned back in his chair. No, you certainly don’t, a little voice told him, because you ARE being buried alive in here.


  Grimacing, Sean snapped the wipers on. They flailed across the windshield glass, flinging bits of frost hither and thither.


  The Blazer was now wedged into a perfect trench of snow, the wind having filled in the gaps between the truck and the walls of snow on either side. The tremendous heat of the engine was keeping any slush from collecting on the hood, but the top of the windshield and all four side windows were completely obscured. The headlights were buried, which made for a peculiar, igloo-lit-from-within effect on the snow in front of him, and of course the taillights lit the storm blood red behind him. Other than that, Sean was encased.


  He squeezed his eyes shut, finally unable to ignore the pressure in his bladder. “I suppose this was going to happen sooner or later,” he said. Frowning, he reached for his jacket and scarf.


  He frowned and craned his neck around. “Guess I’ll go out the back.” He opened the glove box and pushed the release button for the rear hatch glass.


  Sean was lithe and athletic, with a mercilessly-toned athletic body, and scrambling into the backseat wasn’t a problem, even with his puffy down jacket and colossal husky-sized boots. He lowered the rear seats and climbed up on top of them. Crawling into the flattened cargo area, he pushed outward on the rear windshield.


  The ice-cold glass fought him, and when it finally gave and pushed out into the night, Sean was hit with such a wave of icy air that he gasped.


  Sean had stupidly agreed, this last Halloween, to go bobbing for apples, and some sadistic asshat at his fraternity had used ice-cold water. That was what this sensation was like: it chilled him directly through his fur, straight to the skin and the bone beneath.


  The storm was in absolutely full force now, and in seconds Sean understood how hardened Chicagoans could be helplessly stranded in taxis and city buses just yards from 40-story apartment high-rises.


  Visibility was non-existent. The world was made up of hurling wind so thick with snow that it had mass: brutal, icy, pure white mass. The snow didn’t fall so much as it careened; it was moving horizontally much faster than it was falling vertically. It was like being inside a snow tornado. Sean had never seen anything like it.


  Swallowing, he peered down at the ground. The 20 or so feet of the Blazer’s trench that he could see had already filled in, astonishingly, with a good two and a half feet of snow. It had poured in like water at the edges of the trench, completely obscuring the tire tracks, and just begun to fill in the gap. This wasn’t about how much snow was falling anymore. It was about how fast the wind could move it.


  For a moment, Sean just considered pissing out the back of his truck.


  After a brief consideration, he rejected the idea. He really had to go – this was a full Shell station Big Gulp in the works. Whoever rescued him would probably be pulling him out by the trailer hitch, and would likely not appreciate a half-gallon of frozen husky piss coating every exposed inch of metal.


  Just considering the thought, Sean felt his urethra cinch closed. The husky was still getting used to pooping in the same bathroom as his housemates…if the tow truck guys had to wade through a sea of yellow snow to save him he might actually die of embarrassment.


  And yet…he looked up the miserable, terrifying, snow-buried trench.


  Before he went, he grabbed his cellphone and the keyless entry fob off of his keys, in case (God forbid) he somehow locked himself out.


  He left the lights and the heat on.


  Just as far as the highway, he thought. He would pee on the opposite shoulder, the plows would bury it in the morning, and he could go on living without the memory of coating some poor state employee’s work boots in dog urine.


  Calling upon the spirit of his Siberian ancestors, Sean swung one leg over the tailgate and felt for the rear bumper. He missed it completely, lost his grip in half a second, and crashed out into the night.


  WHUMPH! He landed on his back in waist-deep snow, sinking a foot before coming to a cushioned stop. Ice slid in against his muzzle and neck. Sean scrambled to his feet, and found that he could again barely touch the grass underneath all the snow. The wind whirled around him, even in the relative shelter of the trench, and within seconds enough snow had gathered on the end of his muzzle to be visible in his field of vision. Holy shit, he thought, and had an epiphany moment: if he had tried to hike to safety, there was a good chance he would already be dead by now.


  He stood there for a moment, breathing nervously.


  Let’s make this quick, he thought, and began his 40-foot trek to the highway.


  


  Situated atop high ground, southbound State Road 49 was only buried to a depth of about ten inches, but between the wind and the visibility, Sean determined that even if he somehow managed to free the Blazer, he would get about half a mile before he put it in a ditch again. Ten inches of snow was a lot of crap to get through, and even if he could get the Blazer going again, it would be next to impossible to maneuver. He would be less “steering” and more “careening.” There was literally nothing to do but wait until the storm died down. Shivering, he looked back at the taillights of his stranded Blazer through a massive curtain of driving snow, and shook his head, astonished that the world could actually get like this.


  Emptying his bladder in the midst of 70 MPH gusts of wind was a comical and ridiculous proposition, but buried as he was up to his knees, anything that might have ended up splattered on his shoes just ended up in the snow, sometimes yards away. He finished up and vowed, embarrassment or not, just to piss on the trailer hitch next time.


  Frowning, the wind whistling around him, Sean took a moment to look around.


  He’d thought it would be weird to stand in the middle of a state highway in the middle of the night, but the landscape was so alien and bizarre that it didn’t look like a highway at all. He’d taken this road dozens of times, but the husky might as well have been standing in the middle of an empty field, full of acrid gray smoke.


  The only sign of civilization to be seen in any direction was the dimly-visible taillights of his own helpless SUV, and what appeared to be some kind of…curious…reflection, on the other side of the road.


  He stared for a moment. Could that be a reflection? A reflection on what? He leaned forward, narrowing his eyes. It was so hard to make out. It was like trying to make out a picture through television static.


  He looked back and the Blazer. Tall, narrow taillights. Taller than they were wide.


  He looked back toward the west, on the other side of the southbound lanes. Short, fat taillights.


  He gasped.


  It was another car.


  There was another car stranded in the snow, on the other side of the highway. It was further down – a hundred feet, maybe two hundred?


  He started toward it immediately, but halted after a few trudging, dragging steps.


  Was this a good idea, he wondered?


  He didn’t know who this person was. Plenty of unsavory characters littered dark highways in rural Indiana past 10:00 p.m. on weekdays. For all Sean knew, the driver of could have been out buying meth when he slid off the road. This was a single-vehicle accident. The person could easily have been on something. Did he really want to march in to that? Alone, in the storm, when help was hours away? What was even to say he would be able to find his way back to his own vehicle? Leaving the Blazer was madness.


  And yet…what if the driver was hurt? What if they didn’t know the first thing about cold-weather survival? What if this was a hapless college student like him, preparing at this very moment to leave the car and go for help?


  Not everybody had an Uncle Travis.


  He swallowed, clenching his paws into fists. The wind whistled murderously around him.


  This was not a fair proposition for a 19-year-old.


  On the one hand, this was probably the first time in his entire life that his decision could legitimately result in life-or-death consequences. He had to act.


  On the other hand, the safer option was clearly obvious in this case. If he were smart, he would go back to his car, call the authorities, and wait for qualified help. Uncle Travis would want him to go back to the Blazer. His mom would want him to go back to the Blazer. His dad would want him to go back to the Blazer, and would probably yell at him for even considering an alternative. With his own safety in mind, the smarter option was clearly obvious: go back to the Blazer.


  And yet…


  Cursing into the snow and wind, Sean headed off toward the other car.


  


  As he neared the other vehicle, he was horrified to realize that he recognized it.


  It was a small Jeep Wrangler nose-down in the snow, at the base of a hill, about fifty feet off the highway’s surface, down a long hill leading toward the tree-line. The entire engine block was sunk into the snow, and Sean could actually see the back wheels, the rear bumper, and the distinctive rear-mounted spare. Buried as it was nose-down in the snow, the Jeep looked like a sinking ship.


  The snow-trench leading to the Jeep was wider than the car itself, and even with the edges dulled with flying snow and obscured by ice-smoke, it looked violently cleaved out of the snowscape. Swallowing a lump in his throat, Sean realized that the Jeep had rolled into its current position not on its wheels, but crashed end-over-end down the hillside. The roof was still intact, but barely; the Jeep’s square frame looked like a wet, misshapen cardboard box. Sean smelled no exhaust.


  There were bumper stickers on the back, ones that Sean recognized, and that’s when he realized he had seen the Jeep before. In the near-darkness it just looked black, but he knew it to be dark maroon. The small rear tailgate, underneath the vinyl rear window, were half a dozen band logos Sean didn’t recognize. What made him recognize the vehicle was the giant MUSE sticker across the bottom of the back door.


  “Oh shit!” he gasped.


  It was Robbie Brandt.


  Robbie, the enormous bull terrier, who was tall enough to require special seat rails to fit in the driver’s seat of the Jeep. Robbie, who was always grinning, and whose favorite thing on earth was Waffle Sunday at the Hagerman Cafeteria.


  There was a small chance he was still alive.


  Panting, Sean scrambled down the hillside.


  The Jeep had left a trench of trampled snow on its way down, just like Sean had, but this trench was almost completely filled in. Robbie’s accident had been a lot sooner. Did Robbie know enough to stay with the car? How far would he have made it? Was he too injured to leave? What the hell was Sean supposed to do then?


  Sean’s heart was pounding like a jackhammer as he neared the wreck, taking the edge off the chill working its way through his jeans and gloves. The snow was wet and hard-packed, and trudging through it was like wading through chest-deep water. He could feel himself soaking his shirt and scarf with sweat, even as his legs and paws felt the frigid chill of pure ice.


  As he approached he realized the wrecked Wrangler was almost perfectly vertical in the snow, nose down, like a sinking ship. The front grille was probably touching the ground, the entire engine block and front doors were buried, and only the rear two feet of the vehicle protruded from the snow. It looked like it had rolled off the top level of a parking garage.


  He would have to dig out one of the doors.


  Flap…flap…flap-flap…flap flap…


  A noise like a flag in a strong wind peaked Sean’s attention.


  In the squashed-square frame of the rear window, the vinyl had torn out on one side. It was flapping in the wind.


  “Hang on, Robbie,” Sean muttered, and dug his way forward.


  Sean was just tall enough to reach the rear axle, and just strong enough to muscle himself up the Jeep’s undercarriage, his big feet scrambling for purchase on the axle and the transmission and other under-car things he couldn’t identify. He hoisted himself up onto the back door, perched precariously on the spare tire, peering in through the little sliver of torn milky-white vinyl that once made up the rear window. The vehicle was really banged up. Up on top of the Jeep, the wind cut at him like fiberglass insulation.


  “Robbie?!” he called, softly, wrapping his thick fingers around the vinyl and tugging it back. It gave as easily as tearing paper. He couldn’t even hear himself over the wind, so he took a deep breath. “HELLO??” he called into the Jeep.


  He looked inside, almost straight down.


  The night outside had seemed dark, but inside the Jeep it was all but pitch-black. It took his eyes a moment to adjust.


  The airbags had deployed. The dashboard lights and dome light were still lit but very dim. The windshield and the front windows were a solid expanse of white.


  Laying across the dashboard, curled into a miserable-looking ball leaned against the passenger window, was a very big bull terrier.


  Mildly surprised, Robbie Brandt looked up and stared at him.


  Sean let out a massive sigh. “Holy shit, you’re alive,” he said. “Thank you Jesus.”


  The big dog stared up at him. He frowned.


  Sean blinked down at him. “Robbie!” he called. “It’s me! Sean! Are you okay?”


  Robbie stared up at him. “Whuh…wh…what are you doing here?”


  Sean hunkered down. The wind was starting to get to him. His heart was still pounding. “I was driving home! I crashed my car too. But the heat still works.” He stuck his head in through the tear. There was no temperature difference. He could still see his breath inside the car, billowing out in front of him. “Is your engine dead?”


  Robbie stared up at him, looked down, and looked around, confused.


  He seemed to be having a lot of trouble with the question.


  Something was wrong.


  Sean stared at him. “Robbie…do…you know where you are right now?” he asked, slowly.


  Robbie blinked, looked around, and slowly turned his head back up to Sean.


  “I think I had a wreck,” he said, slowly, and his voice had a definite slur.


  Oh shit, Sean thought.


  He put both his hands on the vinyl and yanked it, hard. It took him a few seconds to pull the vinyl out of its frame, but it came out in one big piece. He scramble-clattered his way inside, lowered himself onto the back of the driver’s seat, and then dropped awkwardly down into the big dog’s lap. The interior of the Jeep felt as small as a steamer trunk.


  Robbie let out a soft grunt as Sean descended onto his lap but seemed otherwise unsurprised at the turn of events. The big dog stared at him.


  “Hey,” Sean said. He took off his gloves and slipped his cellphone out of his pocket. “Look at me,” he said, turning on the flashlight. “Did you hit your head, Robbie?”


  Robbie shied away from the light, squeezing his eyes shut.


  Sean reached forward and took his muzzle. “Hey, c’mon, buddy,” he said. He angled the light so it wasn’t directly in the big dog’s eyes. Snowflakes drifting down from the rear window illuminated and threw shadows. It was snowing inside the car now.


  Robbie stared back at him, squinting a little. His pupils looked like they were dilating normally.


  Sean turned off the light. “How long have you been in this car?” he said. He felt Robbie’s face. He felt ice-cold. Being a short-haired breed, he should have felt warm to the touch. Sean looked at what the other dog was wearing. He had on jeans and a ski jacket. It would have helped, but not by much.


  Robbie stared dopily back at him, half-closing one eye. “Iunno, what is it, like six-a-clock?”


  Sean felt his blood run cold. “It’s…uh…after midnight.” Had Robbie actually been out here that long? How long could a person survive below-zero temperatures? He remembered a local news story about a girl dying in a Burger King walk-in freezer. That had only been overnight, maybe eight hours. How long had Robbie been out here?


  The bull terrier just blinked at him.


  Sean swallowed. “Um. We have to go to. To my car.” He looked up at the rear window, feeling his heart start pounding again. “Right now.”


  Robbie grimaced. “Noway man, I’m tired. I’m not goin’ anywhere.”


  Sean leaned forward. “Robbie, listen to me. I’m pretty sure you have beginning-stage hypothermia.” He thought for a moment. “Or maybe end-stage. Oh my God, I hope it’s beginning-stage.” He grit his teeth. “We have to go to my car right now. Okay?”


  The big dog frowned. “I gotta go out in that?”


  Sean nodded. “Just for a minute. And then we can hang out in my car. I got snacks.” He smacked Robbie in the muzzle a few times. “C’mon. Let’s go. Let’s go right now.”


  Robbie shied away and ineffectually held his big hands up. “Ahhhh,” he moaned. “Cut it out, maaann!”


  “Robbie, listen, I am really worried right now,” Sean said, letting the concern bleed into his voice. It wasn’t difficult. “Please. I’m begging you. You’re a nice guy, you don’t want me to be worried, right?!” he said. “C’mon!”


  Robbie frowned, staring unfocusedly at him. He thought for a moment and then sighed loudly. “Alright,” he mumbled.


  Sean let out a sigh. “Thank you,” he said. “I owe you one, bro.” He stuck his phone back in his pocket and looked up at the rear window.


  It took Sean half a minute to scramble back up onto the spare tire back into the raging winds. Robbie simply stood up on the dash, raising his head and shoulders out of the gap.


  The big terrier winced and closed his eyes, swaying gently from side to side. He grimaced but that was the sum total of his reaction.


  Sean smacked him in the face again. “Hey!” he yelled, over the storm. “Let’s move!”


  Robbie squinted back at him. “I don’t feel so good, man,” he slurred at him. His mouth opened slightly and his head started to dip down. He looked like he could go to sleep at any moment.


  If that happened he wouldn’t be waking up.


  Sean slapped him across the face. “HEY!” he roared.


  Robbie snapped to attention, eyes wider, but still only half-opened. “Whaaaat!” he grumbled.


  “LET’S MOVE! NOW!” Sean yelled in his face.


  “Okaaayy!” Robbie whined, looking down and awkwardly placing his big feet. He lifted himself out the rear window opening, and watching him come out of the absurdly small car interior was like watching a life raft inflate inside a phone booth.


  Sean winced in the driving wind. His fingers and toes were starting to go numb. This was taking way too long.


  Robbie put his hands on the spare tire and lifted his butt onto the window frame. He looked weary and confused.


  “Come on,” Sean insisted, grabbing the shoulders of the big dog’s jacket.


  Robbie stared at him, his eyes swimming. “Whus…whus goin’ on again?”


  Sean swallowed. He was losing him.


  Focus on the problem in front of you, he heard his uncle say.


  Problem: beginning(hopefully)-stage hypothermia.


  Solution? Warmth.


  Robbie sized up the dog in front of him. The bull terrier was easily north of 300 pounds. Sean wouldn’t be able to drag him across a shag carpet, let alone uphill through four feet of snow. He needed Robbie ambulatory under his own power.


  A pep talk was probably not going to help here. Caffeine? Alcohol? That wouldn’t act fast enough. What did they give people in ambulances? Epinephrine, right? That was basically just adrenaline. Could he give him an adrenaline rush?


  What was the one thing on earth that woke your ass all the way up right when you were about to fall asleep?


  He looked past Robbie, at the five-foot drop-off into the snow.


  Behind and around him, the wind whistled.


  What the hell, he thought.


  Grabbing the collar of Robbie’s jacket, Sean tipped sideways off the edge of the Jeep. He dropped into the darkness and took Robbie with him.


  The drop made him gasp.


  Whoosh went the air around him, as he left his stomach behind. He hit snow with the impact of a high-dive belly flop and totally lost his bearings for a moment. Ice cascaded in at Sean’s collar and up under his shirt. “Ungh!”


  Next to him, Robbie crashed into the snow like a meteor falling to earth. Just before he hit the white, he let out an ear-piercing yelp. “YARRP!”


  FWUMMMP!


  It took Sean a moment to dig out. Wide-eyed, he scrambled to find purchase on the ground. His adrenaline was pumping again.


  Robbie sat up in front of her, wide-eyed and panicked, covered in snow. “AHHH DUDE WHAT THE HELL WAS THAT?!” he squealed.


  Sean scrambled upright and fought his way over to the bull terrier. “Are you okay?” he demanded.


  Robbie looked at him, really looked at him, and for the first time his eyes looked clear. He cowered in the driving winds, folding his ears back against his head. “Wh-wh-what’s going on?!” he asked, shakily.


  Sean reached up and tried to squeeze Robbie’s arm comfortingly, but between the size of the dog’s bicep and the thick ski jacket, he couldn’t even begin to get his fingers around. He settled for patting him comfortingly. “Come on!” he insisted, yelling to be heard over the raging winds.


  Robbie nodded back, scared, and obediently followed Sean as he went.


  It took them almost ten minutes to get up the hill – Sean almost had to dig a path, and at points he was all but swimming through the snow – and by the time they reached the comparatively-clear highway where the snow was only knee-deep, the husky was completely disoriented. He only knew he was back on pavement because the ground felt different under his boots.


  Shielding his eyes, squinting, he looked around. Up here in the full brunt of the wind, the driving snow was like being sandblasted with ice crystals.


  Total whiteout.


  Dark, fog, ice, whipping wind and horizontal snow. They were alone in a sea of black and white.


  Up on the raised highway, Robbie cowered, hunching over and holding his arms to his chest. He squeezed his eyes shut, perpetually wincing. “Where’s your car?” he yelled, over the storm.


  Sean rotated in a circle, eyes wide and shielded.


  Nothing.


  He made it a full revolution, and settled on Robbie, eyes squinted shut. The big dog clenched his teeth, shivering violently.


  Sean swallowed. “LISTEN REAL CLOSE, OKAY?” he cried. He slipped off his right glove. His ice-cold fingers fumbled on the fabric, and he dropped it. The wind caught it, and it flew a dozen feet before it hit the snowpack, where it skittered away like an animal.


  He stuck his paw into his pocket. For one terrifying moment, he came up with nothing, and he was afraid he’d lost the key fob in their tumble off the Jeep. But then he felt the familiar black rectangle, and he pressed one thumbclaw in to what he knew was a red button.


  Not far away at all, the Blazer’s panic alarm activated catastrophically.


  They both turned toward the noise. WHOOONK! WHOOOONK! WHOOONK! WHOOONK! sounded the Chevy, and with each wailing honk, three brake lights flared brightly.


  It was just enough light to spot, a faint red glow in the distance.


  “There!” Sean cried, and began wading through the snow.


  Robbie trudged shakily behind him.


  


  The last leg was much easier, moving downhill through a trench Sean had previously navigated, though he was astonished to find how much of his prior path had filled in just in the last ten minutes. If you dropped here you would completely disappear in half an hour, and no one would find you until spring, he thought, and the idea made him shiver a little harder.


  Before they made it to the buried Blazer, Robbie was slowing down again. “Na’gonna…make…need a break…” he panted, his eyes half-closing again, only partly visible to Sean through the haze of snow that had collected on his muzzle.


  “No way man!” he yelled back. “We’re so close!” He slowed long enough to catch the staggering bull terrier’s coat sleeve and dragged him after him.


  Robbie let his tongue hang out, stumbling after Sean, unsure on his legs like a lost puppy.


  The wailing SUV was just yards away, and Sean was startled to notice that the horn seemed quieter than it should have. Even the sound was being chopped up and carried away by the storm.


  Ten feet…five feet…and just like that, they were at the car.


  He had left the rear window open. With numb fingers, Sean reached inside and groped for the tailgate release. It released with a whunk! and the hydraulics were so chilled that the tailgate dropped open like a rock falling. BAM! it went, against the bottom-stops. It hit Sean in the side and almost knocked him over.


  “Get in, Robbie! Get in!” Sean gasped.


  Robbie staggered two final feet and collapsed onto the tailgate, chest down. He started to slide back off of it.


  “No no no no no!” Sean wailed. He scrambled into the back of the truck, grasping for the collar of Robbie’s jacket, and kicked back violently into the car. He tried to drag Robbie into the vehicle after him, but it was like dragging a sleeper sofa up a flight of stairs. “Robbie, you’ve got to push! Come on, you’re almost there!”


  Confused and seemingly half-asleep, Robbie attempted to push his big arms in under himself, but he was moving much too slowly. He was going to slide back out into the snow, and Sean wouldn’t be able to get him up again. He was going to fall, and freeze to death, fourteen fucking inches from Sean’s rear bumper.


  Sean planted his boot heels into the gap at the edge of the cargo floor, bracing them against the tailgate. He wrenched backward as hard as he could, feeling every muscle in his back and arms tense and cry out. He lifted his head and screamed. “GODDAMMIT ROBBIE IF YOU CAN LIFT FOUR HUNDRED FUCKING POUNDS FOR A FUCKING FOOTBALL GAME YOU CAN PUSH YOURSELF TWO FUCKING FEET INTO A GODDAMN SPORT-UTILITY VEHICLE!” Spittle flew out of his mouth, arcing over Robbie’s ears and spotting on his coat.


  Robbie lifted his head. Setting his jaw determinedly, he grit his teeth and charged forward.


  Scrambling up over the tailgate, he crashed into the back of the car.


  ”That’s it!” Sean cried, his voice high and howl-like. He scrabbled for purchase on the carpet floor of the cargo area, pushing himself backward, hard, and dragged Robbie violently backward, up over the flattened rear seats.


  The rear of the Blazer was perfectly flat, like a pickup bed, and big enough to hold a twin-size mattress. Sean pulled him almost all of the way back in, nearly to the point where the big dog’s feet cleared the rear doorframe.


  Robbie crawled another half a foot and collapsed. He crashed face-down onto the carpet of the folded rear-seat, his eyes sinking closed by the time he hit the floor.


  Sean lunged for the dashboard, and slapped all the HVAC controls to full heat. He scrambled for the rear door and entered into the storm one last time, to yank the tailgate closed and pull the tailgate glass violently shut. The comparative silence inside the car was deafening.


  Turning back into the vehicle, he was startled to see snow all over the carpet in the backseat. Oh God. The open window. It was probably just as cold in here as it had been outside. He couldn’t even be sure, because his skin had gone completely numb.


  Swallowing, he looked down at the limp bull terrier.


  They weren’t in the clear yet. He had to get Robbie’s temperature back up. He could still die. He stared at him, wide-eyed. He could still die.


  Sean scrambled for the bigger dog’s coat, digging his fingers in around the collar and yanking it hard off his shoulders, leaving the white dog in only his football jersey. Grunting, he reached under Robbie’s big arm and heaved violently, rolling the bigger dog onto his side and then onto his back. “WAKE UP!” he roared, his voice ricocheting around in the passenger cabin.


  “Whuh–” Robbie grunted, half-opening his eyes. He had tiny little ice crystals on the end of his eyelashes.


  “Just hang on, okay?” the husky begged him. “I’m gonna warm you up but you gotta stay awake.” He tore off his jacket and yanked his sweatshirt over his head, accidentally taking his tanktop with it. The sweatshirt was warm so he balled it up and shoved it under Robbie’s neck, and then he crashed down on top of the bigger dog.


  Robbie grunted and shifted, blinking in confusion. “Whu’s going on, man?” he mumbled.


  Sean cuddled up to the bigger dog, groping for the terrier’s thick wrists and awkwardly dumping them over his own back. The back of his shoulder cramped up, filling him with searing pain, but he shook it off and squirmed on top of the prone athlete. “Come on,” he said. “Just stay awake. Don’t go to sleep, Robbie. Don’t go to sleep.” He licked the side of the terrier’s face. The skin and fur was cold under his tongue. It was more like licking an ice-cream cone than another breathing dog.


  Abruptly, the Blazer stopped honking. Apparently the Panic Alarm had a timer on it.


  Sean tucked his head into the crook of Robbie’s neck and nuzzled him aggressively. If he held his head just right he could hear the bigger dog’s pulse. It was slow, but present.


  Figuring he was covering as much surface area as possible, Sean held still and willed his body heat to transfer to Robbie. There was a tense thirty seconds, while he listened to Robbie’s heart, and the hollow whoosh of the air vents, and nothing else. Sean felt hot tears begin to run down his face. He couldn’t help it.


  Then Robbie shivered, and Sean all but jumped out of his fur. The husky flinched, raising his head, and stared at the laid-out jock.


  Robbie was staring back at him, eyes wide and concerned. “D-d-dude?” he asked, shakily, and then he began shaking all over.


  The hugely muscular dog shivered like a mechanical bull, and if he hadn’t suddenly reached up and enveloped Sean in a crushing embrace, the husky would have vibrated right off of him.


  “Rrrr owwww!” Robbie hissed, his teeth chattering loudly, right in Sean’s ear. “Ungh, f-feels like my s-skin’s on fire!” He writhed under Sean as he trembled, his thick legs and muscular chest lifting Sean as effortlessly as a football.


  “Are you okay?” Sean gasped. “Can you feel your fingers?”


  Robbie nodded, gritting his teeth and hissing. “Ungh, they burn!” he snarled. He buried them in Sean’s back fur, digging his ice-cold fingers in against the shirtless husky’s skin.


  ”Aarp! I think that’s good!” Sean gasped. “I think that means the feeling is coming back.”


  Shivering like an unbalanced washing machine, Robbie nodded furiously. He ground the husky against himself, desperate to warm up.


  Sean grit his teeth, grunting in discomfort.


  “D-d-d-dude, I think you just saved my l-l-life,” Robbie chattered, gritting his teeth.


  Sean let out a sigh of relief. “Don’t think about that. Just think about getting warm.” Sean felt his own fingers and toes starting to throb as the feeling returned to them.


  Robbie nodded feverishly. In the interior light, Sean saw that the terrier was starting to take on his usual pinkish hue, and with a start he realized that Robbie had looked almost blue when he’d found him.


  The inside of the car was beginning to heat up, and their combined breath was making the windows fog over.


  Letting out a shaky breath, Robbie leaned in to muzzle-bump him, hard.


  And that was all it took to push Sean into dangerous territory. I can smell his deodorant, he thought, and just like that the reality of the big musclejock grinding their bodies together, with only one football jersey and two pairs of jeans between them, crashed over him. He shivered violently, too, and like a rocket taking off his erection roared inexorably to life. He felt it dig into Robbie’s abdomen and he felt himself absolutely seethe with embarrassment.


  Robbie continued shivering violently, but for a moment ceased his pained writhing. “Oh my God, are you s-s-serious?” he grunted, his jaw dropping open. “Tell me that’s not your–”


  “I’m sorry it’s the body heat!” Sean squealed. “I can get off you if you want.”


  Robbie snorted loudly. “F-f-fuck no dude, I can’t even move yet!” he hissed. “But don’t you d-dare jizz on me or I’m going back out there.” He laughed loudly, still shivering.


  Sean buried his muzzle in Robbie’s chest, blushing furiously, mortified.


  After another few minutes, Sean shifted his weight uncomfortably on the bigger dog. Laying on Robbie’s thick, rock-hard muscles was like laying on industrial carpeting over a concrete floor, and Sean’s crowbar-stiff cock was actually starting to throb.


  ”Unf!” Robbie grunted, lifting his head. “Whassat?”


  “Shifting my weight,” Sean snapped. He lifted his cock off of Robbie’s gut, squirming in discomfort, and then slid backwards down his body. Maybe getting his muzzle out of the crook of Robbie’s neck would help. Or maybe he could get away with sticking his muzzle under Robbie’s arm. Either way he would get his–


  “Wait, dude!” Robbie cried, and as he said it, Sean slid back onto what felt like a Maglite shoved down the big dog’s pant leg. Confused, he settled the weight of his left leg onto it, and Robbie yelped in surprise. “ARP!” he cried.


  Sean squirmed, eyes wide. “Holy shit,” he gasped. “Is th-that your–” he stammered, but he knew the feel of a rock-hard cock when he lay down on one. He had enough experience.


  Robbie Brandt was as stiff as a crowbar.


  ”Ungh, dude, what are you doing!” Robbie hissed, lifting his muzzle and gasping. “Get off of that!” Robbie writhed underneath him, pounding his big fists on the carpet of the cargo aread. “YOU’RE BENDING IT!”


  “Oh!” Planting his paws on the carpet of the floor, Sean lifted himself up and readjusted the muscles of his legs.


  Robbie let out a massive sigh. “Ahhhhh!” he gasped. He stared at Sean, wide-eyed. “Jeez, dude, for a gay guy, you’re awfully fukken’ hard on a penis.” He let out a sigh of relief and put his arms back around Sean’s back.


  The husky stared at him, wide-eyed. “What the hell, dude?!”


  Robbie stared innocently at him. “Just like you said, man. Body heat.” He cocked his head. “I mean, that’s cool, right? You probably love it, you big fag. Ha!”


  Dumbfounded, Sean cocked his head.


  Robbie smiled dopily up at him and tightened his arms around the husky’s bare back.


  Letting out a confused sigh, Sean lay his head on the bigger dog’s chest. After another moment, he could hear his heart thumping again.


  Finally, Robbie stopped shivering. He still felt cold to the touch, though. And, truth be told, the dog’s big chest was not the worst place Sean had laid his fluffy head.


  Inside the cabin, the only sound was the wind, and the air vents, and Robbie’s swiftly-beating heart.


  Quickly, Sean fell asleep.


  CHAPTER 2: SNOWBOUND


  Sean Murphy was having a dream about sleeping on a giant feather bed when the bed he was sleeping in took a huge breath and sneezed explosively right in his ear. “Whaaachoo!”


  Wide-eyed, the young husky snapped instantly awake. He looked up, alarmed.


  Robbie Brandt, the massive bull terrier upon whose chest he was sleeping, frowned apologetically down at him. “Aw, shit, sorry, man!” he whispered, sleepily. “I just got a facefull of your fluff.” He reached up with a big hand to rub his nose. “I tried to hold it in.”


  Sean stared at him and remembered with some abruptness that he was shirtless, sleeping curled up on a big muscled linebacker. Robbie was even wearing his football jersey. He looked away, hoping Robbie couldn’t see him blushing in the dim dome light of the buried Blazer. “S’okay,” he rumbled, his voice low and gravelly with sleep. “Wh-what time is it?”


  Robbie craned his head upward to look at the dash clock, showing off his thickly muscled neck. “Uhhh,” he said. “2:30?” He looked back down at Sean, cocking his head. All the clarity had returned to his eyes and he had a healthy pinkish glow underneath the short fur of his muzzle.


  Sean stared at him. “Wow, you look about a billion times better.” He reached up to touch Robbie’s face, and this time found him warm to the touch.


  Robbie beamed down at him and roughly nuzzled his hand. Like all bull terriers, Robbie had a broad, blunt muzzle and soft brown eyes. Sean was struck by how adorable he looked. He smiled.


  “How you feeling?” he asked the terrier.


  “Good, except for the crushing weight on my chest.”


  Sean chuckled. “Alright, alright, I get it.” He slid off of him, rolling onto the carpeted floor of the Blazer. The part that was the back of the seats had some give to it, but the rest of it was like carpeted plywood. “Unfh. You weren’t complaining when I was thawing you out.”


  Robbie nodded, and his smile slowly faded. “Yeah, about that. Thank you, man.”


  Sean nodded. “Anytime, bro.”


  Robbie nodded gravely back. It was the most serious Sean had ever seen him.


  The lithe husky raised himself onto all fours and stretched, arching his back. “Whunnngghhh,” he whimpered. “I gotta check the gas.” Looking around, he saw their situation had not changed. They were still mostly buried in a Chevy Blazer in the middle of rural Indiana, 20 miles from anywhere. Based on the roaring of the wind outside, the storm was still raging on. There was between five and fifteen inches of clear space at the top of each window. The rest of the glass had drifted over solid white, with a little space open directly next to the warm glass.


  “Man, do you believe this shit?” Sean muttered, crawling lazily between the front seats. He squirmed unceremoniously behind the steering wheel.


  The HVAC was still turned to full heat, as evidenced by the hot air pouring out of the dash. Sean turned it to half-fan but it still felt like it was about 85 in the car. He didn’t even think about putting his shirt back on.


  He looked at the gas gauge. “Uhhhh. Okay, we got, like, a third of a tank? I had three-quarters when I got stuck.” He cocked his head. Numbers weren’t his strong suit.


  “When did you get stuck?” Robbie asked. He rolled onto his side and crawled forwarding, sticking his head and shoulders between the front seats.


  Sean shrugged. “Iunno. 10:30?”


  Robbie cocked his head and thought for a minute. “Uh. It’ll hold out till…sometime between 7 and 8.”


  Sean stared at him.


  Robbie blinked back at him. “What?”


  Sean felt his jaw drop open.


  Robbie frowned. “Bro, it’s easy. 75 percent minus thirty-three is about forty. You used forty percent of the gas in four hours. That leaves another sixty percent, or four more hours plus fifty percent of forty percent, which is two more hours. So, 6 hours.”


  Sean chuckled into the darkness. “Aren’t you, like, the dumbest guy in our frat?”


  Robbie stared at him. “I don’t think so,” he said, cocking his head in confusion.


  Sean grinned. “Why don’t you come up here?” He patted the passenger seat. “An actual chair will probably feel real nice after all the unconventional laying you been doing.”


  Robbie smiled and nodded. “Okay, but I think I need to come feet first.” He shuffled around and stuck his massive paws between the seats, edging awkwardly through a space not much bigger than his massive shoulders and chest.


  His jersey caught between the seats as he squirmed through, and pulled up around his armpits. It lifted up, showing his big white linebacker tummy, complete with a pinkish patch right over his waistline where it thinned out around his groin.


  Sean tried very hard not to notice.


  ”Whurrf!” Robbie declared, finally dropping into the passenger seat. He pulled his shirt down, looked around, decided he was happy with the job, and smiled happily over at Sean.


  “Here, drink this. You’re probably dehydrated.” Sean handed the bigger dog the last few remaining inches of soda in his Big Gulp. “Did you call anybody?”


  Robbie accepted it gratefully and sucked it down in a matter of seconds. “Thanks. Nope,” he said, when he was finished. “My phone was on the dashboard when I went off the hill.” He shrugged. “Never did find it.”


  Sean stared at him. “Jeeeeezzz,” he said.


  Robbie nodded gravely. “Yeah. Now you see how lucky I am.” He stuck the empty cup back in the cupholder. “Wasn’t any help coming.”


  Sean pondered it for a moment, and then rolled his window down to the halfway point. Snow and ice-cold wind poured into the car, but he only had the window open long enough to fill the cup with snow.


  While the window was down, he got a look outside. Visibility was still pretty much non-existent. What he saw was a hell of a lot of driving wind and snow.


  Withdrawing the snow-filled cup and rolling his window up, Sean looked at his snowbound companion.


  Robbie had peeked out through his window while it was open. Now he stared at Sean with wide eyes.


  “Hey,” he said, softly. “I know it looks like the apocalypse out there, and you’ve already been through a lot tonight. But we’re gonna be fine. My uncle’s a cop and he knows right where we are.” He shrugged. “Well, right where I am, obviously; he doesn’t know you’re here at all. But he’s gonna send the staties for us first thing in the morning. We may not even have to wait until eight.”


  Robbie nodded back at him. “Okay,” he said, managing a weak smile.


  Sean decided a subject change was in order. “So, what’ve you been up to, Robbie? I haven’t really had a chance to talk to you in a couple weeks.”


  Robbie chuckled. “I know, right? Just hi and bye.” He thought for a moment. “Iunno, football practice, mostly. Keeps me pretty busy.” He frowned. “There was this bio lab I wanted to take but the scheduling was kind of tough to work out.” He shrugged. “Just that and the frat stuff, which I guess you already know about. What have you been up to?” Robbie asked him. He looked down at Sean’s bare chest. “Been hitting the gym pretty hard, I see.”


  Sean stared back at him and felt himself blushing immediately. “Yeah, I was getting kinda fat,” he said, looking away.


  Robbie cocked his head. “Well, you ain’t fat now. Jeez, I would kill to get this kind of cut.” He grinned, poking Sean in his cobblestone stomach.


  Sean writhed in his chair. “Are you kidding me?! You’re a fucking god, man,” he blurted.


  Robbie stared at him, wide-eyed.


  Sean swallowed, looking away. “I mean, like, not in a gay way,” he squeaked. “Like, in a bro kind of way.”


  Robbie stared at him another moment, and then burst out laughing. “Dude, we were survival-cuddling an hour ago. You can call me hot if you want.”


  Sean swallowed, feeling himself blushing under his fur. “So, seeing anybody?” he squeaked, desperately.


  Robbie stared at him and then turned immediately crimson.


  “Oh. Uh, never mind. Delicate question?”


  Robbie looked away, embarrassed. “No, it’s fine. I just, errrrrr…I don’t get a lot of fourth dates.”


  Sean frowned at him. “Wh-what? What the hell does that mean?”


  Robbie looked away, blushing furiously. “Okay, so, like, you know what you’re supposed to do on the third date?”


  Sean raised an eyebrow. “I’m pretty sure that’s not a hard-and-fast rule.”


  Robbie cleared his throat. “You have sex, right? Well, uh, ah, I have some rather unique equipment, and, ah, things seem to fizzle after that, because I think the girls, they’re not so…enthusiastic…about a larger man.”


  Sean stared at him. “You’re telling me that girls dump you…because your penis is too big?”


  Robbie looked away, his muzzle coloring deep crimson. If he got any darker he would look like a German Shepherd.


  Sean grinned. “Are you fucking kidding me?”


  Robbie frowned severely at him. “That’s not funny, bro!” he snapped.


  Sean leaned back in his chair, laughing. “Are you kidding! It’s hilarious!” He covered his muzzle, laughing. “I mean, I knew you had a hell of a meat stick from an hour ago, but, yikes, I didn’t realize you were packing a fire hose! I’m gonna start calling you ‘Spike.’”


  Robbie shook his head. “Oh c’mon! It’s not even that big! Eight inches. Maybe nine.”


  Sean shook his head. “Oh, damn. You need to switch sides, then. Gay guys would be beating a path to your door.”


  Robbie scoffed loudly at him. “In your dreams, bro,” he snapped. He turned away.


  Sean watched him. “Aww, hey, c’mon, I was just joking!” he said. He leaned forward to touch Robbie’s arm. “I’m sorry, man. Are you…are you serious? Girls dump you because your dick is too big?”


  Robbie snorted again and looked back at him. “Everybody says they want a big guy…but I think most of them are scared of it.” He let out a sigh. “I think they’re scared of me, for that matter. Everybody acts like I’m a wild animal ’cause I’m so big and maybe I like to roughhouse or whatever. I haven’t had a date in six months, dude! I’m going crazy!”


  Sean frowned. “Hey, I’m sorry. I always thought you were…amazing.” He swallowed, looking away. “I mean, there’s nothing like a big huge guy like you. That huge chest…and your big arms…” He suddenly needed to clear his throat loudly.


  Robbie cracked a lopsided smile. “Aw, man, you’re just trying to make me feel better.”


  Sean shook his head. “No, dude, I’m not.” He cleared his throat loudly. “I’m reeeallyyy not.”


  Robbie let out a long sigh. “Maybe I should date you then. At least you won’t run screaming away from my penis.”


  Sean laughed nervously. “Haha! Yes, that is highly unlikely!”


  Robbie looked over at him, miserably. “Are you seeing anybody?”


  Sean felt his eye twitch. “That’s a fairly brave question to ask me.”


  Robbie frowned at him. “Doesn’t bother me.” He cocked his head. “I asked, didn’t I? We’re bros, man.” He frowned. “I don’t care if you’re queer.”


  Sean felt himself smiling goofily. “Yeah. Thanks.” He looked away, blushing. “Ah, no. I have little, ahm, ‘third-dates’ here and there, but no, nothing serious.” He shrugged.


  Robbie frowned. “Really? I always figured you as the long-term relationship type.”


  Sean cracked a humorless smile. “I know, right? I guess the guys who go after a muscled-up husky aren’t really interested in long-term relationships.”


  Robbie stared suspiciously at him. “What guys? Guys in town?”


  Sean blinked at him. “Guys on campus.”


  Robbie laughed softly. “Yeah, right, dude. Our school has like ten gay people.”


  Sean chuckled softly. “It’s more like a dozen. But when a guy hits me up for playtime, it’s usually a straight guy.”


  Robbie rolled his eyes. “Yeah, right, man. You wish.”


  Sean snorted. “I’m serious! There’s a couple of guys in the house, even.”


  Robbie laughed out loud. “Oh, yeah, right, man! Now I know you’re lying.”


  Sean frowned at him. “Oh please. Is that really so unlikely? You’re in the middle of a dry spell. Are you saying you wouldn’t want a nice warm mouth on that terrifying meat stick of yours?”


  Robbie cocked his head. “That sounds…kind of gay.” He thought for a moment, and then his eyes widened. “I mean! Not, like, bad gay. Just…” The big dog puzzled over it for a moment. “Like, gay gay.”


  Sean stared at him. “Are you sure about that?”


  Robbie grinned and laughed. “Shut up.” He shoved Sean with one meaty paw and sent him flailing in his seat.


  Grinning, Sean leaned back against the door. It was cold against his bare fluffy back, but it actually felt kind of nice.


  Robbie glanced up at him, smiling dopily, and looked like he was about to say something. Then he went quiet and began blushing furiously.


  Sean stared at the bigger dog, and something occurred to him.


  Robbie was considering it.


  Sean looked the massive bull terrier up and down. Being in a frat full of half-naked drunk guys all the time, the husky had grown very good at suppressing his sexual urges. But once unleashed they came out like a torrent. A year of repressed sexual attraction came crashing forward like a tidal wave.


  He leaned forward, grinning. “You’re thinking about it, aren’t you.”


  Robbie snorted. “No way, dude! I can find my own warm mouth, thank you very much.” He stuck his tongue out.


  Sean chuckled. “Not anytime soon, you can’t. We’re snowbound, buddy! And you just said yourself, you’re going crazy. Why don’t you let me help you…blow off some steam.” He licked his chops.


  Robbie grunted, looking away. “I dunno, man. I’m a pretty enthusiastic heterosexual.”


  Sean cocked his head. “That’s just fine. It’s not gay unless our balls touch.” He leaned forward.


  Cautiously, Robbie turned his head back to him.


  Grinning, Sean stuck out his tongue.


  The big terrier chuckled. “Dude, you are such a fucking idiot sometimes,” he said, but he was looking away nervously.


  Sean watched him for a moment, and then leaned forward.


  He stuck his big left hand between Robbie’s legs. Robbie didn’t have much of a thigh gap between his muscular legs, so Sean had to squeeze his hand in.


  The big terrier jumped. “Awrk!” he yelped. “Whoa, dude, what the fuck!” He batted lightly at Sean’s forearm, writhing in his chair. “I didn’t even say yes!”


  Sean leaned forward, digging his palm into Robbie’s crotch and squeezing him firmly. True to Robbie’s word, Sean found his package to be fat and heavy. He dug his fingers in. It was hard to feel everything out through Robbie’s thick jeans, but Sean was really only going for pressure right now. Strong, firm pressure.


  “C-c-c’mon, man!” Robbie grunted, through gritted teeth. “Get the fuck out of th-there!” He looked at Sean with wide, alarmed eyes, but he made no effort to get away.


  Sean dug his palm in, and Robbie shivered violently. The big dog started panting, sticking his pink tongue out.


  Sean grinned. Got him.


  He reached up with his right hand and ran it up Robbie’s thick arm. The big dog writhed underneath his touch. Sean ran his paw up to the back of the big dog’s beefy neck and dug his thick fingers into Robbie’s scruff. The big dog didn’t have much of a scruff but Sean twisted it tight, the loose skin hot through Robbie’s short, stiff fur.


  Robbie arched his back and grit his teeth, growling. He squeezed his eyes shut and shivered. “Dude, wh-wh-what the fucccckkk,” he hissed, through his teeth.


  Sean squeezed the other dog’s crotch as hard as he dared. There was a definite stiffness already apparently, like Robbie had a can of soda shoved down his pants.


  “Cut it out, man,” Robbie begged. He shivered, hard, letting out a little whimper.


  Sean leaned forward. He gently grazed Robbie’s neck with his teeth.


  Robbie groaned, grit his teeth, let out a little growl, and writhed in his chair. “Dude, stop!” he snapped. He flexed his shoulders and pulled away from Sean, hard.


  Sean let him go. He pulled both of his hands away and stared at the bigger dog.


  Robbie stared back at him, eyes wide, breathing hard.


  Sean watched him. He gave the terrier a few moments to compose himself, and then leaned back in his chair. “So…do you really want me to stop, Robbie?”


  They both looked at Robbie’s crotch. He had a fairly significant tent in his jeans.


  Robbie swallowed, hard. “It’s…it’s normal?” he asked, his eyes wide.


  Sean chuckled. “Lots of guys do it,” he said.


  Robbie frowned. “And you’re clean?” he asked, his brow furrowed.


  Sean raised an eyebrow. “As a whistle. Tested a month ago.” He cocked his head. “I’m in something of a dry spell, myself,” he said, flatly. He cocked his head. “And I know you’re clean – the entire football team makes a big show about getting tested.”


  Robbie nodded slowly. “Yeah. We do,” he said, quietly.


  Sean stared at him.


  After a moment, he reached for the big athlete’s belt.


  Robbie didn’t stop him.


  The dog’s belt was tricky to unbuckle because of the angle, but Sean was highly motivated.


  “And I don’t want to read about this on your Facebook wall, either,” Robbie grunted.


  Sean chuckled, pulling Robbie’s belt out of the keeper and then out of the buckle. “Like hell. I don’t want competition from the other nine gay people on campus.” He looked up and winked.


  Robbie smiled weakly back at him.


  He really was incredibly handsome.


  Sean stared at him, and in a moment of impulsiveness, leaned in and kissed him.


  Robbie jerked in surprise.


  Sean leaned in, craning his neck up, and after a moment Robbie relaxed. The big dog let his eyes slide closed, and he even pursed his lips, gently kissing Sean back.


  The husky pulled his head back, smiling. “See? That wasn’t so bad, was it?”


  Robbie let out a shaky breath. “I g-guess not,” he said. He stared. “It’s a lot like k-kissing a girl?” he said, hesitantly.


  Sean chuckled. “Yeah, it is. Except I can’t wait to get your dick in my mouth. And I’m not afraid of the kind of rough play that a jock lunkhead like you needs to get his rocks off.” Wagging mischievously, he tucked his shoulder and crashed it into Robbie’s chest, pinning him back against his seat.


  “Whufff!” Robbie let out, his eyes widening. He got a funny grin on his face and lunged forward, and before Sean could react Robbie had him in a headlock. He was still wearing just his football jersey and it felt like he might as well be shirtless.


  “YOWRROWROO!” Sean protested, flailing in his seat. He bumped the steering wheel and the Blazer let out an indignant honk. “What the HELL, man!”


  “You opened this door, Fluffy!” Robbie told him, tightening his grip around Sean’s neck. “I just walked through it.”


  Sean flailed his big hands and slapped Robbie’s inescapably muscular arms. “AHH UNCLE UNCLE I GIVE I GIVE!”


  Robbie leaned back in his chair, releasing Sean from the death-grip and unceremoniously dumping him across his lap.


  Sean scowled up at him, sprawled across the bigger dog’s lap. “That was uncalled for!” he said, indignantly.


  Robbie grinned proudly down at him.


  Sean stared up at him. After a moment, he looked down at Robbie’s crotch. His belt was open.


  Staring up at Robbie with his ice-blue eyes, Sean reached over and unbuttoned the bigger dog’s jeans. Then he slowly pulled down the big dog’s zipper. Robbie’s jeans, already stretched, parted readily.


  Eyes wide and nervous, breathing so hard he was nearly panting, Robbie stared down at him.


  Sean stuck his muzzle in through Robbie’s fly. He nuzzled the dog’s warm crotch and inhaled deeply. Robbie had a fat bulge, and he smelled like linen and a locker room.


  Robbie shuddered, looking away. “Dude, that is so weird,” he whimpered.


  Sean shoved his nose against Robbie’s package. The big dog was wearing black spandex underwear with UNDER ARMOUR printed in red across the waistband. “Nice, man. Boxerjock?” he said, casually, his muzzle resting directly on his friend’s crotch. He could feel Robbie’s fat sheath inside.


  “Yeah,” Robbie said, shakily. “I can’t do regular underwear, man. It’s too constrictive.” The big dog turned pink and abruptly stopped talking.


  Sean nodded. “That’s so fucking hot,” he said, and opened his mouth around the bulge in Robbie’s boxers.


  Robbie stiffened immediately. “Gaaaahaaaa!” he cried, spreading his legs and shivering.


  Sean slobbered all over the big dog’s spandex-trapped sheath, working it roughly with his tongue, half-closing his eyes and rumbling. He couldn’t really get a feel for the dimensions of Robbie’s sheath but he could definitely feel it stiffening.


  “D-dude,” Robbie said, letting out a long shuddering sigh. “This is k-kind of turning me on,” he whispered.


  “That’s the idea, buddy,” Sean said, grinning. He reached up and planted one big hand on the bull terrier’s chest. He opened his mouth again and sucked on his sheath, hard, through the bigger dog’s underwear.


  Robbie jerked once in surprise and then quickly relaxed in his chair. He was breathing harder, now, but it didn’t sound like nervousness anymore.


  Sean angled his neck and really dug in against Robbie’s bulge.


  As expected, the athlete didn’t whimper or gasp, but instead puffed out his chest and growled, low and threatening. “Ungh, dude, you’re killin’ me,” Robbie grunted, his voice low and gravely.


  Sean lifted his head and looked up at him, licking his chops. “You ready for me to take it out?” he asked, casually.


  Robbie stared down at him, swallowed hard, and slowly nodded. “Yeah, dude. I think I’m past the point of no return.”


  Sean lifted himself off the dog’s lap and chuckled. “Me too, bro.” He smiled.


  Robbie smiled back, faintly.


  Sean pointed. “Pants around your ankles. Boxers too.” He licked his teeth.


  Robbie nodded nervously, and awkwardly lifted his massive frame in the confines of the passenger seat. He hooked his thumbs into his waistband and tugged his jeans and underwear down, looking nervously away and blushing all the way down into the v-neck of his jersey.


  Sean watched him, hungrily.


  Robbie had gorgeous tree-trunk legs and pink showing through his thin fur in all the right places, mostly over his crotch. But he clearly hadn’t been joking about his package. His balls were the size of Sean’s closed fist. And his white-furred sheath was swollen to the size of one of those little cans of soda the cafeteria sometimes stocked. Robbie’s sheath was plump and ready to erupt.


  “Oh damn,” the husky rumbled in the terrier’s ear. “You weren’t kidding, buddy,” he growled, hungrily.


  Robbie looked away, blushing. “If you’re gonna change your mind do it now.”


  Grinning, Sean leaned forward and grabbed the big dog’s balls in his left hand.


  Robbie lifted his muzzle and let out a groan. “I guess that’s a no,” he whimpered.


  Sean licked his teeth and roughly manhandled the other dog’s balls, marveling at the weight of the big dog’s nuts. He rolled them in his fingers and gently squeezed them.


  Robbie grit his teeth and growled. He pushed back into his seat and grunted. “Y-you weren’t kidding about playing it rough,” he gasped, shivering.


  Sean growled softly at him. “You like that man?” he asked. “You always did like to roughhouse.” Sean bent his right arm and dug it into the crook of Robbie’s neck, shoving the big dog’s head over. He pushed him toward the passenger window, leaning hard against him. Robbie grit his teeth, tilting ever-so-gently, barely moving even under Sean’s entire body weight.


  Sean pushed his forearm against the bull terrier’s fat muzzle and turned his face away, hard. Robbie just half-closed his eyes and shivered.


  Sean looked down. Robbie’s fat dog cock was starting to emerge, dark red and glistening.


  Reaching up, Sean wrapped his fingers around Robbie’s muzzle as best he could. He squeezed the dog’s muzzle shut and used him as a handle, as he bent over the other dog’s cock. He held onto his balls with his left paw as he lowered his muzzle.


  Robbie saw him moving a second before he reached his destination. The terrier sucked in a breath and his entire body stiffened.


  Robbie had two or three inches of cock already out of his sheath. There was hot, exposed flesh, and Sean quickly put his mouth around it.


  “Aaahhh!” Robbie gasped. “Nggghh!” His red rocket was growing by the moment, and as soon as Sean got his mouth around it, it grew in his mouth like a little liferaft inflating. He sucked on Robbie’s emerging cock for at least half a minute, just tasting the salt and the heat and feeling his member steadily expand. He sucked the bigger dog all the way to full hardness, while Robbie panted loudly, his breathing occasionally punctuated with soft, quiet growls.


  Still maintaining his death grip on the big dog’s muzzle, Sean disengaged from his meat and dug his muzzle in up against it. Robbie’s cock was as long as Sean’s muzzle, and of fairly substantial girth. He half-opened his muzzle and slurped the big dog’s meat, nuzzling it and rubbing it up against his facial fur.


  Robbie was fighting the paw around his muzzle now, so Sean let go of his muzzle and his balls. He propped himself up on his left elbow on Robbie’s thighs, planting his right paw in the center of the big dog’s chest, between the slabs of his pecs. He rubbed the terrier’s chest, hard.


  He lifted his head. “How you doin’ so far?”


  Robbie’s eyes were half-closed and his muzzle was half-open. He panted, his tongue hanging out. “Good,” he grunted. “You, uh, you’re really into this, aren’t you, man?”


  Sean grinned toothily at him, nodded, and turned his head downward again.


  He wrapped his fingers around the base of Robbie’s cock and pumped him, hard. At the same time he opened his jaws as wide as he could and descended upon the big dog’s monumental cock.


  The top half, or possibly third, or Robbie’s cock fit quite pleasantly into Sean’s warm wet muzzle. He held his head still and just sucked, letting drool run down Robbie’s shaft and over his paw, using his own drool as lube to pump the base of the dog’s cock, up and down at least three or four inches. Robbie really was a very large specimen.


  “Unnnggghhhhhh!” Robbie groaned, his big legs shaking.


  Sean started bobbing his head up and down, working the dog’s huge meat with his tongue.


  Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Robbie’s right arm lift up, and then quickly drop back down.


  Opening his eyes, near-gagging himself on the other dog’s meat, Sean reached down for Robbie’s thick wrist. He grabbed it, lifted it up toward his face, and plopped Robbie’s massive hand on top of his own head. Robbie’s hand was huge and heavy and felt great between Sean’s pointy ears.


  Robbie let out a shuddery sigh. “You don’t mind, dude?” he asked, tentatively.


  Sean lifted his head off of the big dog’s cock. He looked up at Robbie nonchalantly, to show him it was No Big Thing. “Sure thing, dude,” he panted, kissing the fat head of the dog’s shaft. He sucked gently on the terrier’s enormous cockridge. “I love it. Go nuts. I know you want to.”


  Robbie stared worshipfully down at him. “Cool,” he said, his eyes shining.


  Sean rumbled and opened his mouth a little wider. He sucked on Robbie’s cockhead and ran his tongue down the dog’s sensitive shaft. He went back to pumping the shaft and now he could jerk him along seven or eight inches without stopping.


  “Ungh, that feels so good,” Robbie groaned. He flattened his hand out on Sean’s head, digging his fingers in. Robbie’s other massive paw appeared between Sean’s shoulderblades and dug into his shaggy fur.


  Sean shivered. It felt really good to let the big jock manhandle him. He closed his eyes and started bobbing up and down on just Robbie’s cockhead and the top couple inches of his cock.


  “D-dude, you’re r-really getting’ into this,” Robbie groaned, writhing in his seat. Sean felt his massive legs flex and suddenly the frame of his chair creaked and strained. Robbie was so throbbingly-erect inside his muzzle that the bigger dog’s cock didn’t even feel like flesh anymore. It felt like thin sheath of rubber over a shaft of glass or metal.


  Maybe I really SHOULD call him Spike, Sean thought, reaching up to gather a handful of Robbie’s nuts.


  ”Aaahh!” Robbie gasped sharply, arching his back as Sean squeezed and rolled his balls in his hand. His left leg started shaking uncontrollably, very gently, and Sean knew he must be close. He gathered up the big athlete’s nuts in his paw and pulled them roughly away from his body.


  “HrrrRRRRFFFFT!” Robbie hissed, digging his fingers into Sean’s hair. He palmed Sean’s head like a basketball, roughly handling his fur and thick ears.


  Sean growled softly around his cock, sucking as hard as he dared. He drooled down Robbie’s shaft and onto his own gently-pumping paw. He could taste precum and salt. Robbie’s meat was starting to drool like crazy.


  The big jock sucked in a breath, and held it. “Unhhhh unnhhhhh,” he moaned. “D-dude, it’s comin’ up quick!” he gasped.


  Sean opened one eye and managed a grin around the big dog’s cock. He sped up his pumping. He could feel Robbie’s knot starting to swell, and the big dog was writhing in his chair.


  They made eye contact, and Robbie’s sweaty, red face contorted in alarm. “Dude, get off! I’m gonna cum!” he gasped. He dug in under Sean’s chest and tried to lift him off.


  Sean narrowed his eyes in anger and growled angrily at him, as best he could with Robbie’s meat jammed down his throat. He didn’t stop sucking or pumping.


  Robbie grit his teeth and shivered. “Ungghh,” he groaned. “Dude, are you sure?! This is a monster load I’m going to dump in your mouth!”


  Sean growled again, working the big dog’s cock furiously with his tongue, and now he lifted his heavy balls again and began to work them over in his fingers.


  Robbie hissed and bore his teeth, growling. “Uwah!” He shivered, writhing in his chair as if in pain. “S-Sean, get ready, man!” He tightened his grip on Sean’s skull. His other hand tightened reflexively in the loose skin on the back of Sean’s neck.


  Sean opened his mouth wider and gagged himself on Robbie’s cock sliding inexorably down inch after inch, until he felt the dog’s colossal cockhead mash into the back of his throat. The only thing he couldn’t get into his mouth was Robbie’s tennis ball-sized knot, which he squeezed and pumped as best he could. With his other hand, he gently tickled the dog under his massive balls.


  ”Aaahhh, fuck, here it comes!” Robbie squealed, letting out an involuntarily growl which turned into a furious snarl. He tightened his grip and forced Sean’s head down on his cock, jerking his hips and shuddering. “Earrrgh!”


  The dog rod in Sean’s mouth gushed an improbable amount of dog jizz directly into his throat. Sean chocked it down as best he could with the dog’s cockhead jammed into the back of his throat. It was hot and salty and felt as good gushing into Sean’s mouth as it probably felt gushing out of Robbie. He gulped it down as fast as he could but the big dog just kept cumming and cumming. His cock jerked in Sean’s mouth like an unattended fire hose.


  Robbie let out a snarl that continued seemingly long after he should have run out of breath. His entire big body shivered, making the entire vehicle vibrate, and after a few seconds Sean felt dog drool drip onto the top of his head.


  The bigger dog sucked in a breath and both his legs shivered violently. “Aaahhh I’m still cumming!” he squealed. He let on up Sean’s head and lifted his big hands, shivering, until his whole body was shaking.


  Sean waited until the dog’s cock stopped twitching in his mouth. He gently squeezed the big dog’s knot, earning one more gasp and twitch from the big athlete.


  Licking his chops, Sean dazedly lifted his head. He was breathing hard, too, and his jaw and his neck were starting to throb.


  He lifted his head. Robbie was panting like he’d just run a 5-minute mile. He stared at Sean, his face red and his brow furrowed.


  Sean raised his head, licking his chops, feeling his fluffy tail wagging furiously behind him.


  Robbie stared dazedly down at him, still breathing hard, his mouth hanging open and his tongue hanging out.


  Sean dipped his chin and head-butted the bigger dog gently in the beefy chest.


  The big dog continued breathing hard, slowing gradually, and finally puffed his chest out and shivered. He did it so hard that the entire car shook.


  Sean sat back on his haunches in his own seat, wagging proudly.


  Robbie stared wide-eyed at him. “Holy shit, man,” he said, softly. He cleared his throat loudly.


  Sean cracked a smile.


  “Holy shit,” Robbie repeated, shaking his head.


  Sean chuckled. “So is that, ah, an endorsement?” he asked, softly. His mouth tasted like jock dick. The car smelled a little like a locker room now.


  Robbie took one final deep breath and let it out as a shuddering sigh. He nodded, dazed. “Are you okay?” he asked, grimacing. “For a second I was worried I might’ve drowned you.”


  Sean licked his chops. “Nothing I can’t handle,” he said. He cocked his head. “So did you like that, big guy?” It was shameless compliment fishing, but he wanted to hear Robbie say it.


  The big dog let out another deep breath. “Dude. If I knew you could suck cock like that I’d have been at your room about five months ago.” He shook his head in astonishment.


  Sean felt himself grinning like a moron.


  Robbie stared at him. “Thanks for the brojob, man.”


  Sean laughed.


  Robbie stared at him. After a moment, he grinned.


  He was so. Cute.


  Sean shook his head, feigning exhaustion. “Well, I guess we’d better get some shut-eye! We might have to hike for it in the morning.”


  Robbie cocked his head. “Ain’t you gonna jerk off, bro?” he asked, casually.


  Sean stared at him. “Aaahhhhhhh,” he said. “Pardon?”


  Robbie frowned. “Dude, if you get off on sucking dick, you must be crazy blue-balled right now. I gave it to you good.” He grinned proudly, and then stared curiously at the husky. “I don’t mind if you need to jerk off, dude,” he said, shrugging. He was still trying to catch his breath.


  Sean watched him, and then swallowed. “I…ahhhhhh…I’m not used to having an audience.”


  Robbie snorted. “Well, I’m not used to getting my dick sucked by a guy.” He cracked a smile. “Here, lean over. I’ll play with your ears some more. You liked that a lot, didn’t you? I could tell.” He grinned, puffing his chest out proudly.


  Sean stared at him. His cock throbbed in his jeans.


  Robbie cocked his head. “C’mere!” he said. He seemed so…sincere. And why not? Robbie was one of the sweetest guys in the frat. Of course he wanted to reciprocate.


  Swallowing, Sean leaned back across the seats, his bare shoulders resting in Robbie’s muscular lap. The center console was flat between the front seats, and besides the fact that Sean had to curl his legs up against the driver’s side door, it was just like they were sprawled out on a loveseat. Robbie’s cock was still iron-stiff between his legs, and Sean could feel it jabbing him between the shoulderblades.


  “Dude, are you serious about this?” he asked the bigger dog, staring up at him.


  Robbie grinned dopily down at him. “Sure, man,” he said. “You took care of me. Now I’m gonna take care of you.”


  Sean let out a shaky breath. “You don’t have to do this, Robbie,” he said. “You’re not, like…obligated or anything.”


  Robbie glanced at the husky’s crotch. “Take it out, Sean,” he said. He grinned. “I want to see how much bigger I am than you.”


  Swallowing, Sean stared to undo his belt buckle.


  “Thereya go, buddy,” Robbie rumbled down at him. Sean felt the bigger dog reach up and suddenly there was a massive athlete paw roughly stroking his ears again. His cock became so rigidly-erect that it was actually painful.


  Sean unbuttoned his jeans and slowly slid down the zipper. He stared hesitantly up at Robbie, letting out a shaky breath.


  The big dog grinned stupidly down at him. “Take it out, man. I bet this is a first for you, too, isn’t it, Sean,” he asserted, proudly. “I bet I’m the first to know how bad you need it.” He fondled both of Sean’s ears at once, roughly handling them with his huge paw.


  Gritting his teeth, Sean opened his jeans and leaned back, scooting his jeans and briefs down his black-and-white ass. He was surprisingly nervous, but that wasn’t stopping his cock from standing at full-sail. Sean’s six-and-a-half inch cock was so throbbingly-stiff that it didn’t even rest on his stomach, just stuck straight out over his abs like a sundial needle.


  Robbie saw and raised an appreciative eyebrow. “Oh, man, you really need it, don’t you.” He looked down at Sean’s throbbing cock. “Sucking my dick musta really got you off, huh, bro?”


  Sean let out a little whimper. “Robbie,” he said. “Stop it.”


  “Ssshh, it’s okay, man,” Robbie whispered down at him. “I’m cool with helping my bro out.” He put his other paw on Sean’s neck, digging his fingers into the underside of Sean’s muzzle.


  Sean let out a shaky breath, arching his back and gritting his teeth. His hand was just inches away from his cock. Robbie seemed okay with all of this. But how okay would he be when Sean erupted with huskycum all over the both of them?


  Robbie frowned. “What’s the matter? Are you nervous? Do I need to get you started?” He let out an annoyed sigh. “Man, you’re really milking this, aren’t you. He let go of Sean’s throat and planted his massive hand on the husky’s cock.


  “Rrrrrgh!” Sean snarled, arching his back and squeezing his eyes shut. He shivered violently, sucking in a tense breath.


  Robbie grunted. “Dude, your cock feels like it’s on fire.” He curled his fingers around it, grinning stupidly. “Easy now!”


  Sean let out a mewl, arching his back again, mouth slightly open. “Aaahhh!” he gasped.


  Robbie stared down at him, squeezing his meat gently. He began to pump him slowly. It felt like heaven.


  “Wait!” Sean cried. He slapped Robbie’s hand away. “Are you just doing this because I saved your life?!”


  Robbie stared down at him, wide-eyed.


  “Oh God,” Sean said. “Dude, this is so not okay.” He scrambled up out of Robbie’s lap.


  A hand dug into his scruff and yanked backwards, hard.


  Robbie yanked him inexorably back downwards, laying Sean out as effortlessly as blowing the tassels off a dandelion. “That is not why I’m doing this,” he growled. He twisted Sean’s ruff, hard.


  Sean writhed in the big dog’s grasp, arching his back. “What the hell, man!” he yowled.


  Robbie leaned down over him. “I’m doing this because you sucked me dry, bro, and fair is fair.” He grinned sadistically, reaching over for Sean’s right hand, and encircled his wrist with his massive paw. He gently tugged Sean’s arm to his own crotch. “Now jerk off like a good puppy.”


  Sean swallowed, hard. “Dude, what are you doing?” he whispered. He was blushing so hard. His face felt like it was on fire.


  Robbie grinned down at him, all teeth. “I’m getting into it. Pretty good, don’t you think?” He licked his teeth. “Now jerk the fuck off, Sean. I ain’t gonna do this all day.” He grinned handsomely down at him.


  Sean stared up at him, astonished.


  “Now,” Robbie ordered.


  Sean swallowed hard and began gently playing with himself.


  Robbie beamed down at him. “That’s it, man. Just let it all out.” He licked his teeth. “Jerk it like a good doggie.”


  Sean pumped his cock faster, letting out a shuddery sigh. It felt so good and he needed it so badly that his entire body shivered involuntarily. “Dude, don’t talk like that,” he whispered.


  Robbie cracked a smile. “Oh, c’mon,” he said, and his voice had dropped an octave or more. “Are you telling me you aren’t getting off on this? You are a good doggie, Sean. You’re a good obedient little pup, doing what you’re told.” He grabbed Sean’s ears with one hand and his throat with the other.


  Sean stared dazedly up at him, full-on jerking himself off now.


  “There we go,” Robbie rumbled. “Ain’t gonna last long, are you, Sean?” he chided.


  Sean writhed in his grasp, his hand on his meat never slowing.


  “Soooo good,” Robbie rumbled. “You know, I’d kinda guessed this about you, Sean,” he rumbled. “This good dog stuff. Not that I think about this sort of thing. But I kinda figured you for a hardcore bottom bitch.”


  Sean pumped his cock furiously. “Dude, you sound so gay right now,” he grunted, panting hard and letting his tongue hang out. Robbie was right, he wasn’t going to last long at all. He let out a little whimper, breathing harder and faster to show Robbie he was close.


  Robbie laughed in his face. “Do I? That’s kinda funny, faggot,” he chuckled. He stared down at him, watched him intently, and then leaned down to press their muzzles together.


  Sean hadn’t been expecting the kiss at all. He snorted loudly right into Robbie’s muzzle.


  The big bull terrier was undeterred. He pushed their muzzles together harder, shoving his tongue deep into Sean’s mouth, grazing their teeth together.


  Sean arched his back and whined submissively, sucking on Robbie’s tongue, jamming their hot lips together. Slippery dog drool escaped on both sides of his muzzle and ran down his head into Robbie’s lap.


  Robbie curled his massive right hand around the underside of Sean’s throat, pulling his head back roughly and nearly choking him. He ran his left hand down the husky’s muscular chest and stomach, effortlessly spanning the distance, and after a moment Sean felt thick muscular fingers digging in under his balls. He let out a squeal and arched his back, yowling.


  Above him, Robbie rumbled loudly in triumph.


  ”Arrrgghhhkkkkpppptthh!” Sean squealed, thrashing in Robbie’s inescapable hold, and after half a moment he felt himself gushing semen all over his chest and stomach. He pumped himself furiously, arching his back and whining, spattering his hot load all over himself. He felt a few drops spatter across his own muzzle and knew there was no way Robbie had escaped the spray.


  Sean came for a long time, jerking and twitching and snorting directly into Robbie’s hot wet muzzle. He pumped his member all the way through, covering himself in spatters of husky semen, and finally both his legs shivered involuntarily so hard that he made the plastic interior of the driver’s side door rattle. He spasmed in pleasure, jamming his knee into the center of the steering wheel, making the Blazer emit a sharp HAHNK!, as if startled.


  Gasping for breath, Sean lay immobile on Robbie’s lap, twitching and panting and completely incapable of movement.


  Robbie raised his head, swallowing, grinning proudly down at him.


  They both took a few moments to catch their breath.


  Sean finally took a deep breath and let it out as a shaky sigh. He stared up at the bull terrier. “You kissed me,” he said, softly.


  Robbie grinned stupidly down at him. “Yeah, I figured that would get you off. Was I right?”


  Sean swallowed. “Dude, what was up with all of that?” He lifted himself onto his elbows, trying hard not to jam them into Robbie’s thighs. “Are you gay?”


  Robbie chuckled. “No way, man. Our balls didn’t touch, remember?”


  Sean let out a shaky breath. “Then what the fuck was that? That was some pretty hardcore stuff there, Robbie.”


  The terrier grinned amiably down at him. “I know. I knew you wouldn’t just let me help you jerk off.” He chuckled. “I figured you’d need a little extra encouragement.”


  Sean stared up at him. “How did you know that?” he whispered.


  Robbie cocked his head. “Because you’re a gentleman, Sean Murphy.” He grinned.


  Sean shook his head. He let out a sigh. “What does that mean? That doesn’t even mean anything.”


  The big dog chuckled.


  Sean held up his cum-smeared right hand. “So, uuuhhhh…” He stuck his tongue out. “My workout bag is behind your feet. Can you give me a dirty shirt?”


  “Sure,” Robbie said. He leaned over, pressing his pecs up against Sean’s muzzle. He fiddled around in the footwell for a moment and then came up with a plain white t-shirt. “Here,” he said, dumping it in Sean’s lap.


  “Ugh, thanks, man,” Sean said, wringing the shirt through his thick fingers and around his thumb. He ended up far from clean but at least this way he wouldn’t be sticky. He mopped his jizz from his chest and stomach fur as best he could.


  When he was done, he just stared up at Robbie. He didn’t mean to stare, it’s just that the bull terrier looked really really handsome in the dim light. Lying in his lap, however uncomfortable, was actually sort of…sweet.


  Robbie grinned down at him. “You gonna fall asleep on me again, bromo?”


  Swallowing, Sean pulled up and buckled his jeans and lifted himself quickly back into a sitting position. “N-no!” he said, scrambling back behind the steering wheel. “No, not again,” he said, laughing nervously.


  Robbie puffed his chest out proudly. “So, I bet I’m the only straight guy who’s ever reciprocated,” he said, grinning.


  Sean snorted. “Yeah, that’s definitely true,” he said. He let out a shaky breath. “That was nice of you. I really needed that.”


  Robbie patted Sean’s leg and grunted, grinning. “Anytime, bro.” His monster cock was finally starting to flag. He reached down for his own pants and pulled them up around his narrow hips.


  Sean let out another shuddering sigh.


  Robbie cracked a lopsided smile. “Kinda nice to have such an effect on you,” he said, sticking his tongue out.


  Sean looked away, blushing. “I, ah, I, um.” He swallowed. “Yeah. It felt good.” He cocked his head, looking innocently away. “We should…make a thing of it.”


  Robbie chuckled. “You suck my cock like that, bro, and maybe we will.” He smiled at him lopsidedly.


  Sean stared at him. He had the prettiest eyes. And such a strong jawline.


  Robbie frowned at him. “Something wrong?”


  Sean shook his head. “No!” he blurted. “Nothing!” He took a moment to compose himself. “How’s football going?”


  Robbie frowned at him. “Over.”


  Sean blinked at him. “Well, how’s practice, then?”


  Robbie grinned goofily. “Over, too. At least until they get the stadium all cleared out.” He lifted his big arms, putting his hands behind his neck. “They may just call the season a wash, I guess. I dun’ really know.” He looked back at Sean.


  Sean nodded. “Well, I hope they keep it going. Get a…bulldozer or something.”


  Robbie grinned lopsidedly at him. “I really couldn’t care less at this point. I’m not even sure I’m going to go back out for football in the spring.”


  Sean stared at him. “What?! Why? You’re great at football!”


  Robbie looked back at him, skeptically.


  Sean looked up and away. “Or so I’ve been told.”


  Robbie grinned. “Right.” He thought for a moment. “I’m pretty good, yeah. But it’s not, like, my passion.” He shrugged. “It doesn’t really leave me time for anything else. Practice is, like, every day.” He looked back at Sean. “I don’t want that to be the only thing I do at college, you know?”


  Sean nodded. “I’m in about twenty clubs, so…” he said, grinning.


  Robbie grinned. “Right. And I’m in one.”


  Sean nodded. “Well, you’ve got at least a month to think about it while they dig out the football stadium.”


  Robbie laughed softly.


  They sat in comfortable silence for a few minutes.


  Robbie took a breath. Sean turned his head to listen.


  “Do you…ah,” the big dog said. “Do you think my Jeep is totaled?”


  Sean thought for a moment. “Uh. Is it…pretty old?”


  Robbie turned to him and grinned. “It’s an ’01. But you already know, don’t you? You’re just stalling.”


  Sean frowned. He took a deep breath. “Yeah…if the front end was fucked-up enough to blow the airbags…it’s probably a done deal.”


  Robbie nodded, cracking a humorless smile. He turned to look out the window. “Yeah,” he said softly. “I figured.”


  Sean cocked his head. “It’s just a car, buddy. The important thing is that you’re okay.” He patted Robbie’s big forearm.


  Robbie looked down at his hands. “I know. It was…my brother’s.”


  Sean cocked his head. “Ouch. He sold you his car and you crashed it? Brutal.”


  Robbie didn’t respond right away. He just kept looking at his hands. “I, uh…”


  Sean stared at him. He frowned. Something was wrong.


  “I didn’t buy it. He…” Robbie swallowed. “He died.”


  Sean couldn’t process that right away. When he did, he felt his jaw drop open. “What?” he whispered. “He d– …Oh my God. When?”


  Robbie took a deep breath, and took a long moment to speak. “Two years ago,” he said, finally, barely audible.


  Sean stared at him. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry.”


  Robbie nodded, clenching his teeth. He looked out the window. “He…he had a…” His voice broke. The big dog’s jaw moved, but no words came out.


  “Hey, hey, hey,” Sean said, reaching up to grab his forearm. “It’s okay, Robbie. You don’t have to talk about it.” He leaned over, squeezing the big dog’s arm. “It’s okay. I’m so sorry, Robbie,” he whispered, leaning over to push his muzzle against Robbie’s arm.


  Robbie started to say something else, and then tears abruptly fell from both of his eyes, and he clamped his muzzle shut. He clenched his teeth, looking down at his open palms, and grit his teeth, blinking tears out of his eyes.


  Sean leaned over him and popped open the glove compartment, retrieving a little pack of tissues. “Hey, it’s okay, buddy. Here, have a Kleenex.” He took out a couple tissues and pressed them into Robbie’s hand, squeezing the dog’s big paws.


  Robbie nodded, his jaw muscles rolling under the fur of his muzzle. “Thanks,” he finally managed, letting out a shaky breath. “I, um…” He grimaced again, as if in pain. “I have a hard time…talking…about this.” His whole face was red.


  Sean nodded. “I’m sorry, buddy.”


  Robbie frowned, and finally looked at him, his eyes bloodshot and his nose running. “Can you not…spread this around please?” He frowned, his eyes despondent. “Don’t tell anybody in the house. I can’t talk about this.” He shook his head, reaching up to wipe his nose.


  Sean nodded emphatically. “Of course, Robbie. Whatever you want.”


  Robbie watched him for a moment, and then nodded slowly. He swallowed, hard. “Listen, I only told you because my mom is gonna want to meet you, and she cries a lot now.” Robbie took a deep breath and let out a long, harsh sigh. “I just wanted to give you a h-heads up.”


  Sean nodded. After a moment, he reached up and put one hand as best he could around the big dog’s shoulders.


  “Dude, don’t make me cry,” Robbie pleaded. He dipped his head and leaned toward Sean.


  “Maybe they can fix the Jeep,” Sean offered, softly.


  Robbie processed that and then laughed humorlessly into the silent car. “Are you kidding? That piece of shit?”


  Sean cracked a smile. He squeezed the big dog as best he could.


  Robbie was silent another moment and then took a deep breath. He let it out as a long, shuddering sigh. “Hey, I’m sorry, man,” he said, softly. “I didn’t mean to bring that up. It’s been a rough night.”


  Sean leaned in and muzzle-bumped the bigger dog. “It’s okay,” he said. He leaned up and kissed Robbie on the cheek.


  Robbie nodded. “You really are a gentleman, Sean,” he whispered, softly.


  Sean cocked his head. “Just let me know if I can do anything.”


  Robbie took a deep, deep breath, and let out another massive sigh. “Um,” he said, composing himself. “Hey, listen. How about a subject change.”


  Sean nodded. “Whatever you want, big guy.”


  “Wh-what are you going to eat when you get back?”


  Sean stared at him, thought about it for a moment, and let out a low whistle. “Holy shit, man,” he said. “What am I NOT going to eat when I get back.”


  Glancing back at him, Robbie laughed, and this time it was genuine.


  Outside, the snow continued to fall.


  


  They talked for another hour about all the things college students talk about in dark cars in the wee small hours of the morning. They talked about midterms, and classloads, and the football team, and which of their fraternity brothers had been arrested for underage drinking, and for a few hours the world felt very normal. It was an easy, relaxed conversation, and Sean was surprised at how deep and easily he connected with the big jock in his car.


  Around 3:00 a.m. Sean felt the adrenaline of the evening begin to wear off. The exhaustion began to catch up with him all at once and he felt his eyes drooping steadily shut. Around the same time, Robbie’s gaps in the conversation grew longer and longer.


  “Robbie,” Sean said, finally, reaching for the bull terrier’s thick forearm.


  “Whussat?” Robbie asked, snapping awake.


  Yawning, the husky squeezed the bigger dog’s arm. “We should try to get some sleep.” He looked around. “Let’s stretch out in the back. We can dump out my laundry bags for pillows. I have a couple…” He paused to yawn again. “Hoodies.”


  Robbie looked back at him, half-asleep. “How’s the gas holding out?”


  Sean took a moment to process that, and then suddenly felt very much awake.


  He peered at the gas gauge.


  The needle was hovering just above E. They had maybe an eighth of a tank left. It looked like it could actually be a sixteenth.


  “Uhhhh,” he said.


  Robbie blinked at him, and then leaned over to look. “Oh. Ummmm.”


  Sean frowned. “I’ve run it down past the E before. But I’d hate for it to run out at seven if help isn’t coming until ten.”


  Robbie nodded. “We can start to ration it.”


  Sean let out a sigh. “I didn’t want to have to do that. My uncle said twenty minutes on, an hour off.”


  Robbie frowned. “I kind of wish we’d done this earlier. I really want to go to sleep.”


  Sean smiled. “I think we still can.” He looked into the back. “I have a huge bedspread in the car for emergencies. We can curl up under that.”


  Robbie nodded. “Oh good. More…” He paused to yawn. “More survival-cuddling.”


  Sean chuckled sleepily.


  


  It took them some navigating to get into the backseat, but after being perched in their seats for several hours, it actually felt really good to stretch out in the cargo area. They dumped out Sean’s laundry bag and each found a pile of big hooded sweatshirts to fold into a pillow.


  Robbie blinked stupidly at his. “Why do you have so many sweatshirts?” he grumbled. “I’ve never even seen you wear sleeves.”


  Sean chuckled. “My mom insists,” he said. He dug the queen-size emergency bedspread out of the duffel bag it was perpetually stuffed in. The bedspread had a garish floral print that had been popular in the mid-eighties. “She also gave me the blanket.”


  Robbie nodded sleepily. “Well, thank God for small favors.”


  Sean frowned. “I wish we had another blanket to lay on. This cargo area isn’t exactly comfortable.” He quickly scooted out of his jeans and slipped on a pair of his workout shorts.


  Robbie stared at him, one eye half-open. “Fold it over,” he said, yawning. “Do it like a sleeping bag.”


  Sean stared at him. “But it’s only a queen. That doesn’t leave us much room,” he said. “We’d have to…”


  Robbie shrugged. “Yeah, I know, spoon.” He furrowed his brow, both his eyes half-closed. “Well, I get to be big spoon. I don’t want you poking me in the back with your dick all night.” He tugged his jersey up over his head.


  Sean was awake instantly. He stared at the wide, muscular white expanse of Robbie’s bare chest. “Wh-wh-what are you doing?” he stammered.


  Robbie scowled exhaustedly at him, unbuttoning his jeans. “I can’t sleep with my clothes on,” he grumbled. “I’m not some kind of fucking animal,” he grunted. He pulled his jeans down his muscular legs and kicked his shoes off, awkwardly peeling his socks off by shoving the fat big toe of each foot into the sock on the other foot. He pushed his jeans the rest of the way down his legs and shoved all his clothes up against the tailgate.


  Clad only in his black UndearArmour boxerbriefs, Robbie stared dazedly up at him. His muscular white body practically glowed in the dim car. “Can we go to bed now, please?” he asked. He lay the bedspread out in a big folded-over rectangle and scooted his mostly-naked frame into it, up against the fold.


  Sean stared at him, his jaw hanging open, and nodded.


  With shaking fingers, he set the timer on his phone for one hour.


  The countdown started. 1:00:00.


  Climbing into the front seat, Sean turned the key to OFF.


  The engine died. With it went the air vents.


  The silence was deafening.


  Sean reached across the steering wheel and hit the dash switch for the headlights.


  The darkness of the night enveloped them.


  Backing into the silent cargo area, Sean felt himself shiver. The car felt colder on his bare chest and shoulders after only a few seconds.


  Outside, now audible inside the silent car, the wind howled.


  His eyes took a moment to adjust.


  Robbie had suddenly woken up, and was staring at him with wide, alarmed eyes. Sean listened for a moment. The big dog was holding his breath, too. Neither of those facts was much of a surprise. For Robbie, there was no longer any difference between this car and his dead brother’s ruined Jeep.


  Sean let himself into their makeshift sleeping bag. He rolled over and backed slowly up against his friend.


  He would have guessed Robbie would have been shy curling up with another guy, but the big dog put his arms around Sean’s torso immediately. He actually pulled the husky the rest of the way into the bag, cuddling close up against him.


  Robbie let out a long, exaggerated sigh, and to Sean it felt like the apprehension was leaving him in one long go. Sean could actually feel the tension melting out of the big dog. Robbie shivered once, and then again, and then nestled up to Sean’s back, gently resting his fat terrier muzzle on the side of Sean’s neck.


  “You have no fucking idea how glad I am that you’re here, bro,” Robbie whispered softly, tightly squeezing the smaller husky. He planted one huge arm over Sean’s chest, under Sean’s own arm, and let out a satisfied dog sigh.


  Sean writhed and shivered in the big dog’s grasp. He reached down to squeeze Robbie’s forearm. “I know, buddy. I know.”


  In the dark, Sean tilted his head to kiss Robbie gently on the nose.


  Robbie let out another soft sigh.


  In the morning, Sean thought, it’ll be like this never happened.


  He swallowed.


  Exhaustion and stress took their toll, and with the big athlete breathing loudly in his ear, Sean fell asleep.


  


  CHAPTER 3: SURVIVAL CUDDLING


  Beepbeepbeepbeep!


  The first time the alarm went off, it took Sean Murphy a moment to stir. For a moment he wondered why it was so cold in his room, and then he remembered the previous night. Without looking, he reached over and turned off his cellphone alarm.


  Grunting, Sean opened one eye.


  It was still dark out but he could see clearly inside the car. The windows were all white except for a few inches at the tops.


  The car was freezing. He could see his breath.


  Robbie Brandt was still curled around him.


  Grunting, Sean extricated himself from the big dog’s grasp. Blinking sleepily, he slipped out from under the blanket. The cold air felt like ice on his bare chest and shoulder fur.


  “Nuuuu,” Robbie grumbled, still half-asleep. “Come back. You’re warrrmm,” he groaned.


  Sean chuckled, his breath fogging out in front of him.


  The air in the car was probably forty degrees, maybe even thirty. It was legitimately the temperature of the walk-in beer fridge at the liquor store. The windshield was buried now, too. Sean tried not to look at it. It definitely freaked him out a little.


  Hustling, the husky leaned over the front seats and twisted the ignition key.


  The engine fired up immediately. The daytime running lights came on, and the dashboard vents roared to life. They poured heat immediately. Sean wasn’t surprised – the Blazer took an hour or more to cool down even on sub-zero days. Sean had come out of an hour-long class once on a day with a high of 12 and found the engine still warm. It was the one perk of driving an old, horribly inefficient vehicle.


  Sean checked the dash gauges. Besides the gas gauge sitting just above the E, everything looked in good working order.


  The dash clock said 4:04 A.M.


  Sean set his phone alarm for 20 minutes, thought about it, and changed it to 25 minutes.


  A quick peek out the rear window showed him that, through some accident of wind dynamics, the area immediately behind the car hadn’t filled in with snow. The tailpipe was still clear and the bright white exhaust blew up and away. Sean couldn’t even smell it.


  He scrambled back under the blanket and backed his fuzzy butt up toward Robbie.


  The big dog grumbled in his ear and quickly snuggled back up to him. Again, he rested his muzzle in the crook of Sean’s neck and let out a contented sigh.


  Sean reached up and rubbed the big dog’s muzzle. “You cold, buddy?”


  Robbie grunted softly. “S’not so bad,” he rumbled.


  “You wanna put your jacket on?” Sean asked him, softly.


  Robbie grumbled, annoyed. “N’way my jacket is gonna be warmer than you,” he grunted, snuggling in tighter against the husky.


  Sean smiled. After a moment, he closed his eyes, and a moment later he was asleep.


  Twenty-five minutes passed surprisingly fast, but by the time the phone alarm went off at 4:25, the interior of the car was at least in the mid-seventies. Sean crawled out of the bigger dog’s grasp, shut off the engine, and stagger-crawled back under the covers again. He barely opened his eyes the entire time.


  Robbie let out a soft sigh. “This is going to be the longest night of our lives, isn’t it,” he grumbled.


  Sean laughed softly. “Probably.”


  Robbie let out another sigh, and pulled the husky close. “Gaaaayyyyyy,” he pronounced.


  Sean let out a contented sigh. “That, too,” he said, smiling.


  Robbie gently nuzzled him, and they went to sleep.


  


  Beepbeepbeepbeep!


  The second time the alarm went off, Sean no sooner had his eyes open than he was rolling them.


  Robbie jerked awake behind him. He stared at Sean with bleary, confused eyes.


  “Uggghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” Sean groaned, again dragging himself out of the warm blankets to turn off the alarm and turn on the car. His hip and shoulder were sore where he’d been lying on the cargo area floor. It was like camping, but freezing and sober.


  It was 5:29 A.M.


  He dug himself back into the blankets and pushed back in against Robbie. “It’s almost five-thirty,” he said.


  Robbie grunted.


  “The plows will be out soon. You wanna keep sleeping?”


  Robbie grunted again. “Grrnnnngggh.” He still hadn’t opened his eyes.


  Sean chuckled. “I guess that’s a yes.”


  Again, 20 minutes passed surprisingly fast. The Blazer warmed up like its entire heating system had been designed for this exact purpose.


  Sean cut the engine again and dug himself back in under the covers. As expected, Robbie enveloped him from behind and cuddled him close. Sean felt comfortable enough to let out a happy little sigh.


  He closed his eyes.


  Robbie rested his fat bull terrier muzzle on Sean’s neck again. He curled his thick left arm under Sean’s arm, around his chest, and scooted right up against his back.


  Sean listened to his breathing for a moment.


  He didn’t seem to be falling asleep.


  He cocked his ears. One of them slapped Robbie in the nose. He let out an irritated little grunt.


  Sean closed his eyes and tried to sleep. After a few moments of willing sleep to come, he dozed off.


  Time passed.


  Slowly, Sean woke up. He listened for his alarm, but didn’t hear it. The car was cold, but not freezing.


  He felt a clawtip tracing up and down the center of his chest.


  It was Robbie.


  Sean felt the blunt clawtip dug all the way through his fur, warm against his skin. It traced up and down his chest, between his pectorals, stopping at the top of his abs and winding its way slowly back up toward Sean’s throat.


  He let out a soft little gasp.


  Behind him, Robbie made no sound at all.


  Sean felt himself harden to full-stiff dog wood inside his athletic shorts. The nylon fought his quickly-growing erection. He could feel his heart pounding.


  Robbie’s claw traced its way down Sean’s chest, and now ran down the center of his stomach.


  Sean arched his back, pushing up against the bigger dog, and let out a soft little whimper.


  Behind him, Robbie chuckled darkly.


  Sean shivered again, grunting and trying to catch his breath. “Wh–” he whispered, and his voice broke. He cleared his throat. “Wh-wh-what are you doing?” he whispered, softly.


  Robbie chuckled again. “Couldn’t sleep. Too cold,” he whispered, directly into Sean’s ear, so close he could feel the bigger dog’s breath on him. “But then I remembered I know a good way to warm you up.”


  Sean let out a soft little whine.


  “Want me to stop?” Robbie whispered, tauntingly, behind him.


  “No,” Sean moaned.


  Robbie snorted softly. “I didn’t think so,” he whispered, fanning his fingers out across Sean’s stomach. He rubbed the husky’s six-pack, stroking the smaller dog’s muscular stomach, his thick fingers dipping into each fluffy crevasse between muscles. His fat fingers brushed tantalizingly close to Sean’s waistband, just a fur’s breadth from his achingly-stiff erection.


  ”Really been hittin’ the gym,” Robbie whispered into his ear.


  “D-dude,” Sean whimpered softly. “This is seriously turning me on,” he whined.


  Robbie grinned – Sean could feel it on the side of his neck. “Good,” he said. “You’ll get nice and toasty that way.” He curled his fingers in and gently tickled Sean around his navel. “I’m gonna make you my horny little space heater.”


  Sean shivered and arched his back, writhing in place against the big athlete, pinned by his muscular, unyielding arm. He moaned softly. “R-robbie!” he whimpered.


  “Relax, bro,” Robbie whispered in his ear. “Just lie there like a good puppy. I ain’t gonna do nothin’ you don’t like.” He lifted his head off of Sean’s neck, and in the cold cargo area, the spot felt ice-cold immediately.


  There was a pause, and then suddenly Robbie’s fat, slimy tongue jammed its way into Sean’s ear.


  The husky let out a soft yelp and jerked violently, mostly in shock, but Robbie’s arm tightened around his stomach and cinched him securely in place. The bull terrier held his head over Sean’s, jamming the widest, slimiest tongue Sean had ever felt deep into his ear canal. Sean squealed in discomfort, arching his back and fighting to escape Robbie’s grasp. The bigger dog tongued his ear like he was trying to lick his brain, and the deafening sound of slurping and the warm, wet force inside his ear made Sean writhe and squeal in agony.


  It was heaven.


  “Ungggggnnggghhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” Sean moaned, partly involuntary, partly so Robbie would know he didn’t want him to stop.


  The bull terrier’s tongue retreated from Sean’s abused ear canal, and to his delight the bigger dog bit him gently on the ear.


  “UNGH!” Sean grunted, gasping.


  Robbie chuckled darkly. “Well, well,” he muttered. “I guess you liked that, huh, buddy?” He lay his head innocently back on Sean’s neck, scratching gently at the husky’s stomach, sliding just the very tip of his claws under the waistband of Sean’s shorts.


  Sean let out a slow, desperate whimper. “Duuude,” he whined. “What the fuck are you doing?!” he snarled, shivering.


  The big bully chuckled darkly into his ear. “You fuckin’ love it,” he growled into Sean’s ear, and the tone of his voice and the breath on his face made the husky shiver.


  Beepbeepbeepbeepbeep!


  Sean jerked in surprise. So did Robbie.


  “Shit, the alarm,” the husky muttered.


  Robbie grunted. “Good. I’m fuckin’ freezing.”


  Sean let out a shaky breath and writhed quickly out of Robbie’s grasp, blushing furiously. He had a massive erection in his shorts and he was so horned up that the freezing air in the car didn’t even bother him.


  He leaned over the front seats and twisted the ignition key.


  Again, the engine roared immediately to life. Heat poured out of the dash vents. The radio clock said 6:49 AM. He set the alarm for another 20 minutes.


  About to turn back, the husky paused for a moment.


  After a moment, he plugged his iPhone into the car radio. He hit the AUX button while he was looking through his playlists. The one he wanted was called SEXY TIMES and he found it with haste. The soft drums and acoustic guitar opener of “32 Flavors” started up, and after a moment the lilting sound of Ani Difranco filled the car.


  Grinning, he turned back into the car.


  Robbie stared at him with a knowing smirk.


  Frowning, Sean crawled back under the covers. This time, he burrowed himself in facing the big athlete.


  Robbie listened for a minute and then chuckled softly.


  Sean frowned. “What?!” he demanded.


  Robbie couldn’t keep the grin off his face. “Putting on a little mood music?” he giggled. The late hour was clearly getting to him.


  Sean felt himself smiling, too. “You’re getting a little loopy, bro,” he said, grinning.


  “Yeah, it’s been kind of a weird night.” Robbie winked and then lay back down on his makeshift pillow. The bull terrier stared back at him with wide, intelligent eyes.


  Laying down next do to him, Sean reached for the big dog’s neck.


  Robbie just watched him, waiting to see what he would do.


  Sean felt the big athlete’s neck. Thick and unyielding. He ran his hand over Robbie’s shoulder, the upper part of his arm. Robbie felt as dense as stone, like Sean was feeling up a granite statue. His fur was velvety-soft and the heat was absolutely pouring off of him. The blanket came down over Robbie’s shoulder, and the big dog shivered gently. Sean let out a shaky breath.


  Robbie watched him, completely trusting. He opened his mouth a little, breathing a bit harder than normal, but otherwise completely relaxed.


  Sean swallowed, hard. “Why are you letting me do this?” he whispered.


  Robbie shrugged. “I don’t know. You’re warming me up. I can’t sleep. I got bored.” He raised an eyebrow. “I like the attention. I’m exhausted and I almost died tonight.” He shrugged again. “Hell if I know. Do you really care?”


  Sean let out a shaky sigh. “Not really,” he whispered.


  Robbie grinned approvingly.


  He felt his way down Robbie’s arm, over the hills and valleys of his massive, perfect musculature, and then ran his big hand over Robbie’s meaty chest. He felt the thick slab of Robbie’s left pec, and found his nipple barely-buried under a soft dusting of fur. He rubbed his fat thumb over it, making Robbie grit his teeth and growl softly.


  Sean slid his hand in between Robbie’s side and his arm and roughly rubbed his flank. He leaned forward as he did it, breathing hard, digging his flat palm into Robbie’s side. He rubbed the side of the big dog’s stomach, spreading his fingers wide.


  Robbie swallowed and shivered under the attention. “Cut it out, bro,” he whispered. “I know, man, I got a gut.”


  “You are so fucking perfect,” Sean blurted, letting out a shaky breath.


  Robbie stared at him, his eyes widening.


  Dipping his head in embarrassment, Sean squirmed closer to the bigger dog.


  Robbie stared at him, and then cracked a little lopsided smile. “I knew you had a hard-on for me,” he grunted, all bravado and charm again.


  Sean let out a shaky sigh. “Shut up, Robbie,” he said, reaching for the dog’s crotch.


  Robbie flinched violently as Sean got a big handful of his package. “AH!” he gasped sharply, jerking hard enough to make the whole car vibrate.


  Sean chuckled. “I’m starting to get used to that reaction.”


  Robbie frowned. “Shut up,” he said.


  Smiling, Sean leaned forward, roughly massaging Robbie’s Lycra-encased package. The big dog started out semi-soft, with a sheath plump enough to indicate that Sean wasn’t the only one enjoying their playtime thus far, but as soon as Sean really started working him, the terrier’s red rocket erupted out of his sheath and fought his boxerbriefs for escape. Robbie let out a shaky breath, pulling his head back and shivering.


  “Damn, bro,” Sean rumbled. “You want it as bad as I do.” Sean reached in with both hands and roughly massaged the jock’s cock to full hardness. “You got a little more steam to blow off, huh, Robbie?”


  “Sh-shut up,” Robbie whispered, shakily. He half-closed his eyes and arched his back, panting. “Unngghhh, that feels so good, man,” he whimpered. This time, he wasn’t nearly as shy. He let out a low moan, all-but closing his eyes and letting his tongue loll out of his mouth. “Ungghh! Don’t stop, buddy,” he urged.


  Breathing shakily, Sean reached for the terrier’s waistband and pulled it away from his body. He pulled it down over Robbie’s meat and started working the big dog’s cock again, as hard as he dared. Robbie was already leaking again and let out another soft moan as Sean massaged his wet sticky cockhead.


  “Oh, damn, b-bro,” the big dog whispered. “Dude, I needed this so fuckin’ bad.” He swallowed, hard. “D-do you wanna blow me again?” He rumbled loudly, gritting his teeth and snarling silently. “I bet you need it too, right, bro?” He leaned forward, pressing his muzzle against Sean’s. “Ungh, that feels so good!” he whimpered.


  Sean let out a soft sigh. “I don’t think so, Robbie,” he whispered, sadly.


  Robbie lifted his head, eyes wide. “WHAT!” he gasped. “C-c’mon, man!” he begged. His eyes were pleading. “Didn’t it feel good last time? I’ll help you jerk off again!” he offered, his eyes wide and crazy.


  Sean grinned slyly at him. “I dunno, I might need some frat boy to help me warm my mouth up again first.”


  Robbie stared at him and then screwed his muzzle up into an annoyed frown. “Are you fuckin’ serious, dude? That was a one-time thing.”


  Sean mock-frowned. “Ohhhh, that’s too bad!” he cooed. “I just don’t think I’m gonna be able to handle this, then,” he sighed, sadly.


  Robbie stared at him, his eyes wide and desperate, and then furrowed his brow. “Dude, this is fuckin’ blackmail,” he said.


  Sean grinned. “Pucker up, bro,” he said.


  Robbie scowled at him like an angry chihuahua, snorted loudly, and leaned in, pursing his lips.


  Grinning, Sean met the bigger dog’s lips halfway. He was warm and his lips were moist and strong. The grin melted off of Sean’s face as he felt Robbie’s lips tightening against his, and the big jock’s mouth slowly opened.


  Sean leaned forward, snuffling loudly, as both of them opened their muzzles and kissed deeply. He felt Robbie’s fat tongue sliding into his mouth and Sean eagerly sucked on it, angling his head and grinding their muzzles together. Robbie was really getting into it. Their teeth scraped gently and their tongues fought, and after a few moments he had to pull his head back to get a breath of air.


  They stared at each other from inches away, panting gently. In the background, Ani Difranco gave way to the Indigo Girls.


  “Are you warmed up yet?” Robbie asked him, breathing hard.


  Sean stared at him. “Just another minute,” he whispered.


  Robbie frowned. “How did I know you were gonna say that,” he said, flatly.


  They kissed as hard as before, their tongues wrestling, the big bull terrier dominating him with his enormous blocky muzzle. Sean moaned into the other dog’s mouth, stroking his neck, and let his hand slide all the way down Robbie’s torso to firmly grasp his fat dick again.


  Robbie snorted loudly as they made out, again jerking violently in shock, but Sean didn’t stop manhandling him and Robbie didn’t seem to mind. Huddled under the blanket, the air was warm and comforting.


  The big terrier redoubled his efforts, shoving his tongue into Sean’s muzzle like he intended to choke him, growling and moaning as Sean squeezed and pumped his cock.


  Robbie grit his teeth and pulled his head away, gasping. A thin streamer of saliva still connected their muzzles. “Dude,” he moaned, urgently. “I need it, man. Please. I’m begging you.”


  Sean stared at him for a moment. He didn’t respond.


  Robbie stared back at him, and then slowly frowned. “Ev…everything okay, bro?” he asked, softly.


  Sean thought for a moment, and then felt himself blushing. “Hey, uh…” he said, softly. “Hold on a second.” He reached down and slid his gym shorts and underwear off his muscular legs. He suddenly felt himself blushing, even though they were both hidden by the blanket. He’d been naked in front of guys at the frat before, but never with a throbbing erection.


  Robbie stared at him. “You…you want me to play with your dick while you’re sucking my cock?” He looked the husky in the eye, his eyes wide and crazed. “I’m cool with that,” he said, hurriedly, licking his chops.


  Sean swallowed. “Robbie…” He let out a shaky breath. He was so hard and so nervous. “I really need you to do something for me right now.” He let out a shaky breath. “Dude…I’m so fucking hot for you.” He started panting. He couldn’t help himself. “I’m gonna ride your dick. Okay?”


  Robbie stared at him, wide-eyed. The big dog opened his mouth, closed it without saying anything, and finally spoke. “Wh-wh-what?” he asked, softly.


  Sean shivered. He reached for his gym bag, dug through the soiled clothes and jockstraps, and found his KY at the bottom of the bag.


  Robbie was still staring at him with open-mouthed astonishment.


  Sean shook his head. “Dude, I know this is weird, but…all the adrenaline, being around you so long, all the teasing…” He shook his head again. “I’ve never needed it so bad.” He panted, his tongue hanging out.


  Robbie stared at him. “D-d-dude, are you s-serious?” he gasped. “You can’t take this thing up your ass! I’ll tear you in half, man!”


  Sean looked away, shivering again. His cock throbbed against the bigger dog’s leg. “Yeah that’s…uh, not really the kind of talk to discourage me.” He swallowed a sudden mouthful of drool. “I-I’ve had a dick that size up my ass before. I’m not afraid of your monster cock, Robbie.” Under the blanket, he uncapped the KY and squirted a blob of it into the palm of his other hand. Well, at least I’ve had a TOY that size up my ass. Reconsidering, he doubled the amount of lube.


  Robbie stared at him, wide-eyed. He looked scared.


  Sean grinned at him. “Relax, dude. It’ll be fine. You’re gonna cum so hard you won’t be able to see straight.” He chuckled darkly. “And so will I.”


  Robbie nodded, slowly, and let out a shaky breath. “Okay,” he whispered, nodding.


  Sean smiled lopsidedly at him. He resisted the urge to lick his teeth.


  “Hey,” Robbie whispered, softly. “Listen.”


  “Hm?”


  The big dog looked down, self-consciously. “This is just for you, man. I wouldn’t do this with anybody else,” he said, softly, shaking his head firmly.


  Sean felt his heart do a weird little flutter. Suddenly, he felt himself blushing.


  Robbie grinned goofily back at him.


  Sean leaned in to kiss the dog’s muzzle. It was a quick kiss, and as he retreated, he curled his lube-filled hand around Robbie’s fat dick.


  Robbie gasped. His eyes widened, and then rolled back into his head.


  Sean worked the gooey lube up and down the big dog’s shaft, and he felt Robbie’s cock throb and twitch in his hand. “Roll onto your back, bro,” he rumbled. “And don’t you dare cum or I’m putting you back out into the snow.”


  “Unnngghhhhh, okay,” Robbie moaned, rolling onto his back and arching his back. “Don’t squeeze my dick so tight, then,” he complained.


  Sean chuckled. “You better start thinking of football plays to distract yourself, man,” he said, “because my ass is a hell of a lot tighter.” He swung one leg over Robbie’s stomach and straddled him, sitting up on the big dog’s stomach. The blanket pulled away from their chests but it was still over Sean’s shoulder, along with Robbie’s legs. Robbie had an unbelievably muscled chest and was pink from the underside of his chin to the base of his abs.


  Robbie looked up nervously at him. “Yeah, you want me to teach you something about football?”


  Sean wrapped his right hand around Robbie’s shaft and lifted himself up onto his knees 8 or 9 inches he needed to clear the dog’s long shaft. “Sure!” he said. “You can tell me how much tighter I am than your guys’ defense.” Curling his tail up over his butt, he began descending toward Robbie’s shaft.


  The big dog looked up, curious. “Hey, man!” he said. “I didn’t know you knew anything about sports positioNGGGHH!” he hissed, as Sean finally made contact.


  Sean let out a sharp breath as he felt Robbie’s blunt cockhead spear his entrance, spreading his entrance right up to the point of pain. Now all he had to do was…


  Taking a deep breath, Sean slowly lowered himself onto Robbie’s slimy cock, letting inch after inch of the terrier’s iron-stiff meat dig deeper and deeper into his body.


  “RrrrrrrrrSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSRRGGHHH!” Robbie hissed, gritting his teeth and squeezing his eyes shut. The terrier arched his back and hissed wordlessly, flexing every muscle in his chest and arms. “S-Sean!” he yelped, urgently.


  Sean let out a sharp noise which was half gasp and half whimper. “Ahnngh!” he cried. He was still probably only halfway down Robbie’s shaft. “Unngh!” he moaned, still lowering himself. The feeling of fullness was unprecedented. Robbie’s cock was stone-stiff. Sean had never felt anything like it.


  Robbie grit his teeth and arched his back, hissing. He clamped his big hands onto Sean’s quads, his fingers clenching like he was having a seizure. “Nggghhh!” he groaned, his thick chest tensing hard, the slabs of his pecs roiling underneath his short fur. He craned his head back, exposing his throat, writhing gently underneath Sean. “Holy shit you’re so tight!” he hissed in one fast breath.


  Sean arched his back and kept going, gritting his teeth. The constant friction on his asshole was shorting out his nervous system, and he felt more like he was squatting on a fence post than a living being. He tilted his head back and yowled, clenching his hands into fists and slowly lowering himself. Finally he felt his ass come down on Robbie’s lap. He relaxed his legs and sank down another inch.


  Panting hard, drops of husky spit dripping off the end of his tongue, fully-erect and throbbing, Sean looked down at Robbie.


  The big athlete squirmed underneath him as if in agony, his jaw clenched, his teeth bared, his eyes half-closed in absolute bliss.


  Sean felt a burning, tinging sensation in his balls and all the way up his ass, and he held up one hand.


  “DON’T MOVE!” he ordered. “Don’t talk and don’t move!”


  Robbie snapped his eyes open and stared at him.


  Sean held perfectly still, panting and drooling onto Robbie’s stomach, when he felt the tingling subside.


  “A-are you o-okay?” Robbie whispered.


  His head spinning, Sean shook his head, letting out a shuddering breath. “Holy shit,” he breathed. “I almost fuckin’ came right there!”


  Robbie stared at him, horrified. “I d-didn’t hurt you?”


  Sean lifted his head back. “No way, man. Unnnngh…fuck, bro, this feels so fuckin’ good.” He arched his back and shifted on Robbie’s cock, clenching around the spike up his ass.


  “Ah!” Robbie gasped.


  “C’mon,” Sean grunted. “Buck your hips. Start out slow,” he whispered.


  Robbie stared up at him, wide-eyed. “Dude, you’re so tight. There’s no way this isn’t hurting you.”


  Sean snorted and reached down for his own stone-stiff husky cock. “Do I look like I’m in pain?” He pumped his member a few times. A thick drop of precum, left over from his near-orgasm a few moments ago, drooled down his blood-red member.


  Robbie watched it. His nostrils flared and he swallowed.


  Sean could smell him now, too. Robbie smelled like a locker room, sweating and panting underneath him.


  He probably smelled like this right after football practice.


  Sean felt his balls tighten in anticipation.


  “C’mon, bro,” he whispered intensely. “Fuck me.” He leaned down, planting his hands on Robbie’s thick chest. “Fuck me, Robbie.”


  Staring him in the eye, Robbie bowed his back, dug his heels in, and bucked his hips upward.


  It was just a shallow hump, but stretched and filled to his absolute limit, it felt to Sean like the dog was going to tear him apart. It felt amazing.


  “Ungh, that’s it!” Sean growled, baring his teeth at the other dog. He stared Robbie right in the eye, tilting his ears forward aggressively. “C’mon! Keep going!”


  Robbie stared right back at him, breathing harder. He readjusted his tight grip on Sean’s quads, holding him in place, and bucked up into him, again. It was a hell of a lot harder this time, and Sean felt the dog grind up into his guts in a most pleasing fashion.


  “Ungghhhhhhh,” Sean groaned, letting his tongue loll out. He was drooling all over his stomach and his own cock now. The warm drool felt good on his member, and it probably felt just as good dripping onto Robbie’s stomach.


  Robbie was getting into it now. He stared up at the smaller dog, leaning forward, snarling. Each time he spiked up into Sean, he growled, his muzzle curling up into a vicious snarl.


  He never broke eye contact.


  Feeling dizzy, Sean lifted his head, his eyes sliding half-shut. They were getting into a rhythm now, and if he moved his legs, he could lift himself up off of Robbie’s cock, making an inch or two or three of the dog’s fat meat slide out of him, and then when Robbie dug back up into him, it all went crashing back into him. The friction on his asshole was glorious, and based on the claws digging into his thick quads, Robbie felt the same way.


  “Unggghhhh, Seannnn,” Robbie suddenly growled up at him. “It’s gonna be another big one,” he grunted. “I can feel it. You’re gonna have my jizz coming out your ears, bro.” He kept humping, his tongue lolling out.


  Sean nodded, leaning his head over the big dog, drooling on his chest now. “Ungh…fuck yeah, man. F-fill my guts with cum,” he gasped.


  “Dude, you are fuckin’ sick,” Robbie growled.


  He curled his huge hands around Sean’s hips, clamping down hard, and when Sean lifted himself up, Robbie lifted too, his massive weightlifter arms effortlessly lifting the smaller husky. Sean slid six or seven inches off of Robbie’s cock, the big dog’s spike leaving him in one huge rush, and he felt empty and vacant before Robbie slammed him down as he came up, forcing the rest of his colossal member up Sean’s ass in one brutal push.


  “Aaangghhh!” Sean cried, arching his back and digging his claws into Robbie’s chest. “Fuck!” he squealed. He finally broke eye contact, lifting his head and groaning.


  “Oh, you fuckin’ loved that, didn’t you,” Robbie growled, lifting him off and then slamming him down onto his cock again. He was strong, unbelievably strong.


  “Aaaunnngghhh!” Sean moaned, relocating his hands to Robbie’s wrists. He dug in as hard as he liked, gritting his teeth.


  “Holy shit, this is just like football practice. I had no idea you could take it this fuckin’ hard,” Robbie gasped, moving his hands to Sean’s quads and bucking like crazy, pounding the hell out of the husky riding him.


  Sean tilted his head back, lolling his tongue out. He was drooling all over the place. He didn’t care.


  Robbie did his lift-up slam-down trick again and Sean let out an involuntary little squeal.


  “Sean…this is it, man!”


  Sean grit his teeth and clenched his ass around Robbie’s invading member, preparing for the torrent of jock cum about to fill him.


  “Get ready, Sean, I’m gonna c–”


  BEEPBEEPBEEPBEEPBEEPBEEPBEEPBEEP!


  Eyes widening, Robbie jerked violently in surprise underneath him.


  Sean gasped, his eyes snapping open.


  Beepbeepbeepbeepbeepbeepbeep!


  Robbie looked around. “Oh, fuck, that’s your alarm,” he growled. “JEEEEZ, I thought it was a police siren!” He let out a long, loud sigh. “Shit, man, I just had a fuckin’ heart attack!”


  Sean grit his teeth, growling. “Hold on,” he said. “I gotta turn the car off.”


  Robbie screwed his face into a grimace. “But I’m so close!” he whimpered.


  Sean snarled at him. “I know that! I can’t cum with this fucking alarm howling, though!”


  Robbie stared at him for a moment and then laughed loudly at him.


  Sean tried to stay mad, but Robbie aimed one of his trademark dopey grins at him, and he couldn’t possibly stay upset at that.


  “Alright, hold on,” he muttered. Clenching his teeth, Sean leaned forward, pulling off of Robbie’s fat member. The big bull terrier felt even bigger sliding out of him than he had felt going in. “Unnnnnngaaaggghhh!” Sean hissed.


  Grimacing, Robbie put his arms around Sean’s chest and held him as he leaned forward.


  Sean stared down at him, panting hard. He was still drooling. A drop of husky spit fell off the end of his tongue and landed on the end of Robbie’s nose.


  Staring up at him, Robbie licked Sean’s spit off of his muzzle.


  Sean stared at him, eyes wide. “Ohhhh damn,” he whispered. He squirmed off of the big athlete. “I’ll be right back,” he whispered.


  Robbie grinned up at him.


  Dropping onto all fours, Sean crawled toward his keening cellphone and used his mostly-clean left hand to silence and reset the alarm. He wiped his right paw on his chest fur and crawled forward, his ass feeling empty, wet, cold and exposed. Leaning over the front seats, he twisted the ignition key.


  The car dropped into silence again.


  In the sudden quiet, he could hear the engine ticking, and the suspension creaking, and Robbie idly playing with himself.


  They were both breathing hard. Robbie sounded like a wild animal.


  Sean turned back toward him.


  Robbie was up, now, fully exposed, and the sight of him in all his muscular glory was astonishing. He was sitting on his haunches, the muscles of his arms clenched under his fur, his spike-like cock red and throbbing, poised straight out like a weapon. He had the tube of KY in one hand and a palmful of gooey lube in the other. He looked at Sean with bright, intelligent eyes.


  It occurred to Sean, quite objectively, that this horned-up athlete was legitimately the most beautiful thing he had ever laid eyes on.


  “Hey, bro,” the big dog growled softly. “Do you mind if I try something?” He smeared the lube on his rod, slowly, covering every inch of it, and then he slowly leaned forward, onto all fours. “I think I wanna fuck you…doggie-style.”


  Sean stared at him, his eyes wide, and swallowed slowly. His cock grew so erect and his heart started pounding so hard that for a moment his vision started to swim.


  Robbie grinned at him. “I’m really gonna give it to you, Sean.”


  The husky stared wide-eyed back at him, and then nodded slowly. “Okay,” he squeaked, lamely.


  Robbie stared at him, warm and eager. “Come on back here, bro,” he whispered. He gestured with a cock of his head.


  Sean nodded, letting out a shaky breath, and crawled back into the cargo area. He rotated toward the front of the car, curling his tail up over his fluffy, muscular butt, and crawled backward toward Robbie.


  Robbie let out a low growl. Sean stopped and lowered his chest, presenting, curling his tail as hard as he could.


  The big dog climbed up onto him with more care than he ever would have imagined.


  Robbie was strong; that much was undeniable. Sean felt like the big dog could have snapped him like a twig. Robbie put his big hands on Sean’s hips and the husky could feel the power in those arms, but he pulled Sean back toward him with what he could only describe as incredible tenderness.


  Robbie leaned forward, towering over him, and even the dog’s monster cockhead lining up with his entrance felt as gentle as a kiss. Robbie leaned forward, his member burrowing into Sean, and it was slow and gentle.


  “Ungh!” Sean gasped, squeezing his eyes shut as Robbie’s fat cockhead spread him wide open.


  “Ssshhhh,” Robbie whispered, tenderly nuzzling his ears. The big bully opened his muzzle and roughly slurped at Sean’s left ear.


  Sean writhed underneath him.


  This time their position and his readiness made it much easier. Robbie gasped and grunted as he pushed forward, impaling Sean on more and more of his astonishingly-rigid cock. Sean pushed back a little but mostly concentrated on holding still. It took all of Sean’s considerable strength just to keep Robbie’s cock from simply shoving him forward into the front seats.


  “Nnghff!” Sean whimpered, as his arms threatened to slide out from under him.


  “It’s okay, I got ya, buddy,” Robbie rumbled. He curled his massive right arm over Sean’s shoulder, curling loosely around under his neck but gripping the husky’s left shoulder as tightly as a harness, encircling him, wrapping him in his scent. All around him was Robbie, and it felt amazing.


  As he did it, he leaned forward and tenderly licked Sean’s muzzle. Sean opened his mouth and they fought gently with their tongues.


  Robbie started pushing forward again, holding Sean in place, and the husky felt himself involuntarily whimper and shudder. Robbie was big but more importantly he was so stiff. Robbie’s cock still didn’t even feel real.


  “You want me to stop halfway?” Robbie rumbled, directly into his ear.


  “Nnnoooo,” Sean moaned. “Give it to me, Robbie. Give it all to me,” he panted.


  Robbie growled softly, almost too quietly to hear, and rumbled. He pushed forward again, inch after inch of his meat plunging into the trapped husky, and now he felt like he was about twenty inches long.


  “Hnnnggghhhh!” Sean groaned, squeezing his eyes shut, writhing against the bigger dog’s arm.


  Robbie huffed loudly into his ear. “Ungh,” he grunted. “Huff! I’m in.” He panted loudly right into Sean’s face. He leaned in to slurp aggressively at Sean’s mouth.


  They held still for a moment, while Sean writhed under the big dog, half-supported on his arms and half-supported by Robbie’s inexorable strength. Robbie’s scent surrounded him and he inhaled deeply, relishing the delicate mix of Robbie’s deodorant and jock-y musk


  After a few moments, Sean started writhing in the big dog’s grasp. “Okay,” he grunted. “Get going again. Start slow.”


  Robbie grunted. He did not relax his grip on the husky’s shoulders, and Sean was held firmly in place as the bigger dog pulled an inch or two out of him, and then pushed swiftly right back in. The friction on Sean’s asshole was almost unbearable.


  “Howzat, bro?” Robbie whispered in his ear.


  “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhh!” Sean whimpered, high-pitched and pained. “G-good!” he added, hurriedly. “Feels nice!”


  “Good. I like it, too.” Another growl. Robbie bucked his hips again, back and forth in a sharp motion, speeding up, and Sean resisted the urge to squeal underneath him. Robbie wasn’t really pulling out of him, just humping sharp and fast, and the girth of his cock up Sean’s ass was pulling the husky backward. Then pure inertia held Sean in place while the bigger dog speared his way back in. Sean moved with the big dog’s movement as much as he stayed put. At the low end of each arc, their ballsacs slapped gently together.


  Robbie grunted as he furiously pounded the smaller husky, and then growled, and then outright barked at him. “Hrrt! Hrrrt! Rrrrt! Rrrrt! RARRRT!” he barked, his teeth clacking shut inches from Sean’s ears, the floor of the cargo area vibrating under Sean’s knees.


  Sean let the big dog massage him from the inside out for another few moments, and then turned his head to growl softly.


  Robbie glared down at him. His muzzle was tinted pink again and he had the same crazy look of wild determination as before.


  “Lemme go!” Sean snapped.


  Staring crazy-eyed at him, Robbie released his death-grip on the husky.


  “Push me forward a couple feet,” Sean ordered. When Robbie did, Sean put his arms through the openings between the driver’s and passenger’s headrests and the front seats. The Blazer had weird headrests – the posts were padded. Sean stuck one of his hands through each of the posts and curled his forearms around. He wasn’t going anywhere, now.


  He looked back at Robbie. “Alright. Go.”


  Robbie nodded and started to pull out. He started to slide out of Sean and gasped audibly.


  Sean arched his back and groaned. The friction of Robbie pulling out of him shot up his spine and made him shiver.


  Robbie pushed forward, slowly, and let out a shocked, lusty growl. “F-f-fuck, duuudddeee,” he breathed.


  Sean clenched his teeth and forced a laugh. “Big difference, huh, bud?” he asked.


  Robbie leaned forward, his paunch flattening Sean’s tail against his back, and dug back into him. He started humping him again, warm and slimy and slow, the slick lube making audible squicking noises as he fucked the smaller dog. “Dude, you’re gonna get it so fuckin’ bad now,” he rumbled, shakily.


  “Put your hands on my hips,” Sean ordered, arching his back under Robbie’s weight.


  “Don’t fuckin’ tell me what to do…I’m on top, remember, bra?” Robbie snapped, straightening up so he could plant his meaty paws on Sean’s hips. He dug his thick fingers in, his blunt claws digging into Sean’s skin.


  Robbie straightened up a few more degrees, and as he did, the downward curve of his cock ground right into the perfect spot inside of Sean, and the husky shivered violently.


  “Ah! Don’t move!” Sean gasped. “Right in that position!” He clenched his fingers into fists, dipping his head and snarling. “That’s perfect! HrrRRRRrrrr!” He arched his back, writhing between the two front seats.


  Robbie dug his fingers in, rumbling loudly. “Hit something good in there, did I, Sean?” he growled. He pushed his hips forward, retracted, and set up a steady rhythm. “Nice delts, by the way. You’re fuckin’ ripped as hell, bra.”


  “Ungghhhh, don’t stop!” Sean whined, clinging to the front seats. He arched his back as far as he could, his tail involuntarily curling up so hard it almost hurt.


  Robbie pounded him like a locomotive. Sean hadn’t expected such a vigorous fucking from a first-timer; most of them could barely get a rhythm going. But Robbie was an athlete, and he was demonstrating this to the best of his ability.


  Sean felt a warm glow emanating from deep inside himself. He let his tongue hang out and drooled all over the center console, dimly aware that his cock was probably doing the same.


  Robbie abruptly removed his mitts from Sean’s hips and leaned roughly forward. Sean felt his tail flatten against his back and suddenly Spike’s paunch was heavy on his back.


  “Ungh!” he grunted, turning his head to growl. “Hey! Get back on my hips!”


  Growling, Robbie enveloped Sean’s entire left ear in his muzzle. As he did so, he slid his right hand under Sean’s torso and dug his fingers into Sean’s right pec.


  “Ahhhh!” the husky hissed. “I changed my mind, do what you’re doing!”


  Robbie chuckled, his laugh muffled by Sean’s ear in his mouth, and then angled his head so he could shove his tongue into the husky’s ear canal.


  Sean craned his head to the side and moaned, shivering from head to toe.


  Robbie grunted, letting out a muffled squeak around Sean’s ear. He dipped his head, panting hard, droplets of drool running off of his tongue and thick teeth. He rubbed his head hard up against Sean, supporting all of his weight on his left hand, manhandling the husky’s chest with his right, and fucking him like a machine all the way. The big bull terrier was more pink than white, and he snorted loudly through his nose.


  Sean glanced at him with half-closed eyes, and pushed hard to shove their muzzles together, in a long, sloppy, easy kiss. When the parted, they stayed close, Robbie’s thick chest pressing against Sean’s back, their muzzles rubbing together like they’d done it a hundred times.


  Robbie was slowing down, now, fucking him almost lazily, but Sean was so keyed-up and aroused that each gentle thrust felt like it was taking over his whole body.


  “I’m getting’ close,” Robbie rumbled, his hot breath washing over Sean’s face.


  “Tie me,” Sean moaned.


  Robbie’s eyebrows shot up, though they quickly lowered. “A-are you sure?”


  “I need it!” Sean whined. He slurped Robbie’s muzzle submissively.


  “It’s gonna hurt,” Robbie whispered. Sean could feel his fat knot pushing up against his entrance, as if just talk of tying was bringing him that much closer.


  Sean nipped at his blunt muzzle. “I want all of you, Robbie.”


  Robbie let out a peculiar little whine, glanced shyly up at Sean, and then nodded. He grit his teeth and bore down.


  Sean could hear the bigger dog’s claws scrabbling on the carpet as the bull terrier struggled to dig in. He tightened his grip on the headrests and braced himself.


  Robbie bore down one last time and with a slick slop his tennis-ball-sized knot popped into Sean’s ass.


  “Ahhhh!” Robbie yelped, sharply.


  Sean arched his back and hissed loudly. The hiss turned into a snarl. “AaaaaaahhhhhhhrrrrrRRRGGHHH,” he growled.


  “F-fuck, man!” Robbie gasped, high-pitched, like it hurt him, and Sean suddenly realized this was his first-ever tie. The big dog writhed on top of him, whining loudly and digging his toes into the floor of the cargo area. He grasped Sean as if in pain.


  “Easy there!” Sean gasped. He pulled his left arm out of the headrest and wrapped it around Robbie’s neck, pulling the big dog’s head against his own. His entire body felt like it was fire. He could feel his seed boiling inside of him, ready to spill out at any moment.


  Robbie let out one last sharp yelp and shivered violently against him. The bully let out a strangled, gurgling moan and suddenly convulsed against and inside Sean. “Nrrrgghh!” he moaned, and then the big dog clamped onto Sean’s shoulder and held him tight.


  Sean reached up and dug his fingers into the big dog’s ruff, filling his fingers with loose flesh and twisting as hard as he could. Robbie bucked his hips a few times, in a shallow motion more like an involuntarily shudder, and then Sean felt the bigger dog’s dick thrash to life inside of him. He clenched down, hard, and Robbie’s entire body jerked. “Sean!” the big dog cried out, desperately, and then gasped intensely as his orgasm crashed over him.


  Sean could feel Robbie spasm inside of him when the big dog erupted inside of him. He jerked shallowly forward with each spurt, and Sean felt a sudden addition to the fullness, a pulsing of the rod invading his asshole, as the quivering athlete unloaded a massive load of dog cum deep into his guts.


  “Unngghhh!” Robbie whimpered, loudly, shaking like a mis-timed car engine, involuntary tremors wracking his whole body, and his cock was like a gigantic vibrator up Sean’s ass. He screwed his eyes shut and grit his teeth, snarling, and realized with some urgency that the tingling sensation in his ass was going to totally overcome him and he was going to cum whether Robbie touched him or not.


  Sean dug his fingers into the big dog’s ruff, squeezing as hard as he could. Robbie gasped in pleasure and in pain, writhing on top of the smaller dog, crushing his tail against him, helpless to escape. Robbie was a hell of a lot bigger, and threatened to crush Sean under his weight and heat, but he was helplessly trapped and it was making him crazy. Sean clenched his ass as hard as he could around Robbie’s invading member, squirming gently around Robbie’s trapped knot.


  The bull terrier on top of him snuffled hard enough to envelop his face in a cloud of aerosolized spit, and that was all it took to push Sean over the edge. “Aaaagghhh!” he groaned, his entire body clenching involuntarily, and he held onto the sweaty jock on top of him. Sean felt his entire body tense and shiver, lifting his chest up with his one arm through the headrest, and for a long moment he actually lifted Robbie off the cargo area floor.


  Sean’s orgasm kept going and going, and he couldn’t breathe as he rode it out. He held one deep breath, shivering and tensing, as waves of pleasure crashed over him, every time the big dog on top of him jerked or spasmed a fresh wave hit him again. The car filled with the acrid ammonia-scent of husky cum.


  Robbie let out a strangled moan, tightening his grasp on Sean’s left shoulder, and just when it actually started to hurt, the big dog let out a long, exhausted sigh, and collapsed on top of him.


  The big dog’s crushing weight and heat hitting Sean all at once made Sean shiver all over again, and he let out a loud involuntary while. Sean tilted his head up and keened loudly, shuddering from head to toe, and had to let out his breath and gasp for air before he passed out. Little flickering lights appeared in his peripheral vision, and he sucked in breath after breath as hard an as fast as he could, before he finally felt his orgasm start to taper off.


  “Unggghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” Robbie rumbled, panting. Sean finally released the death-grip he had on the bigger dog’s ruff, and Robbie shallowly lifted his head, panting furiously. The dog half-lifted his head and stared at him, eyes wide and unfocused.


  Sean glanced at him, breathing hard, and lightly bumped their muzzles together.


  They stared at each other, both panting furiously, both of their tongues hanging out.


  Sean waited, on all fours, still gasping for breath, his cock still drooling cum beneath him, to see if Robbie was going to have a straight-guy meltdown and panic.


  Robbie’s eyes suddenly cleared, and Sean must have betrayed some subtle worry in his eyes, because Robbie leaned in and pressed their muzzles together, hard, and Sean knew that everything was alright.


  Sean took a deep breath and let out a relieved sigh. “W-we should lie down,” he grunted, his voice sounding an octave deeper than it should have.


  Robbie just rumbled his affirmation and shifted on his knees. He pulled Sean effortlessly backwards. All Sean had to do was straighten his arm and the big athlete did all the work for him.


  Rolling slowly onto his side, Robbie lay Sean down as gently as a puppy. Sean barely had to grit his teeth as Robbie’s colossal member inside of him shifted gently around.


  When they were both laid out on the blanket, their heads on Sean’s clean-smelling laundry, Robbie leaned in to muzzle-bump Sean again. He closed his eyes and rumbled loudly, shivering. His meat stick vibrated inside of Sean.


  Sean shivered. “Yeah, I’m definitely gonna call you Spike,” he whispered.


  There was a pause, and then Robbie laughed sharply on top of him.


  He nuzzled Sean’s ears, and put his arms around Sean’s chest. He squeezed him tightly. They both lay in silence, enjoying the warmth and the afterglow.


  Around them, drops of water slid slowly down the steamed-up windows.


  Robbie finally cleared his throat. “That was amazing,” he rumbled, softly. He nuzzled the nape of Sean’s neck.


  Sean reached up and stroked the big dog’s muzzle.


  Robbie let out a sharp breath, and then inhaled deeply and sighed happily. He closed his eyes, snuggling up to the smaller husky, nuzzling and kissing the side of his neck. Sean laughed, grinning. Robbie leaned in and kissed the side of his muzzle.


  Sean rubbed his muzzle again. He smiled. “Are you always this affectionate after sex?”


  Robbie thought for a moment, and then shrugged. “N’really,” he said. “I never really let it out like that before. That was just like practice except I got to cum at the end.” He lifted his head and yawned massively. “Dude, that felt so. Good.”


  Sean took a deep breath and let out a long, contented sigh. “I have to admit, it was better than I had fantasized.”


  Robbie grinned. “You fantasized about me?”


  Sean nodded shyly. “Of course. But I never imagined it would be good as this.”


  Robbie smiled proudly back at him and Sean could feel his tail whapping against the blanket.


  They were quiet for a moment.


  “So…you wanna make this a regular thing?” Robbie asked, softly. “Once we’re back on campus.”


  Sean snorted. “What do you think?”


  Robbie nuzzled the back of his neck. “Yeah, man. You and me. Blowing off steam.”


  The husky chuckled. “Ain’t blowin’ off steam now, bro. You’re gay.”


  Robbie’s eyes snapped open. “What?!” he gasped.


  Sean craned his neck to grin at him with half-open eyes. “Our balls touched, dude. Still touching now, in fact. You’re stuck now, my friend. I opened the gay door and you went through it.”


  Robbie stared at him in wide-eyed shock. “Really?”


  Sean chuckled. “Yeah, man. That’s how it works. Our balls touched so now you have to take me on gay dates and stuff.” He grinned and muzzle-bumped the bigger dog.


  Robbie looked away, his brow furrowed, lost in thought.


  Sean smiled, and was about to let Robbie in on the joke when the big dog lifted his head and spoke.


  “Dates…like…dinner and stuff?”


  Sean stared at him. He pictured it.


  “Yeah,” he said, softly. “Like dinner and stuff.”


  Robbie thought about it for another moment, and then nodded with seeming determination.


  “Okay,” he said, grinning lopsidedly. “I can do that.”


  Sean felt his heart flutter. Not for the first time, he found himself speechless.


  Robbie nuzzled the top of his head. “You mind if I take a quick nap while my knot goes down? I’m freakin’ exhausted.” He kissed Sean’s neck a couple of times.


  “Yeah,” Sean whispered, and it was a struggle to get out. “S-sure thing, big guy.”


  Robbie grunted softly and rumbled happily. “Thanks, bro,” he whispered, and kissed Sean between the ears. He lay his head down, nuzzled Sean momentarily, and was asleep in a matter of moments.


  His heart still pounding, Sean held still, so as not to wake him.


  Outside, the faintest glow of morning sun began to light the tops of the windows.


  CHAPTER 4: CUP(i)D


  Sean stayed awake. Robbie must not have been lying about his exhaustion, because after another twenty minutes Sean managed to slip off of his cock without even waking him. After wiping what he could out of his fur with a dirty t-shirt, he put on his briefs and jeans without making a sound and slipped into the driver’s seat. He found some hand sanitizer and located his cellphone. His ass felt like he’d fallen down a flight of stairs and landed on a broomstick.


  It was 7:30 and the sun was almost fully-risen, based on the glow from the snow all-but covering the windows. The next engine-on cycle was supposed to start at 7:40. Figuring that an extra ten minutes wouldn’t hurt, Sean turned the key.


  The engine roared to life and settled quickly into a rumbling idle. Sean looked into the backseat to see if he had woken Robbie. The bull terrier didn’t even stir, snoring obliviously through the entire experience. The car would be warm by the time he woke up to get dressed.


  Watching the big moron sleep, Sean found he couldn’t help but smile.


  Robbie had said he wanted to date. And while the big athlete was obviously bisexual at the very least, Robbie was also under the mistaken impression that he’d crossed some fictional line from affectionate bro to cock-seeking homo. And maybe that affected how he did the math.


  Reaching behind the driver’s seat, Sean grabbed one of his hoodies. He slipped it over his naked chest, pulled up the hood, and slowly rolled down the driver’s side window.


  The snow had drifted all the way up the driver’s side, almost up over the roof of the car, but at the height of the window it was only a few inches thick. He pushed it away with his paw, making tiny little avalanches down the eight-foot drift which had tried to swallow the entire Blazer. The snow on either side of the car was at least three or four feet deep. The thermometer in the upper console said 27.


  The storm had long-since passed and the world was frozen, fluffy, and silent. Lit by a barely-risen sun, it was as much gold and crimson as it was white, the deeper colors streaking across the landscape like errant paintstrokes. On either side of the ditch, the highway was completely invisible, even the guardrails. Sean could just as easily have been stranded in a cornfield as a major highway, except half a mile down the road there was a buried highway overpass.


  He could could hear plows in the distance. It wouldn’t be long now.


  Rolling the window back up, he turned to the sleeping terrier, snoring in the cargo bay. He had curled up with Sean’s other hoodie, the one that smelled like him.


  Sean felt his heart flop over again.


  “Robbie,” he whispered softly, and then his phone alarm went off again. Beepbeepbeepbeep!


  


  Robbie jerked violently awake, eyes wide.


  Sean rolled his eyes, swatting at his phone screen. “I’m sorry!” he grunted. “I forgot to turn it off!”


  It was 7:40. The plows sounded like they were just around the bend. In the distance, there was the ear-splitting beep of construction equipment backing up.


  Robbie looked around, bleary-eyed. He located Sean in the driver’s seat, and smiled lopsidedly. “Hey,” he grunted, sleepily.


  Sean grinned at him. “Good morning, sunshine,” he said. “I hear the plows a’comin, so you might want to put some clothes on.”


  Robbie nodded, yawning. “Yyyyaaaaoookay,” he rumbled. He rubbed his eyes and looked around. “Hey, it’s morning,” he said, sleepily. “We made it.” He grinned dopily.


  Sean watched him, and felt his stupid heart flutter again. “That we did, big guy,” he said.


  Robbie chuckled. He threw the blanket off of himself. “I thought you were gonna call me Spike,” he said, lifting himself onto all fours. He crawled around the car, stark-naked, and in the glow of morning his white fur seemed to glow.


  Sean finally got a good look at the big jock dog completely naked in real light, and found himself unable to speak.


  Robbie crawled around until he found his underwear, and flopped onto his back to pull it up over his big feet. He looked up at Sean, curious.


  Sean realized he was staring with his jaw hanging open just in time to avert his eyes and turn crimson.


  Robbie laughed, low and amused. “I always knew you had a thing for me, Sean,” he chuckled, grinning.


  “Hey, listen,” Sean said, feeling the heat in his face. “About last night.”


  Robbie turned to stare at him.


  “It’s not true,” he blurted. “All that stuff I said about the rule and our balls touching and us being together now. It’s not a rule.” He looked up, blushing fiercely. “I was just fucking with you. You don’t have to date me.”


  Robbie stared at him, his jeans halfway up his thighs. “Dude, no shit,” he said, wide-eyed.


  Sean stared at him. “O-oh,” he said. He looked at everything but Robbie. “Oh! Okay. I, ah, I just wanted to make sure I wasn’t accidentally screwing with you.”


  Robbie finished buckling his belt and pulled his jersey over his head. He crawled his way up to Sean’s side. “I’m not…as stupid as I act,” he said, softly.


  Sean finally looked at him. He didn’t look mad, or mocking, or annoyed. He just looked like a big sweet bull terrier.


  “You don’t have to worry about accidentally tricking me,” he said, softly, smiling crookedly.


  Sean nodded, still blushing fiercely. “Good. Because you’re a really nice guy, Robbie, and the last thing I would ever want to do is upset you,” he blurted.


  Robbie nodded. He reached up and gently patted Sean on the shoulder. “Thanks,” he said, softly.


  Sean let out a long sigh. “I’m sorry, man,” he said. “I’m just tired.” He looked down, closing his eyes.


  Robbie nodded, and took a few slow breaths. “So,” he said, softly. “Do you not want to date me?”


  Sean lifted his head, wide-eyed.


  Outside, a police siren wailed. Woop-WOOOP! It was close: yards away. The snow in the windows began subtly flashing red and blue.


  They looked at each other.


  “Oh, shit, man, I think we’re rescued,” Robbie said, grinning. He turned to his window, behind Sean’s seat, and began to roll it down. Snow piled into the car. He started pushing it away. Ice-cold air poured into the car.


  Sean rolled down his window and looked toward the road. There was nothing in the southbound lanes, but in the northbound lanes, closer to campus, there was a police SUV and some massive piece of yellow construction equipment with a huge plow on the front of it. Sean didn’t realize it until he saw the vehicles, because the snow must have muffled the sound, but they were only a couple dozen yards away.


  Robbie grunted in surprise. “Is…is that Cupid?!” he said, loudly.


  Sean turned to stare at him. “Wh-wh-whut?” he asked. “Dude, I just said you don’t have to date me if you don’t want t–”


  “Not CUPID-Cupid,” Robbie said, incredulously. “C-U-P-D. Carrington University Police Department?!” He pointed at the second vehicle.


  He was right. The SUV was a mustard-yellow Ford Explorer bearing the Carrington University Police Department logo in its badge. It was a cop from their school.


  “What the hell? Why would the school send out an officer?” Robbie asked, frowning, and then Sean stopped listening, because both front doors of the CUPD vehicle opened and one of the figures who stepped out was shockingly familiar.


  ”Uncle Travis!” he gasped.


  Robbie turned to stare at him. “Uhhhhh?” he said, confused.


  “I’ll be right back!” Sean barked. He lifted himself up in his seat, scrambled out of his window, and dropped down into the snow. It came up to his armpits.


  “UNCLE TRAVIS!” he yelled again, charging through the snow.


  Travis MacGregor was dressed in plainclothes, jeans and huge boots and a thick navy blue jacket that made him look like a cop even though he wasn’t in uniform. He had a crew cut and he was in his late thirties, but other than that he looked like an older version of Sean.


  Standing on the highway, Travis lit up, his blue eyes going wide, when he saw the younger husky. “Sean!” he yelled, happily.


  “UNCLE TRAAAA-AAAAVIS,” Sean whooped, scrambling up the hillside out of the ditch. The plow, which was actually a bulldozer, had only cleared a lane and a half, snaking back unevenly down 49, pushing up big furrows of snow on either side. Sean had to scramble over the snowbank, which was at least four or five feet tall, and slide down onto the pavement.


  Uncle Travis was there to meet him. Sean leapt into his uncle’s arms.


  “Hey, buddy! Fancy meeting you here!” his uncle rumbled, lifting him up off of the pavement.


  “Oh my God what are you doing here!” he demanded, burying his muzzle in his uncle’s collar.


  “Keeping your fluffy butt out of trouble,” Travis grunted, squeezing him tight.


  “You must have driven all night!” Sean squealed. “I can’t believe you came! I’m so happy to see you!” He muzzle-bumped the older husky.


  Travis cleared his throat. “Don’t worry, I hitched rides with other troopers.” He grinned. “I’m just glad you’re safe.” He nodded, gritting his teeth.


  Sean nodded, and then leaned in and hugged him tightly again.


  There was a CUPD officer there in full uniform, too, a young ferret who didn’t look much older than Sean. She had dark eyes and long black hair up in a ponytail and a nametag that read REESE. Sean recognized her from campus, except uncharacteristically, she didn’t seem to be in a very good mood. She looked like she had somewhere unpleasant to be.


  With a loud grunt, Robbie dropped over the snowbank and landed shakily on the highway. “Whuffh!” he said.


  Both cops stared at him with open-mouthed astonishment.


  Oblivious, Robbie brushed snow off of his jeans and his jacket. “Ungh,” he grunted. He looked up. “Does anybody have something to eat? I am starving.”


  Travis opened his mouth. “Is that your missing ki–”


  The CUPD cop cut him off. “Are you Robert Brandt?!” she demanded.


  Robbie stared at her, wide-eyed. “Um…yes?” he asked, cautiously.


  Officer Reese looked him up at down. “Do you need medical attention?” she asked, slowly. “Are you injured?”


  Robbie cocked his head. “N-no, I’m fine. Thank you,” he added awkwardly.


  “Show me your fingers.”


  Wide-eyed, Robbie held up both of his hands and waggled his thick fingers.


  The ferret leaned forward. “No sign of frostbite. Did you abandon a disabled Jeep Wrangler about a quarter-mile up the road?”


  Alarmed, Robbie nodded slowly. “Yeah. It was pretty fucked.”


  “Was there anyone with you?”


  Robbie shook his head. “No, just me. Is…everything alright?” he asked, quietly.


  She smiled, and now she looked familiar. “Everything is fine. Everything is great!” She laughed. “How did you get here?” she asked, incredulously.


  The bull terrier cleared his throat. He looked a little freaked out. “Uh, Sean came and got me.” He gestured toward the husky.


  Oops. Sean didn’t look up, but he could feel Uncle Travis’ eyes boring into him.


  Officer Reese smiled and shook her head. “Well, you’re very lucky. Give me just a second, boys,” she said. She reached up and hit the button on her radio mike. “Dispatch, this is Unit 4.”


  The radio crackled loudly. “Unit 4, go ahead.”


  “Dispatch, please cancel search request to State Police. We have located the missing student.”


  Sean felt his jaw drop open. A search?


  “Unit 4, roger. Do you need Med-Evac or Coroner?” There wasn’t a third option.


  Sean and Robbie looked at each other, wide-eyed.


  The officer turned awkwardly away. “Neither, Dispatch!” she said. “Subject was in the care of our other missing student. They are both safe and sound. Repeat, safe and sound.”


  “Roger, Unit 4. We’ll pass along the good news. Out.” Before the radio cut out, there was the distinct sound of cheering in the background.


  Officer Reese turned back to Sean and Robbie. “We found your Jeep about an hour ago,” she explained, exchanging a glance with Travis. “It was shaping up pretty grimly.” She shrugged, breaking out into a grin. “Hey, listen, you two should get in out of the cold!” She stepped toward the rear of the cruiser and opened the back door.


  Sean cleared his throat. “Uh, my car’s still running,” he said, softly.


  Travis stepped forward, shaking his head. “We’ll take care of it.” He shooed the boys toward the backseat. “Get in there and warm up. There’s a bag of Clif bars and water bottles for you.”


  That was enough for Robbie to hear. He hauled himself up into the backseat, making the big truck rock on its shock absorbers.


  Sean frowned. “Uncle Travis, I can go turn the stupid car off by myself,” he said, carefully avoiding eye contact.


  “I know, you can,” Travis told him. “But you’ve clearly had a hell of a night, and I’m going to take it easy on you.” He grinned. “I’m not even going to chew you out for leaving this car after I told you a hundred times not to!” he growled, through his teeth.


  Sean stared at him, wide-eyed. Obediently, he turned toward the open door of the Explorer.


  Travis raised one eyebrow, cracking a smile. “Good boy.” He stared at him, and slowly cocked his head. “The engine was destroyed in the Jeep we found. You…saved that boy’s life, didn’t you,” he said, flatly.


  Sean swallowed. “I guess so,” he said.


  Travis frowned. “Did you walk all the way to that car?”


  Guiltily, Sean nodded.


  Travis took a deep breath and let it out as a sigh. “Well…we didn’t expect this to end well, so…you did a good thing, Sean,” he said. “All that matters is that you’re okay.” He leaned in and muzzle-bumped his nephew. Sean climbed up into the backseat and Uncle Travis carefully closed the door.


  Sean took a deep breath and let out a shaky sigh.


  The inside of the Explorer was roastingly warm and had that unique smell only squad cars seem to develop.


  “They thought I was dead,” Spike said, his mouth full of granola.


  Sean rumbled unhappily. “Yeah, I got that impression,” he whispered.


  “I woulda been,” Robbie said, pausing to guzzle half a water bottle. “If you hadn’t saved me.” He stared at him. “You should get like an award or something.”


  Sean nodded. After a moment, he glanced sideways at him. “Hey, I gotta ask you something. Why’d you…why’d you go along with it?” he asked, softly.


  Robbie stared at him, eyes wide. “With you saving my life?”


  Sean frowned. “With the dating thing. If you knew I was bullshitting you about having to go out with me, why’d you play along?” He knew it was a pointless question to ask. He didn’t even know why he was asking it. “That was kind of…mean.”


  Robbie paused in his foraging, and stopped.


  Sean let out a long sigh.


  “I, ah,” Robbie said.


  Sean watched him.


  “Maybe I kind of, um…liked the idea,” Robbie said, awkwardly.


  Sean looked back up at him, his eyes widening.


  Robbie played with a Clif bar in his hands, looking down at his own big paws, and now he started to blush, the edges of his muzzle tinting pink, all the way down his chest.


  Sean narrowed his eyes. “Dude, are you fucking with me?” he asked flatly.


  Robbie swallowed, looking around, turning ever-more crimson by the moment. “No! Look, Sean…this was…the weirdest night of my life. I’m exhausted, I almost froze to death, and I have never thought about another guy in my entire life.” He looked up, finally making eye contact with Sean, unsure and embarrassed. “But we been friends for a real long time, and last night, I really, like…felt something, man,” he said. He glanced at the husky, blushing madly.


  Sean stared at him for a moment, his eyebrows up. “So…if I asked you out right now, you would date me for real?”


  Robbie looked down at his Clif bar, smiling shyly. “Prooobably,” he said.


  Sean leaned forward, grinning. “Robbie, do you want go to out sometime?”


  The big dog stared at him, and then slowly smiled. He nodded. “Yeah, I do.”


  Grinning, Sean unclasped his safety belt and scooted across the backseat. He slid in next to Robbie and snuggled tightly up against him.


  Robbie straightened up in his seat and leaned back against him, sighing. He put his arm around Sean’s shoulders and squeezed him. Sean cuddled happily up to the bigger dog. Robbie leaned down and kissed the top of his muzzle.


  They stayed like that for a minute, just enjoying it.


  “So, what do gay people do on dates?” Robbie asked.


  Sean cocked his head, pretending to think about it. “Actually, last night was a pretty typical gay date,” he said, nodding thoughtfully.


  Robbie laughed loudly, right in his ear. “Great!” he said. “What time should I crash my car?”


  They were still giggling over that when the driver’s door opened.


  Officer Reese got in. She climbed behind the wheel and turned to face them. If she noticed that they were cuddled up together, it didn’t particularly surprise her. “Hi, boys. I know you’re probably eager to get out here, so I’ll make this quick. Sean, your car should be dug out by this afternoon and will be flat-bedded back to the University. Either your car insurance will pick up the tow or your parents will have to pay for it. Robert, once your car is recovered today or tomorrow, it will end up in a state wrecker facility. The impound will contact your insurance.”


  They nodded, and Travis climbed up into the passenger seat, carrying Sean’s keys and backpack and, for some reason, blushing bright crimson. Officer Reese kept talking.


  “The bulldozer went on ahead and has probably met up with the Chesterton plows by now. We’ll go on ahead until I can turn around and then I’ll take you back to the University. Expect a very quiet drive, because your uncle is dying of embarrassment over how painfully obvious it was that you two were up all night having intercourse.” She smiled. “Any questions?”


  Sean felt his jaw drop open. Travis looked horrified. Robbie laughed.


  The cop looked at them expectantly.


  Robbie cocked his head. “Actually, did you find my phone when you found my car?”


  Reese and Travis exchanged a glance. “Mr. Brandt, your car was filled with snow when we found it. Top to bottom. It took us twenty minutes of digging to establish that you weren’t inside it.”


  Robbie stared at her, and then shivered.


  “You got very lucky last night, Mr. Brandt.” She stared at him a moment, and then brightened. “Get it?” she said, waggling her eyebrows. “Got lucky?”


  Robbie processed that for a moment, and then laughed. “Huh-uh!” Smiling, Sean shook his head. Uncle Travis let out a long, pained sigh.


  “Alright!” Officer Reese said, cheerfully. “Buckle up, boys, and we’ll see if I can be the first one on your little road to actually keep the car on the road.” Smiling, she turned back in her seat and put the Explorer in gear.


  Collectively breathing a sigh of relief, they drove off into the cold morning air.


  PAS DE DEUX
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  Dieter Goddard sighed heavily. He looked down at the unconscious hyena bound to the hotel’s expensive mahogany coffee table, and strode into the bedroom.


  The hyena would be awake in a matter of minutes, if Dieter had guessed the dose correctly… and he generally did. Dieter had successfully completed a dozen or more forcible interrogations, but this would be the first time he was performing one on a colleague.


  In the bedroom, he looked at himself in the carved-wood full-length mirror. His suit was expertly pressed and perfectly tailored, the charcoal color playing perfectly off his inky black stripes and rich orange fur. His white silk shirt and navy blue tie were flawlessly presented, his $400 shoes at a perfect shine. Even despite his staggering height and massive chest, every part of his clothing was perfectly proportioned and imposing. He gave his reflection his best cold tiger stare and grunted, satisfied.


  From the other room came a soft moan.


  Dieter smoothed the front of his jacket and hurried into the sitting room.


  The hyena splayed across the coffee table had been no match for Dieter. He was lithe and muscular, and he had fought like the devil, but then the drug had kicked in and that had been that. He was strong for his height, but at 170 centimeters his ears barely reached to Dieter’s chin, and it had been easy for the big tiger to hold the thrashing hyena while he slipped helplessly into blackness.


  The hyena was a mixture of ruggedly handsome and delicate, bearing a thick neck and square jaw line but carrying himself with the grace of a dancer. He had jagged, glossy black hair, which perpetually fell over one of his eyes, and rounded ears that were quite large, even by hyena standards. He looked younger than Dieter, probably in his late twenties, and Dieter couldn’t help but notice his musky scent and soft fur. He had been playful and aggressive when Dieter had met him the first time, and he had been quickly attracted. Now he was tied to a coffee table in Dieter’s hotel room, clad head to tail in black motorcycle leathers. Helpless.


  Sitting delicately on the edge of the table, ignoring it as it creaked under his weight, Dieter put a big tiger paw on the hyena’s thigh. The smaller animal stirred quietly, letting out a soft breath.


  He leaned over the bound hyena. “Michel,” he said. “Wake up, good sir.” He reached up and scratched under the hyena’s chin.


  Michel stirred again, taking a deeper breath, and half-opened his eyes. He blinked a few times, moaning softly.


  Dieter had seen this before. Some folks didn’t react well to his particular combination of prescription drugs, and took a few minutes to ease from the fog of unconsciousness. He sighed  he’d been hoping for an exciting ‘reveal’ moment. The movies always had a big moment, with a gasp and a startling chord. Oh well.


  On the other hand, that gave him a few more minutes with the dazed hyena. He traced one claw around the hyena’s square muzzle.


  Michel felt it, blinking blearily, and sighed softly. He wouldn’t be aware of much, at the moment  just of a thick tiger paw on his muzzle. Dieter liked the thought of that.


  Smiling bemusedly, he extended his claws and ran them gently down Michel’s neck, reaching up with his other paw to push the hyena’s muzzle backward. Michel closed his eyes and let out a soft, ragged breath, rumbling quietly.


  “There is a good boy,” Dieter said softly, in his thick accent. “You like this, ja?” His paws were big enough for his claws to trail under the neckline of the smaller animal’s soft green t-shirt. Under it, his fur was rough and thick.


  Michel writhed, now, whining quietly, and his tongue darted out to lick Dieter’s palm. He moaned softly, trying to pull his arms inward. There were ropes connecting his leather wrist manacles to the coffee table, and when they finally offered strong resistance, the hyena stiffened.


  He inhaled sharply, retracting his tongue, and shook Dieter’s paw off his muzzle. He opened his eyes, blinked rapidly, saw the tiger, and gasped in shock.


  “You!” he cried, and then he began thrashing like a man possessed.


  Dieter recoiled momentarily. The hyena struggled violently, lifting two legs of the coffee table off the floor, banging it against the carpet. It was expensive and well-constructed, but Dieter knew it wouldn’t last long under this treatment. He frowned.


  “STOP THAT,” he boomed. “I just wish to talk to you.” The hyena did not heed him. In fact, he bore his teeth and snarled.


  Dieter reached up and grasped the hyena’s crotch, his huge paw enveloping the hyena from navel to balls. He squeezed, hard.


  The hyena stopped struggling and snarled at him. He bore a surprising amount of abuse, but Dieter kept squeezing, and finally the hyena’s eyes narrowed painfully and he shuddered. Dieter clenched his paws a little harder, and the restrained animal hissed again, but this time it was in pain.


  He threw his head back. “Enough! Enough!” he cried.


  Dieter scowled down at him. “Will you calm down please? If I wanted to hurt you, I would have done so already.”


  The hyena lifted himself up onto his elbows. The manacles must have pulled painfully at his wrists, but he didn’t seem to notice. He only glared angrily at Dieter. “Let me go,” he snapped, with an indignant tone that only the French could truly master.


  Dieter narrowed his eyes, and then sighed in exasperation. “This behavior is not acceptable. If I were in your position, I would respond a great deal more… what is the term… gracefully.”


  “Release me!” the hyena insisted, showing teeth again.


  Narrowing his eyes, Dieter clamped his paw on the hyena’s crotch, and began squeezing again. Hard. “Releasing you will not get me what I want,” he said dangerously.


  The hyena glared bravely back at him, but his eyes began to narrow in pain.


  “Besides,” Dieter rumbled, flipping his hand so that his fingers were resting gently on the hyena’s crotch. “This is not what I would have expected from you, the way you spoke inside that coffee shop.” He glanced up over the top of his muzzle at the hyena.


  The bound beast was writhing uncomfortably at the touch, but stiffened altogether at the mention of the coffee shop. “The… the Starbucks?” He frowned, and then his eyes widened. “In Los Angeles,” he said, horror in his voice. He looked back up at the tiger, something very much like fear in his eyes, and Dieter smiled. “You were there. I remember. Wh-what is the meaning of this?” The hyena swallowed.


  Dieter sighed. “Perhaps I should go back a bit.”



  FOUR MONTHS EARLIER


  It had started, as always, with an email.


  He’d been in Edinburgh, relaxing in a cyber café, fresh off another job in an outlying suburb. The email had come through as a Priority One, signifying a political figure, one of the well-guarded elite, or a very lucrative contract. Possibly all three. Dieter was the only employee in his firm entrusted with Priority One contracts, and he somewhat enjoyed the distinction.


  Sir,


  Your assistance is required once more. 100414, 34.0297 / -118.2084. The client has a very specific set of protocol, to which you must strictly adhere. Thank you for your assistance. I wish you luck.


  Chairman


  The first number had been a date  April 14th, only a month away, which would cut the reconnaissance end of things a bit shorter than Dieter liked. The second two numbers were latitude and longitude for the pickup of his information packet. He’d opened another window on his laptop and diligently entered the numbers, tapping the keys carefully with his thick, blunt claws. The computer pondered the figures for a moment, and then flashed a city name: Los Angeles, California.


  Dieter’s jaw had dropped. He was not fond of America in general, but he hated Los Angeles, ever since spending two sweltering, smog-choked months there in the late 90’s. He’d closed his mouth and frowned severely at the computer.


  He had sulked quietly the entire time it had taken to get to Los Angeles. But now here he stood, on a vine-choked, windswept hillside, far from the traffic and the noise of the city.


  It really it wasn’t as bad as he remembered. Standing next to his stolen rental car high in the mountains, with the afternoon sun warming him and a light wind gently rustling his fur, Dieter was starting to feel better about this expedition. The Hollywood hills were no Westerwald, but it was entirely possible he wouldn’t have a completely wretched time.


  At any rate, it was a beautiful day for a killing.


  He gazed down at the compound before him.


  The Reardon Pharmaceutical Group compound looked nearly identical to every other large building complex in America. In the center of the grounds was a gigantic, gray, featureless building, made from prefabricated concrete and going on for what seemed like kilometers. Attached to it was a generic office block, four stories tall, its entire face made up of windows revealing nothing but vertical white blinds and the occasional cheerless houseplant. Surrounding the entire facility was a parking lot the size of a small lake, and around that was a twelve-foot-tall chain-link fence, topped with busy coils of barbed wire.


  Dieter had noticed there was a distinct lack of creativity in this country. With nothing more than a change in signage, the facility could easy be a distribution center, a small airport, or a shopping mall. Well… a shopping mall with very good security.


  And yet, the very existence of the road where Dieter stood was a chink in that armor. Set far up a grassy, wooded hillside, this tiny, forgotten, dilapidated access road overlooked the entire facility, hidden conveniently by thick trees and stringy brush.


  There were no guards on this road, and there had been only one sad little padlock holding the gate shut. Apparently, the owners of the Reardon Pharmaceutical Group were not terribly worried about sniper fire. Dieter imagined they were more focused on keeping cyanide out of their product lines (he’d heard that happened a lot in America), but to ignore traditional acts of mayhem was simply inexcusable.


  He slid up his sleeve and checked his Rolex. It was precisely 12:29. His target wasn’t due for another half hour, and the man was always five minutes late. All was going smoothly.


  Stretching his muscular back one final time, Dieter crouched down and climbed back into the tiny car, which listed to the left and sagged under his weight, creaking unhappily. It was some wretched thing called a “Cobalt,” which Dieter had swiped on a whim from a polite young couple he’d overheard at a diner. They had been lamenting the end of their vacation, so Dieter had extended it.


  And even though he’d left their luggage stacked neatly in the parking lot (Dieter was not above common courtesy), his good deed had earned him only torment. The car felt like it was imported directly from Soviet Russia. He fondly reminisced about his other jobs, which left him crouching in the bushes or freezing on the roof of an apartment building. That would have been much nicer.


  A soft chime came from his suit pocket. Dieter fished out a small electronic device shaped something like an MP3 player, and tapped the large button in the center. The screen lit up, displaying a map of the foothills of Los Angeles, and two red dots. One wasn’t moving  that was Dieter. The other was coming slowly closer  that was the tracking device hiding in the target’s Blackberry. The two dots were roughly fifteen kilometers apart, which translated, in L.A. traffic, to about thirty minutes. Dieter glanced down at the dash clock  12:36  and nodded. Right on schedule.


  Reaching over to the passenger side, Dieter wedged one thick finger under the thin latch on the glove compartment. The storage area opened with a THWUNK, and Dieter retrieved the two items still inside: a pair of binoculars that cost more than the average plasma-screen television, and a small steel cylinder with several switches and a bright red button on one end.


  Placing the cylinder in his lap, running one claw over the familiar contours of the safety release and the other buttons, Dieter watched the front gate, and waited.


  Half an hour later, a shiny black Hummer H2 turned off of Blackmore Road and rolled up to the gate. Dieter’s eyes narrowed behind the binoculars. He took a deep, even breath.


  After a brief flurry of activity at the guard station  with his high-powered binoculars, Dieter could see the sunlight glint off the driver’s ID badge  the Hummer lumbered into the parking lot. It rumbled past row upon row of unmarked, anonymous parking spaces, and headed straight for the reserved executive spots nearer the building.


  In his free hand, Dieter fingered the steel cylinder. He flipped a small blue switch, supplying power to the transmitter.


  Inside the Hummer was a 53-year-old snow leopard named Mr. Jonathan Grier, who had made a terrifically bad enemy of someone with an awful lot of money. Dieter didn’t know the specifics, and he didn’t particularly care.


  By contrast, Dieter knew something about which Mr. Grier would have cared a great deal: that the gas tank of his Hummer, which currently held some 29 gallons of premium petrol, had a catastrophically large hole in it. Mr. Grier would also have cared to know that, wedged in that hole like a cork in a bottle, was a fantastically high-tech, magnesium-based device known in pertinent circles as an “igniter.” This device, when triggered with the appropriate radio frequency, would burst into flames, setting anything within reasonable proximity aflame as it turned itself into carbon dust.


  Dieter watched silently as John Grier slowly and clumsily piloted the Hummer into his reserved space, leaving it obnoxiously close to the silver Lexus in the adjacent slot. Dieter reasoned that the driver of the other car would have been annoyed if he’d seen the careless maneuver. None of that mattered today, however… in half an hour, both cars would be nothing more than charred metal and paperwork for their respective insurance companies. That would also be the case for several adjacent vehicles, actually, depending on the response time of the local fire department.


  From observation, Dieter knew that Mr. Grier liked to do executive-type things in traffic, and as a result always took nearly five full minutes to gather his things after parking his car. The tiger observed silently, watching the leopard’s head bob up and down as he gathered documents and mobile electronics. He waited.


  Car fires from ruptured gas tanks were relatively rare in America, but certainly not unheard of. Over 8,500 “spontaneous” vehicle fires  that is, not resulting from arson or a traffic collision  occurred in the continental United States in 2008 alone. Dieter knew. He had checked.


  These fires were almost always traced back to ruptured fuel tanks, which in turn were generally attributed to roadway debris. Ignition sources varied from a hot exhaust pipe to a carelessly-dropped cigarette, sometimes hours after the actual puncture, but sources of heat or fire abound in virtually every environment, and the unstable nature of gasoline is widely known.


  Deaths from such a rupture were relatively rare. A person would have to be stepping out of his or her vehicle at the moment of ignition. And yet  as unlikely as that circumstance was, it was highly plausible, and perfectly explainable. Even thoroughly examining the vehicle, the authorities would have little reason to suspect foul play… just a supreme case of terrible timing, and fantastically bad luck.


  Dieter watched as John Grier opened his door. Sitting calmly, he tightened his grip on the silver transmitter. He waited for one of Grier’s expensive shoes to touch the pavement  the last step the leopard would ever take.


  A moment before it happened, Dieter knew that something was terribly wrong.


  He took his thumb off the button.


  Still standing on the running board of his truck, Grier suddenly snapped his head upwards. He stared in disbelief for a moment, and then his lips curled back in a terrified sort of snarl. At the same moment, his briefcase slid out of his fingers. It struck the ground and snapped open, ejecting a wide swath of papers. The documents were likely million-dollar deals, but John Grier didn’t appear to notice. Instead, he whirled around and lunged toward the rear of the car.


  Dieter frowned.


  He looked up, over the binocs. A few meters in front of him, from the direction of the building’s entrance, a dark figure was sprinting toward Grier, holding something large and narrow over its head. Dieter lifted the binoculars and swept them far enough to see the fast-approaching figure.


  The man was wearing all black  motorcycle leathers, to be exact, including a tinted helmet. The object in his hands was clearly visible, but it took Dieter a moment to recognize it, simply because his brain refused to process the idea of such an object in its current application.


  Even in his line of work, Dieter had simply never seen a person chase someone with a fire ax.


  “What the fuck?” he breathed.


  He swung the binoculars back to Grier. The leopard was running for his life toward the gate station, pumping his chubby arms, necktie snapping back over his shoulder, tail flailing behind him. But he was old, and overweight, and slow, and it became clear very quickly that he wasn’t going to make it.


  The figure in the leathers was rapidly gaining, and by the time Grier made it two rows back, his assailant was upon him. The attacker gave a mighty swing.


  After the first few thwacks, Dieter had to look away. “Mein Gott,” he said, “that’s messy.” He heard a high-pitched sound like a tea kettle in the distance, and it took him a moment to realize it was Grier screaming.


  A little voice told Dieter that now was a good time to leave.


  Frowning, he took one last look through the binoculars. The unknown psychopath was standing over what was left of the executive, between two long rows of cars. He was athletic, and short, and breathing very hard, and spattered with bits and pieces of John Grier, and that was all Dieter Goddard could determine. He growled softly, annoyed.


  Suddenly, the helmet turned to face his direction. For one alarmed second Dieter was certain the killer was looking right at him. His breath caught in his throat.


  Then, the mystery figure dropped his axe and bolted. Dieter lowered the binocs and now saw that there were guards running toward Grier’s corpse. They had their guns out, and Dieter heard the unmistakable pop! Pop pop! of gunfire in the distance. Glass shattered. A car alarm began shrieking.


  Unhappily, he put the stolen car in gear. He looked back at Grier’s hulking SUV, its driver’s door hanging open, budget documents swirling gently around it like a fine mist.


  He groaned unhappily. In mere minutes, the truck would officially be part of a crime scene. Dieter had been careful to cover his tracks  as he always was  but if the authorities found his little device, it would cause all sorts of problems for him. And while extremely suspicious, a highly coincidental car explosion was probably still preferable to a definitive determination of foul play.


  He snorted. My way was much tidier, he thought, as he depressed the red button.


  In the parking lot, there was a faint Whooooosh!ing sound. Before the rush of wind had finished echoing across the hillside, the air filled with the swelling screams of panicking car alarms.


  Frowning, he set the detonator in one of the car’s cup holders, put the little car in gear, and began to roll slowly down the access road.


  This was going to be a problem.



  THREE DAYS LATER


  “That’ll be right up, sir,” said the smiling mink girl in the hunter-green apron.


  Dieter grunted his acknowledgement, and took a quick step to his right.


  Probably used to dealing with smiling, happy Californians, the girl stared blankly at him. Her smile fading, she turned awkwardly to make his cappuccino.


  Dieter sighed.


  Everything had been taken care of before his departure. The transmitter was rusting safely away at the bottom of a flooded rock quarry. The Chevrolet had been left conspicuously unlocked in East Compton, conveniently available for whatever unlucky thug wanted to go down for its original theft. And of course Jonathan Grier was very, very dead. But Dieter was still an extremely unhappy tiger.


  By missing the kill, he had lost out on his fee, which in this case had been enough to purchase a nicely-appointed single-family home. Far more troubling, however, was the double-booking of another assassin.


  There were only three options for such a scenario: one, he had been set up  possibly to die, possibly to kill the other assassin. This was unsettling, to say the least. Two: sheer coincidence  unrelated persons had put hits out on the same victim for the same day. Unlikely, to say the least. Or three, either the client or his firm didn’t have confidence in him, personally. Equally troubling.


  Inhaling deeply, he let out an annoyed breath. He would feel better after his coffee. Starbucks always tasted better in America. Dieter had long suspected the Americans of saving the best coffee for themselves. His eyes roved over the menu.


  Behind him, another customer stepped up to the counter. Not turning his head, Dieter stepped toward the coffee pickup area as the girl made his drink.


  There were mirrored tiles scattered through the mural underneath the menu, and Dieter could see the fellow behind him. He was a hyena, younger than Dieter, dressed in jeans and a tight green t-shirt, artfully decorated with white line-drawings of a large skull. As Dieter watched him, he looked the tiger up and down obscenely, his eyes roving over the tiger’s back predatorily.


  Dieter turned and glared at him. He cleared his throat menacingly.


  The hyena looked up, surprised. His eyes flickered to the menu, where he saw Dieter’s shaggy reflected face. To Dieter’s mild surprise, he didn’t flush, but instead grinned widely.


  “I see I have been found out,” he said, a prominent French accent rolling his words, like paper curling in extreme heat. “You must forgive me, Monsieur Tiger… I am from Gennevilliers, and we do not have men such as yourself.” He let his hazel eyes play mischievously over the tiger’s thick chest. “I visit your country often, but each time I am astonished at the quality of American men.” He grinned wolfishly.


  Dieter raised an eyebrow. “Na dann lass dich nicht davon abhalten, einen zu finden,” he said dryly.


  The hyena’s eyebrows arched upwards. He stared in shock for a moment, and then grinned luminously. “Another surprise! I have found a German in Los Angeles! What are the chances of this?”


  Turning away again, Dieter rolled his eyes. “Fairly good, apparently.” He pretended to study the menu, though he had already ordered his drink.


  “Well, then, I must amend my statement. I will book a flight to Germany at once.”


  Dieter fought the urge to scoff loudly. “Surely your line does not work on actual Americans…?” he muttered. He turned to face the hyena, frowning severely.


  The hyena considered, and then smiled broadly. “You would be surprised,” he said, and his words were like liquid.


  Dieter stared at the hyena for a moment. He was not an unpleasant sight to gaze upon. But he was working, so he scoffed and turned away. He rounded the drink pickup counter, putting a few feet between himself and the hyena.


  “Oh, come now,” the hyena said, following him. “You must not be offended at such a thing!” He slid around to Dieter’s side, smiling incorrigibly.


  Dieter sighed. “Really? Why mustn’t I be?”


  The hyena paused for a moment, “Because I am charming and handsome. Do you not agree?”


  Dieter cocked his head. The hyena’s relentlessness was growing on him. The boy was willing to work for his prize  a trait not extremely prevalent among the French. He had no trace of the sense of entitlement. On the contrary, Dieter’s apparent lack of interest appeared to be encouraging him.


  He wondered how far the hyena would go. “Handsome and charming? You are… what do the Americans say… ‘half right.’”


  The hyena blinked, and then raised one eyebrow. “Ahh,” he said dryly. “This is the famous German sense of humor.”


  Dieter just smiled toothily.


  “Not to break up this exciting rapport,” the barista said, “But can I get you something?”


  The hyena blinked, and then laughed. He moved back to the order counter, flowing like water. Dieter watched him as he ordered, and as he expected, the crocutan flirted shamelessly with the barista. Now that the onslaught of charisma was directed at someone other than himself, Dieter noted that the hyena was more than handsome  he was beautiful. He was lithe and muscular, filling out his tight shirt like a miniature athlete. The hyena leaned over the counter, chatting up the coffee girl, eyes half-closed with a confident, seductive smile.


  The barista turned to make the hyena’s drink.


  The hyena turned to face him again. He regarded Dieter with surprise, and the big tiger realized he’d been staring. Clearing his throat, he found cause to study the menu again.


  The hyena sidled up to him, stood too close. “Bon jour, Mr. German. I am Michel.” He held out a paw gracefully.


  Dieter took it. “Dieter,” he grunted. He looked the hyena over again. “I am looking you over, trying to decide  do you live here?”


  Michel smiled, and Dieter knew the hyena had seen through his staring. “Non. Just passing through. You?”


  Dieter nodded. “Business. Next I go to Ottawa,” he lied. “I am dreading the cold.”


  Michel cocked his head, his eyes still half-closed. Bedroom eyes, that was called in the movies. He pictured the hyena astride him, with the same lazy, confident, pleasureful expression. It was a very pleasant thought.


  Oh, fuck it. He let himself stare.


  Michel looked back and him, and smiled confidently. “So, Monsieur German Tiger,” he said. “Would you like some company before your next flight? Perhaps… to warm you before you go?”


  Dieter arched his eyebrows in surprise. “So forward!” He let his eyes linger on the hyena’s lithe chest. “I would agree,” he said, “But I fear I would break you.”


  Michel frowned. He brushed the hair out of his eyes. It fell right back in. “What! What do you mean by this?!”


  Dieter shrugged. “You are… small. French people are not very sturdy.” He poked him in the chest with one thick finger. To his surprise, he felt a fair amount of resistance under the smaller crocutan’s leather jacket. He risked another poke, between the hyena’s pecs, and found the depression quite deep. He was significantly more muscular than Dieter had originally guessed.


  Sensing the tiger’s approval, Michel puffed his chest out. Dieter looked him over. He was sturdy and certainly willing… he would follow orders. Dieter pictured him on his knees, eyes closed contentedly, facial fur slick with saliva as he affectionately nuzzled Dieter’s throbbing–


  The tiger shook his head, somewhat violently. “No, no no, I cannot. I must get to the airport. International security is a lengthy process.”


  Michel blinked at him, and then sighed, disappointed. “This is a shame. A great shame, that our encounter will only include this coffee shop. Even just for the sake of irony.”


  Dieter frowned. “Irony?”


  Michel’s hazel eyes twinkled. “The irony of traveling all the way to America just to fuck another European.”


  Dieter laughed softly. Feeling mischievous, he motioned the hyena to lean in, so he could whisper something in his ear.


  Reflexively, wearing a conspiratorial expression, the hyena leaned in close. When their bodies were nearly touching, Dieter reached down with his free paw and clamped it over the hyena’s crotch. He squeezed, hard.


  The hyena gasped sharply, tensed, and then quickly relaxed against his large hand. His eyes slowly dropped, and his mouth parted ever-so-slightly. “Wh-what is this you are doing?” he whispered.


  Dieter released his grasp of the hyena’s maleness, and leaned back, smiling. The crocutan stared back at him, mildly dazed, and then returned the smile.


  “Perhaps we will meet again,” Dieter said.


  The hyena smiled dreamily at him. “Perhaps,” he said. He licked his teeth. “I certainly hope so.”


  Trying very hard to pretend she had seen nothing, the barista cleared her throat. “Your orders are up,” she said, and then became very interested in wiping down one of the machines.


  Chuckling, Dieter took his drink. “Thank you, young lady.” As he turned, he purposely brushed the hyena’s thighs with the tip of his tail.


  The hyena watched him go, eyes locked onto him, and Dieter had the distinct impression he’d just won the heart  or at least the lust  of a fairly seasoned, not-easily-impressed hyena.


  On the way out, Dieter couldn’t keep the smile off his face.



  PRESENT


  “And then,” Dieter continued, momentarily leaving the hyena and the coffee table, “I received this.” He produced a plain manila envelope. “Or should I say, I received an email, which directed me to this.” He stared impassively down at the hyena. “I assume you recognize this.”


  Michel stared back at him. “I do not.”


  Dieter slid out a handful of papers, and began flipping through them. “Well, surely you recognized the basic concept. I’m sure your firm  whoever they are  does things along the same lines.”


  Michel frowned. “Why are you showing me this? I do not understand what this has to do with me.” A lock of black hair fell into his eyes. He tried to flip it back up, annoyed. It kept falling down into his face. “Is this revenge? Are you taking me out as a rival?”


  Dieter reached down and gently smoothed the crocutan’s hair back. Michel shied away from his large paw, but reluctantly muttered his thanks.


  Returning to his papers, the large tiger finally came to the document he was looking for. He held it up, inches from Michel’s nose. The picture was of Michel climbing aboard a motorcycle, outside a cyber café in Milan. “Even the first time I saw this, I thought: what a shame to kill such a handsome man.” He turned it toward himself, frowning somberly. He shook his head.


  Michel stared back at him. The hyena looked tense and drawn. He was being brave, but Dieter knew quiet terror when he saw it.


  He looked back at the picture. “I didn’t recognize you, at first, but once I saw you again in person, I recognized your walk and your smile.” He gazed down at the hyena, cocking his shaggy head. “It was the moment you spoke to the desk clerk at the Savoy, the moment you smiled at her  that was the moment I knew. You have a very distinctive smile, Michel. You are seducing, always.”


  Michel said nothing. He swallowed, hard. Dieter saw him glance at his wrist manacles, and he knew the hyena was frantically trying to think of a way to escape.


  He sighed, setting the photograph down on Michel’s lithe stomach. “Relax, hyena. I am not going to kill you.”


  Michel scoffed, too loudly. He bared his teeth again, squirming in place. “Oh, you are not?! Well, that is a relief! You just tied me up so we could chat!”


  Dieter frowned. “I have a vested interest in addressing this situation. Surely you can see that.”


  Michel laughed again, high-pitched and angry. It was a hyena sound, if ever Dieter had heard one. “Ha! Then let us switch places! I will see how you like this table!” He began struggling in earnest again, thrashing against his ropes.


  Dieter climbed onto the coffee table, on all fours, and crawled along it, straddling the struggling hyena and towering over him. He dropped onto his elbows and effortlessly clamped the hyena’s shaggy muzzle shut, glaring down at him and growling from inches away. Michel stared up at him, wide-eyed and frantic, thrashing furiously underneath him. Dieter lowered his weight onto the hyena, crushing him, and now he could smell him, panicked and terrified.


  “Stop it,” he hissed, and Michel finally fell silent.


  Dieter lithely lifted himself off the hyena, and sat next to him on the coffee table, facing away, his tail laid out over the hyena’s waist. “Don’t you understand?” he said, wearily. “Your firm set you up. I need to know why.”


  His ears tilted back submissively, Michel frowned, shaking his head. “I do not understand why you say my firm. Wouldn’t yours be the likely source? I am a highly-sought-after assassin.”


  Dieter turned and frowned. “It’s the photograph,” he said, gruffly. “There is a clue. I did not realize it until this morning.” He held it in front of Michel’s nose again. “You are outside a cyber café, yes? Let me guess  you were picking up a correspondence from your employer.”


  Michel blinked at the picture. He looked up at Dieter and nodded. “You… you are right,” he said, softly.


  “And was it a crucial correspondence? Another assignment?”


  Michel frowned, screwing his face into an angry scowl. “No, it was a waste of my time. Some idiot note about a payment policy. There was no point in…” He trailed off, his eyes widening. “But there was a point…”


  Dieter nodded. “Yes. The point was to get you into a specific place at a specific time, so this picture could be taken.” He frowned. “And I grow more troubled. I do not know who you work for. But I assume my employer does. So when my firm was contracted to take you out, why was I not told of the danger?”


  Michel raised a skeptical eyebrow. “Do you not take dangerous assignments all the time, Monsieur Tiger?” he said.


  Dieter shook his head gravely. “Not like this one. It was sheer luck that I noticed you before you noticed me. The bomb diversion, the syringe with the sedative… none of that was planned.” He cocked his head. “It was all luck. If the wind had been blowing a different direction this conversation could easily be taking place with me tied to the table.”



  • • •


  Michel thought about that for a moment, his eyes trailing down Dieter’s thick chest, and he seemed to consider that very idea.


  Dieter growled softly.


  Michel blinked, and swallowed, hard. He shook his head. “So what is your vested interest, Mr. Tiger?”


  Dieter scoffed softly. “Isn’t it obvious? My life. Our employers have set up a contract on one assassin and practiced grave disregard for another. Don’t you think it is in our interest to work together?”


  Michel thought for a moment, and then nodded. “Yes, I do… but I also think you should let me off this miserable TABLE,” he snarled.


  Dieter grinned. “Oh, but I like you much better this way.” He put a big paw on Michel’s stomach, and felt up along his thick ridges of abdominal muscles, spreading his fingers wide and rubbing over both the hyena’s pecs. “At least until we grow a little better acquainted.”


  Michel squirmed uncomfortably, trying to curl into a ball, his abdomen and chest flexing marvelously. He writhed under Dieter’s thick tiger paw for another few moments, and then Dieter found both his nipples  one with his thumb, the other with his pinky, his large tiger paw spanning the hyena’s entire chest. Dieter played over both of them, rubbing hard through Michel’s shirt and fur, and they grew stiff under his fingers. Michel relaxed on the table, and then arched his back, gritting his teeth and snarling.


  “Why don’t you tell me about John Grier, Michel,” Dieter whispered, flicking his thumbclaw over Michel’s right nipple.


  The hyena let out a soft breath, and looked up at Dieter with narrowed, suspicious eyes. “All right,” he grunted.



  • • •


  John Grier had been a bad, bad boy. Staring at his laptop, Dieter let out a low whistle.


  The data storage Michel had directed him to  an off-site FTP, made to store large PDF files on a dedicated Swiss server  was full of all sorts of interesting documents. Huge bank transfers. Massive shipping charters. Guns. Ammunition. Receipts from all over the planet. South American passports and plane tickets. Bills of lading.


  That last one troubled him the most. It was a cargo freight bill, from Schenzen to Mumbai, ordering a series of colossal shipping containers. There were special instructions on them, scrawled in what appeared to be Chinese. Translations were written in the margins, in sharp, spiky handwriting that could only be Michel’s. “UPPER DECK,” it read. “LIVE CARGO.”


  “Is this what I think it is?” he asked, peering at the still-bound hyena over the top of his computer. “These shipping documents?”


  Michel grunted, and laughed humorlessly, staring up at the ceiling. “Oui,” he sighed. “Human… trafficking… instructions,” he said, tonelessly.


  Dieter rolled his eyes, shaking his head. “Mein Gott,” he said, letting out a soft breath. “I almost think the fire ax was too kind for him.”


  Still staring upward, Michel slowly smiled.


  Dieter severed the connection and set the computer next to him. “But I do not understand,” he said. “These documents were not provided to you. You did this research yourself?”


  Michel nodded. “Mm-hmm.”


  “When?”


  The hyena turned to look at him. He flexed his bound fingers, above his head. “It only took me a month or so. I received my assignment in January, and learned of the target’s misgivings in the meantime.”


  Dieter’s eyes widened. “In January? That is impossible. I received this target in April.”


  Michel blinked at him. “Well… perhaps that is why we were double-booked.” He smiled faintly. “I did not complete the job fast enough.”


  Dieter frowned at him. “Or perhaps you did some snooping you shouldn’t have.” He shook his head. “What would even possess you to do this level of research on a target?”


  Michel sighed, looking back up at the ceiling. “I do not know. I think… just one time, I wanted to know why.” He looked over at Dieter. “Why I was taking a life. Often I can make guesses about a mark, but this time I had no idea. He had children, a large family. He gave to charities. It did not seem to make sense.” He shrugged, as best he could with his arms tied spread-eagle. “I just wanted to know what was so bad about this man that he had to die.”


  Dieter cocked his head. “I believe you learned more than you bargained for.”


  Hazel eyes directed upward, Michel smiled joylessly. “Mmm-hmm.”


  Dieter chuckled softly, leaning over the hyena. “I would say, you will not make this mistake next time, ja?”


  Michel rolled his eyes. “There will not be a next time. Now that I have been on the wrong end of this equation, I was thinking I might retire.” He looked quizzically up at Dieter. This close, his eyes were gorgeous  light and intelligent, and Dieter noticed they were hazel with little flecks of grey. “That is, if you don’t kill me first.”


  Dieter raised an eyebrow. “Do you really believe I am going to kill you?”


  Michel smiled boyishly. “Non,” he said.


  Dieter cocked his head, feigning indignance. “Do not be so sure! It is my job, after all.” He edged his way back around to Michel’s side.


  The hyena’s eyes followed him playfully. “Yes? I imagine you are not very happy with your employer at this time. I am correct, yes?”


  Dieter scoffed. “He sent me after a trained assassin with no warning. Nein, he will not be getting a card on Boss’ Day.”


  Michel squirmed in discomfort on the coffee table, gritting his teeth. “Well, I am glad we have settled this! Just untie me, then, and we’ll go our separate ways.”


  Dieter stared at him for a moment, through half-closed eyes, and smiled. He shook his head, slowly.


  Michel sighed. “I thought I would try it.”


  Dieter furrowed his brow impressively. “Why should I trust you, Michel? What is my proof that you will not attack me as soon as I loosen your bonds?”


  Michel grimaced, and thought for a moment. “Professional courtesy?” he suggested, through his teeth.


  Dieter grinned broadly. “A nice thought, but I have a better idea.” He leaned his colossal frame forward and reached for Michel’s stomach.


  The hyena tensed, scowling down at Dieter’s massive paws. “What are you doing?” he snapped.


  “This is my insurance policy,” Dieter said, bunching his fingers around the hem of Michel’s green shirt with one paw. He tugged it upwards several inches, leaning over expectantly, and saw that the hyena had a toned, cobblestone-muscular stomach, covered in thick, dark hair. He licked his teeth.


  Michel squirmed uncomfortably, leaning up to see what Dieter was doing, making his abs tense gorgeously in the process. “Stop that!” he snapped. “This is most unprofessional!”


  Dieter chuckled, his laugh booming softly, like a low-range speaker in another room. “You are right! And I am just getting started,” he said, and dragged the claws of his other paw across Michel’s stomach, from flank to flank. He did it lightly, with insufficient force to break skin, but hard enough to comb through the hyena’s thick pelt. He left four thick furrows of bunched-up fur.


  Michel hissed, arching his back and pulling his arms inward, making the coffee table creak again. He squirmed under Dieter’s paw.


  Dieter did it again, letting his thick pinky claw trail along Michel’s beltline, under the very upper edge of his leathers, starting and ending trailing over the hyena’s hipbone. He raised his paw and probed at Michel’s navel.


  Michel closed his eyes and shivered. “Stop it!” he grunted, arching his back well off the table, grinding his stomach against Dieter’s paw. “What are you doing?!”


  “Testing a theory,” the tiger rumbled softly, letting go of Michel’s shirt and sliding his other paw under the small of Michel’s back. He found the hyena’s back slightly damp with sweat, and tickled him just above his tail base, digging his claws gently upward. Michel shivered, lifting his back further and letting out a soft, high-pitched gasp.


  “I do not… do not understand,” the hyena breathed. He stared down at Dieter with half-closed eyes, his mouth slightly open.


  Dieter ran both sets of claws around the hyena’s midsection, making him gasp and shiver. “I had guessed this would be your downfall when I remembered our encounter in the coffee shop.” He retracted both his paws and pushed the hyena’s shirt up, tugging hard until it was raised almost to his chin. Michel was perfect, covered in thick black fur and toned almost to an extreme. “You would’ve let me have you right in that Starbucks, if I’d wanted.” He settled his paws on the hyena’s thick pectorals, probing with retracted claws until he found his nipples.


  Michel writhed under his touch, frowning down at him. “What?” he breathed, aroused and confused. “What are you saying? None of this makes any sense,” he grunted. Dieter squeezed both his nipples, gently with blunt fingers, and Michel let out a sharp gasp.


  “Yes it does,” Dieter growled, slipping his thick paws under what little of the hyena’s shirt still covered him. He extended his claws and trailed them under Michel’s muscular arms. “Your sex is your downfall. Once I have seduced you, I will have your trust. Then we will help each other escape, and both go on living.


  Michel squirmed, raising his chin and gasping. “This is not how it works!” he gasped. He shivered and bucked his hips, fighting his bonds and making the table creak. “I am French  I am supposed to seduce you,” he gasped.


  Dieter chuckled. “Ja? I am new at this.” He planted his paw on Michel’s chest, pinning him to the table, and leaned up to his muzzle.


  The hyena looked fearfully up at him for a moment, hazel-grey eyes wide in alarm, but as Dieter got slowly closer his nostrils flared. Michel smelled him, his feline power and arousal, and must have decided he liked what he smelled, because as Dieter leaned in to kiss him Michel raised his head and closed the gap.


  The kiss was strange for Dieter, who had never been so intimate with a hyena, and was not experienced with Michel’s short, blunt muzzle. He found it rather well-suited to his own, doubly so when he felt Michel’s long tongue push into his muzzle, probing and insistent. He sucked hard on the hyena’s tongue, working his own into the hyena’s mouth, pushing him back onto the table and digging his claws gently into his chest.


  The kiss lasted a long time, and when they parted Dieter felt the need to wipe his saliva-soaked lips on his shirt cuff. He still had the hyena’s taste in his mouth  strange and exotic.


  Michel looked up at him with bedroom eyes, breathing hard. “I am starting to see the merits of this plan,” he grunted. Dieter could see the arousal in him, the way his light fur was flushed with red, his flared nostrils, his perked ears.


  Dieter nodded gravely. “Excellent. I had not thought of a Plan B.” He lifted himself off the hyena and stepped to the other end of the coffee table.


  Michel frowned distastefully as the tiger passed his midsection, and then cocked his head in confusion as he took up station at his feet. “What are you doing?” he breathed softly.


  Dieter glanced at him, smiling lopsidedly, and he noted and enjoyed the way the hyena’s breath caught in his throat. Dieter knew he was a big, handsome tiger, and it appeared the hyena was now under his spell. “I have a theory, Michel, that you will enjoy this.” He began unlacing the hyena’s boots.


  Michel frowned down at him, squirming unhappily, trying to pull his paws out of the tiger’s grasp. He did not have sufficient range of motion, however, and Dieter slipped off both of his black motorcycle boots in a matter of seconds. His socks were just the barest form of damp, like his lower back had been. He pulled them off swiftly.


  The hyena grunted, lifting his head and scowling down at him. “What are you doing? Is this some paw thing? I should have known you were a deviant, you filthy German.”


  Dieter frowned up at him. “And you are not? I thought all hyenas were into paws. Then I will have to change my tactic.” He reached up and began unfastening his cufflinks.


  Michel’s eyes widened. “You are… undressing?” he asked, hesitantly.


  “Yes. Is this agreeable with you?” Dieter removed his cufflinks from his thick wrists, and dropped them on the coffee table next to Michel. He dropped them from a foot above the wood, letting them clatter loudly, and as the hyena reflexively looked down at them, Dieter lifted one massive leg over the hyena’s torso. He did it on purpose, to catch him off guard, and the effect was perfect.


  Michel flinched in shock at the colossal tiger’s swift movement over him, gasping in mild surprise at the beast now straddling him, staring up at him in something like astonishment, that someone as big as Dieter had moved so fast. Grinning savagely, the tiger lowered himself slowly onto the hyena’s lap, staring him in the eyes, and Michel watched him silently.


  He let his tail lash over the hyena’s bound legs and bare feet, and planted his rump softly on Michel’s lap. There was a pleasant hardness in his thick motorcycle leathers, running down his leg.


  “I can feel you, Michel,” Dieter said, grinning. “You are already hard, and I have only removed my cufflinks. My plan is going perfectly.” He lowered his considerable weight onto Michel’s crotch.


  The hyena stiffened abruptly, and then gasped in pain, gritting his teeth and writhing in place. “Ah!” he cried. “You are crushing me!”


  Dieter stared at him. “You can take it.” He considered. “I believe you enjoy it.” He wiggled his stripy rump, grinding on top of Michel, still holding most of his weight on his legs.


  The hyena shivered, glaring at him through one half-closed eye; the other was screwed shut and hidden behind his hair anyway. He bucked his hips, driving his crushed member up against Dieter’s rump. He let out a strangled little grunt, one that sounded entirely more like arousal than pain.


  Dieter raised an eyebrow, staring impassively down at the trapped crocutan. He shrugged his shoulders, his suit jacket slipping off his massive shoulders like silk.


  Michel half-opened his eyes, and just like that, fell silent. Dieter stared at him for a moment, and then grinned broadly. He began unbuttoning his shirt at the collar, tugging it open as he went.


  The hyena’s light eyes widened and lowered slowly, sweeping from side to side across the expanse of Dieter’s massive chest. “You are so big,” the hyena breathed.


  Dieter tugged his crisp white shirt open, exposing his chest from nipple to nipple. Michel would be able to see the massive ridges of his pectorals, as well as the thick slabs of muscle making up his stomach. Dieter loved his body and loved undressing  his overly-formal clothes were like lovely framework for his massive, perfect chest. Michel watched him, riveted. Dieter slowly tugged the shirt out of his pants.


  Michel let out a high-pitched little whine. He squirmed impatiently under the tiger’s muscular rump, breathing hard underneath him, and now the noises he made were definitely out of pleasure.


  “See, this is not so bad, is it?” Dieter asked him, grinning toothily. He slowly parted his shirt, and let it slide off his massive shoulders. When it had cascaded off his body and settled around his waist, he raised his thick arms in a weightlifter pose, flexing two huge biceps, each the size of a bowling ball. He took his time, rumbling in satisfaction, and enjoyed the sounds emanating from the gasping hyena.


  Michel shivered, tugging hard on his ropes. “Okay, Dieter,” he said curtly. “You have won. You can release me now.” His hazel eyes played all over the tiger’s biceps, his tongue lolling out lustfully.


  Dieter grinned. “Not a chance, spotted one,” he chuckled. “You would tear me apart for what I am about to do.” He hefted himself up off the hyena, swinging one big shoe directly over his face.


  Michel stared at him, and then began softly growling. He squirmed on the table, his erection painfully obvious, even though his thick leathers. “NOW what do you have in store?” he grumbled, impatiently.


  [image: ]


  Dieter walked a few feet away, and returned with a long-sleeved black athletic shirt. He lifted it up over his shaggy head, and tugged it hard into place. The sheer lycra was form-fitting, barely big enough to contain his massive shoulders and arms, and he had to work at it for several long moments just to get the sleeves all the way to the ends of his thick wrists.


  Michel stared at him with undisguised contempt. “You are putting clothes on?!” he stammered. “Are you unfamiliar with this process?!” He began thrashing. “I can break this table, you know!” he cried.


  “Hush,” Dieter told him, reaching for another object on the couch. He pulled a black ski cap out of his little bag and lifted it up over his head, poking his short ears through the little holes and tugging the elastic over his forehead.


  Michel stared at him, and gradually calmed. “This is what you wear on jobs, isn’t it?”


  Grinning proudly, Dieter nodded.


  Michel swallowed slowly. “It is a good look for you,” he said, quietly, with as much dignity as could be imparted to someone tied to a coffee table.


  Dieter chuckled. “I was hoping you would think so.” He retrieved another pair of objects from his bag, and slipped them on  a skintight pair of massive leather gloves.


  Michel paled. “Those… aren’t used, are they?”


  Dieter cocked his head. “Used? I do not know what you…” He suddenly understood. “Oh! On the job!” He laughed. “No, I haven’t brought these to any killings. They are blood and gore free. I think.” Frowning, he tugged one of them partially off to check the inside of the label. “Okay, ja, these are the clean ones.”


  Michel grimaced. “Are you certain?”


  Dieter raised an eyebrow, tugging his glove back on. “Yes, I am sure of my equipment. Why so squeamish? You didn’t seem to have any reservations about being covered in bits of John Grier.”


  Michel narrowed his eyes. “That was business. This is pleasure. An auto mechanic does not make love covered in motor oil, does he?”


  Dieter shrugged, smiling. “I don’t know. It depends what he is into, I suppose. Or, I guess… the incentive.” He lowered his gloved hands to his belt.


  Michel shut up immediately and lowered his eyes to Dieter’s crotch.


  “I think in another minute or two, you will not care what you end up covered in,” Dieter purred. He unclasped his thick belt, pulling it out of the loops and dropping it carelessly on the floor, and unzipped his long fly. “Alternately, you may greatly enjoy what you’ll end up covered in.” He shoved one thick paw into his pants and fondled his thick cock obscenely, the other working at the button on his slacks. He kept manhandling himself as he lowered his pants, feeling his impressive tiger meat work back to full hardness.


  Michel’s nose twitched and Dieter knew he could smell him. The hyena had such a look of anticipation that the tiger couldn’t make him wait any longer. Still playing with his thick cock, he worked the waistband of his boxers out over his meat and let both his slacks and boxers drop around his ankles.


  Squirming as if in pain, Michel writhed against his bonds, wide eyes locked on Dieter’s meat. Dieter kept pumping himself, slowly, shallowly bucking his hips, letting the hyena take in every detail of his tree-trunk legs and unnaturally-thick cock. His member reached almost up to his navel, and he worked it slowly and proudly, showing off.


  “Holy shit,” Michel said, letting out a shuddery breath. He looked up at Dieter with wide, begging eyes. “I can have this, yes?”


  Dieter grinned. “I wouldn’t have brought it out if I wasn’t going to offer it to you. That would have been rude.” He raised his arms up over his head and turned to the side, showing off his firm ass, his striped tail lashing behind him. He loved this look  form-fitting black assassin gear combined with bright orange fur, inky-black stripes, and thick, sculpted muscle. He kicked off his sockless loafers and stepped out of his crumpled slacks.


  He let Michel stare a little longer, and then slowly got to his knees in front of him.


  The hyena was panting now, his tongue lolling out, his stomach and chest suffused with crimson. He had a hard-on that Dieter could practically see heat rising off of, and he looked so aroused he might faint. “Seriously, Dieter, I am being truthful with you. You must to let me out of these things. I am going mad.”


  “Michel, Michel, Michel,” Dieter said softly, now reaching for the hyena’s belt. “You must learn to slow down. You young people try to rush through everything.” He rested one gloved paw on the hyena’s hips and worked his thick belt open, enjoying the smell rising off Michel’s leathers. The pants must be new, he decided, as he slid the thick metal zipper down. “Here, I will let part of you out, right now.”


  “That’s not what I meant!” Michel whined, tugging on his wrist restraints.


  “I know,” Dieter purred soothingly. “But I absolutely love having gorgeous muscular men at my mercy.” He looked up at Michel, leaning over to nuzzle against his tented crotch, staring up at him with wide, golden eyes. “Just a little longer, alright, Michel?”


  The hyena shivered mightily, transfixed, and then slowly nodded. “You are a monster,” he grumbled, squirming in place.


  Dieter purred again, louder, nuzzling against the bulge in Michel’s pants. It was still pointed down his pants leg, and the hyena grunted and stiffened, curling himself up in a half-crunch.


  Reaching up, Dieter spread the halves of his leathers wide and tugged them downward. They were so tight it was hard even to slip a finger inside, but he managed to wedge his paw deep into Michel’s slacks and found his stiff, smoldering cock, achingly hard and slick with juices. Michel gasped, high and alarmed.


  Tugging gently, Dieter slowly manhandled Michel’s meat upward, pushing his leathers down and spreading the opening in his silk boxers. Michel writhed in place, squeezing his eyes shut and shuddering. When at last Dieter freed Michel’s thick cock, the stench radiating off him was so thick as to be intoxicating. His member was not as long as Dieter’s but very thick, and the tiger wanted it.


  Licking his chops, Dieter could not help himself. “Try to relax,” he purred softly, and descended onto Michel’s ready meat.


  The hyena hissed loudly and arched his back, letting out a sharp cry and shivering violently. “Ahhh!” he gasped, writhing as if Dieter had impaled him on a corkscrew. “Fuck, it feels so good!”


  Dieter sucked on the throbbing organ, feeling its heat, overpowered by its salty, tangy taste. He couldn’t believe the heat coming off of it, and the juices made him salivate. He swallowed a muzzleful of hyena pre and tiger spit, licking his teeth as he raised his muzzle. “If you cum, I am leaving you here until you’re ready to go again,” he warned.


  “I’ll be good,” Michel promised, his voice high and fast.


  Dieter descended again, sliding all the way down this time. Michel’s cock was long enough to brush the back of his throat, but the real challenge was the girth, like Dieter had decided to suck on a soda can. He spread his jaw wide and made swallowing motions, drooling all over the hyena’s cock and crotch in a most undignified manner.


  Michel’s body responded immediately, and the hyena seemed to enjoy the attention with his entire body. He lay his head down and arched his back, lifting his ass off the table and gently pushing upward against Dieter’s mouth. Dieter raised a paw and settled it on the hyena’s stomach, which he found pleasantly tensed in sharp relief, the hyena’s chest and entire torso quivering and hitching with each frantic breath.


  “Unnnhhh, Dieeetterrrrrr,” Michel groaned, bucking his hips upward. “You cannot possibly be a top. You are far too good at this.” He moaned softly, shivering with every muscle in his body.


  Dieter purred happily at the compliment, bearing down on the thick hyena’s meat, and now that his jaw was relaxed he could descend all the way, closing his lips tightly around the base of Michel’s throbbing cock. He sucked and swallowed, hard, working his throat on the hyena’s rubbery head, pushing him down with his thick tiger paws and pinning him to the table.


  “D-dieter!” Michel suddenly gasped, shivering violently. The small hyena bucked his hips, grunting loudly and gasping. His thrusts crammed his cock all the way to the back of Dieter’s throat.


  The tiger tolerated this, growling softly, his entire muzzle vibrating with the sound.


  “Off!” Michel cried suddenly. “Get off!” He writhed seemingly in agony, shivering from ears to toes, and Dieter quickly opened his muzzle and lifted off him. A long stream of drool connected the tiger’s mouth to the hyena’s thick cock, and Dieter quickly wiped it away, swallowing a few times to clear the muzzleful of saliva he’d produced. He had literally been drooling over the hyena’s cock.


  Michel panted for a few moments, his slick wet cock twitching spasmodically, his lithe body shivering mightily. “Ahhh!” he gasped, clenching his teeth, and then went limp on the wooden table, panting desperately. “I didn’t… I didn’t shoot,” he gasped, squirming on the table.


  Dieter smiled pleasantly . “Good. Then I can finally untie you.” He knelt and leaned forward, his cock iron-stiff between his legs, and reached up to work at Michel’s leather wrist manacles.


  The hyena leaned up to nuzzle his armpit, lapping roughly at the lycra, shoving his blunt muzzle under Dieter’s arm and inhaling deeply. The tiger smiled.


  “There we are,” he rumbled, finally freeing the hyena’s wrists from the leather cuff. He freed Michel’s right wrist first and pulled the rope out of the hole, lifting the hyena to a sitting position. Michel was sitting on the coffee table, but he was still not as tall as Dieter’s eye level, even with the tiger kneeling on the floor.


  Dieter grasped his other wrist, clumsily working the thin leather buckle with his thick tiger fingers, inches from Michel’s still-engorged cock.


  Michel reached down to help, breathing hard, and when the manacle finally came off it was difficult to tell who had finally freed the hyena. Rumbling, pleased, Dieter leaned in and kissed him again, and Michel pushed back up at him, eagerly, grinding their muzzles together and forcing his tongue into Dieter’s mouth. The tiger suckled on the hyena’s long tongue for several long moments, enjoying his foreign taste and heat.


  He reached up and slid his thumbs under the halves of Michel’s jacket, pushing it back off him. The lithe muscular hyena hissed softly, still not breaking the kiss, and shrugged his jacket down his thick arms. Dieter reached down and yanked the hyena’s tight shirt upward, hard, and Michel let him, finally breaking the kiss to lift his arms over his head. As the shirt went over his ears, it made his hair drop back into his eyes, and the hyena brushed it away with an annoyed grunt.


  As expected, Michel was toned, angular, and hairy as hell. Dieter ran his fingers and claws over the crocutan’s toned chest and cobblestone stomach, and Michel writhed under his touch.


  He reached for the hyena’s cock again, but Michel pushed his paw away. “No,” he whispered, letting out a soft whimper. “No more playing. I want you to fuck me.”


  Growling softly, unable to prevent himself from doing so, Dieter leaned back onto his heels and pumped his massive tiger meat. He was quite the sight. “Are you sure?” he asked. “Look carefully. Have you ever taken a cock this big?”


  Michel nodded eagerly. “Yes,” he said, insistently. “But it has been awhile. I miss it. I crave it.” He licked his teeth, fixing his hazel eyes on Dieter. “Give it to me.”


  The hyena’s smoldering determination made Dieter’s exposed cock twitch. “Are you absolutely certain?” he rumbled. “Once I begin, I am not going to stop. Even if you beg.” He was lying, of course, but Michel would like a line like that.


  The hyena nodded eagerly, fixing his eyes on Dieter’s cock again. “I would never ask you to.” He reached down, his thick hyena meat crowbar-stiff, and began fumbling with his ankle cuffs. “Get me out of these,” he snapped. “I want it right now. Right here on this table.”


  Dieter simply watched the hyena work to free himself, memorizing the contours of his body.


  “What are you doing?” Michel snapped up at him. “Help me with these. Don’t you want a nice warm home for that big tiger cock?”


  Dieter nodded slowly. “Of course. But I’m enjoying the sight of your rippling back far too much.” He cocked his head. “I’m picturing what you’ll look like writhing underneath me.”


  Michel glanced up at him, and then looked away, shaking his head slowly and letting out a shuddering breath. “I fantasized about this, you know,” he said, softly. “After the coffee shop.” He freed one ankle, flexing his toes, and set upon the other one. “I fantasized about you fucking me.” He looked up, into Dieter’s eyes. “I pictured you naked, with those huge tiger muscles, and pictured you pinning me down and fucking me senseless.” The hyena licked his teeth, staring up at the tiger with almost feral intensity, reeking with the sweet pheromone-scent of arousal and exertion. “I couldn’t stop. I couldn’t get you out of my head.”


  Dieter grit his teeth, holding perfectly still. He clamped his jaw shut, to prevent himself from drooling again.


  Michel released himself with a loud clatter, hurling the manacles and the still-attached ropes onto the floor. “There,” he grunted, scooting forward so his still-covered legs bent at the knee over the edge of the table. “Now get into position and–”


  Dieter lunged forward, snatching the hyena up off the table and spinning him around. He dropped him on the carpet, hard.


  “Aaahh!” Michel squawked, flinching in surprise and shock. He landed hard with his front paws on the coffee table, crashing down onto the hardwood, and would have slammed onto the floor except Dieter caught him with his big paws, clamping onto either side of his hips and holding him fast.


  As soon as the hyena was steady on his feet, Dieter crouched down, yanked Michel’s leathers down to his knees and shoved his thick, shaggy muzzle under the hyena’s spotted tail.


  “AAAHHKK! What are you doing?!” Michel demanded shrilly, but then Dieter’s tongue was practically inside him and all the hyena did was squeal. He fell silent after a moment, but he was the picture of discomfort, arching his back and writhing, trying desperately to squirm out of the crushing hold of Dieter’s massive paws around the front of his bare waist.


  As Dieter had all but predicted, the hyena was fastidiously clean. Dieter tasted only sweat and the lingering scent of fear as he worked his tongue over Michel’s entrance, shoving his muzzle roughly up under his tail, slobbering over him as a dog would.


  Michel made a high-pitched chattering noise of discomfort, one unique to hyenas, and leaned forward and trying to squirm away. “Stop it,” he grunted, shivering violently. “Do not tease me. Lube your cock and fuck me.”


  Dieter snorted derisively, and the sudden blast of air made Michel flinch. He reached up with one paw and planted it on the small of Michel’s bare, spotted back, shoving forward with incredibly strength even as he held his waist with his other paw.


  Still trapped in his leathers, Michel bent forward, arching his back, bracing himself on the coffee table. He fought Dieter less now, bending at the waist, shivering gently but no longer attempting to squirm away. “Dieter,” he whispered. “I am as wet as I’m going to get. Y-you can stop now.”


  The tiger growled menacingly. He lifted his head and nuzzled Michel’s bare spotty butt. “I can. I don’t want to.” He growled deeply, angling his head, and bit Michel gently on the ass.


  Michel moaned softly, arching his back, his short tail lifting behind him. He braced himself on his arms, bent over the coffee table, breathing hard and presenting himself.


  “I told you, just a little longer,” Dieter rumbled, tugging the hyena’s leathers down a few more inches. He shoved his paw invasively between Michel’s legs  it was difficult, with the hyena’s knees held together by his leathers around his ankles, but he managed  and reached upwards, questing for Michel’s fuzzy balls. When he found them, hot and heavy, he pulled on them, perhaps harder than necessary. All the same, the hyena shivered and let out a contented little sigh, pushing his ass backward and whimpering.


  While he was manhandling the poor hyena, Dieter released his other paw long enough to grab a conveniently-stashed tube of lube under the coffee table, which he snapped open effortlessly and squeezed messily onto his cock. He dropped the tube and smeared the goo over his member, never releasing the hold on the shivering hyena’s balls.


  “It is time now,” Dieter rumbled, releasing his hold on Michel. He stood up, planted his hands on the hyena’s hips, and lined his cock up against Michel’s hole, making him gasp. He extended his claws for a better grip, and pushed forward, with one long, slow, powerful thrust.


  Michel gasped and for one short moment writhed in pain, but then he relaxed as best he could, and his asshole opened up to Dieter. He let out a moan of increasing pitch and volume as the tiger slid into him, starting out with a soft gasp  “Aah!”  and climbing to a full-blown groan. “AaaaAAARRRGGHH!” He was warm and soft and unbelievably tight and all the things a hyena was supposed to be.


  “I told you I wasn’t going to stop,” Dieter rumbled, his breath catching in his throat. He grit his teeth and pulled Michel inexorably toward him, shivering as his cock bent into an arch as he sank into the tight hyena. His meat was compressed from all angles, and he fought to push himself into Michel. “Ungh, you are so tight. You are like a virgin.”


  Michel let out a high-pitched little gasp, a shade of the shrill laugh-scream that hyenas were known for. “Not like a virgin,” he gasped, bracing himself on the coffee table with his muscular arms. “I’d… be screaming,” he grunted, dipping his head and panting.


  “You are all right, yes?” Dieter rumbled down at him. He paused in his journey into the smaller animal.


  Michel nodded. “Is that all of you?”


  Dieter cocked his head, tightened his grip on Michel’s hips, and shoved the last inch or so of thick tiger meat into him.


  Michel gasped, and this time his hyena-bark was unmistakable. “AGH!”


  Dieter grinned down at him, at last hilted inside the hyena’s restrictive confines. “Now that’s all of me.”


  Michel shivered, holding perfectly still. “Okay,” he sighed. “Just give me a minute,” he whispered. He reached up to push his hair out of his eyes again.


  Dieter nodded, releasing his grip on the hyena’s hips. He ran his fingers up Michel’s sides, purring softly. The hyena took a few shallow breaths. Dieter rumbled and extended his claws, lightly trailing them down the crocutan’s flanks, letting his claws sound out Michel’s thin, wiry muscles. “You are absolutely beautiful,” he whispered.


  He trailed his claws over Michel’s obliques. Michel glanced back at him, eyes half-closed, and let out a ragged breath. The dark color was returning to his cheeks.


  “You like this, don’t you?” Dieter rumbled. He leaned slightly forward, poking his claws out again and following Michel’s obliques down his front, toward his crotch.


  The hyena moaned softly and began squirming. He clamped down on Dieter’s cock and twisted ever-so-slightly, making the big tiger’s meat move deliciously inside him.


  Dieter rumbled almost imperceptibly. “I like this, too,” he declared, leaning forward over the hyena. He braced his right paw next to Michel’s on the table, his massive tiger hand dwarfing the hyena’s, and reached under Michel’s stomach with his left paw. He tickled him gently, running his claws over Michel’s muscular stomach, growling inches above him.


  “I said give me a minute,” Michel gasped, writhing above the tiger’s thick fingers. He moved very gently under Dieter, pulling his hips forward, lifting his head, sliding just a hair off Dieter’s cock. The tiger kept tickling him, very slowly, and Michel pushed back onto him.


  “I am not moving,” Dieter rumbled quietly. “You are.” He let his claws trail upward to Michel’s chest, and then up under his chin.


  Michel lifted his muzzle, moaning quietly, and pushed himself back against the tiger, hard. Dieter tensed his cock inside the hyena, and Michel let out another soft groan.


  Reaching up, Dieter dug his claws in under Michel’s chin, leaning down to nuzzle the short spotted fur on the back of his neck with his thick tiger muzzle. Michel writhed under the attention, pulling forward much more noticeably now, and then shoving back onto him with a grunt. He stank of arousal again, and his movements were jerky and unsure, like he was on a drug.


  “Alright,” Michel whispered, rocking slowly back and forth, pushing the tiger into and out of himself. “Go ahead and start,” he grunted. “I’m ready.”


  Dieter grinned again. “A little longer, he said softly, dragging his thick claws over the hyena’s neck and Adam’s apple.


  Michel writhed underneath him. “Do it now, Dieter. I want it.” He pulled forward, inches this time, with his entire body, and shoved backward onto Dieter’s meat like he was trying to push the tiger off. “Don’t make me wait.”


  “Just a moment,” the tiger rumbled, purring and nuzzling the back of Michel’s head. He pushed him downward, hard, and Michel had to fight to stay on all fours. He writhed like mad underneath Dieter now, pulling forward and pushing back like he was trying to throw the tiger some distance. Dull waves of friction washed over Dieter, soaking him in warm pleasure, as he stood perfectly still with the hyena backed up against him, the Michel’s bare back rubbing pleasantly against his Lycra-covered muscles. “I am rather enjoying this.”


  Michel grunted. “Enjoying what?” he snapped. “You aren’t doing anything.”


  Dieter reached up with his free hand and gently brushed at Michel’s throbbing cock, holding his paw limply a few inches in front of the Frenchman. Predictably, Michel slid off him, pushing his spotted hips forward, writhing between humping against the tiger’s thick paw and self-impalement on his colossal meat.


  “No, I’m not,” Dieter whispered, eyes half-closed. “I am being used by a hyena. Used as a toy, he is so mad with lust. How does it feel, Michel? To have your own private tiger to play with? Are you imagining me fucking you now?”


  “You mock me,” Michel snarled up at him, though it didn’t seem to slow the hyena down. He was a writhing machine under Dieter’s stone-still frame, a spotted mass of fur and muscle as he did exactly as Dieter had claimed  used Dieter to abuse himself.


  “I worship you,” Dieter rumbled, leaning down to nuzzle Michel’s lithe shoulders, purring. “Are you imagining what it will be like for me to take you? Hold you, squeeze you against me, shove you down on my thickness? Is this how it was after the coffee shop, when you played with yourself?”


  Michel shuddered, looking down, his tongue hanging out. He was practically red-brown, all along his chest and shoulders. “You’re right,” he breathed.


  “Play with yourself,” Dieter suggested. “This is your fantasy, Michel. You should be taking advantage of it.”


  Swallowing noisily, Michel nodded and reached up, bracing himself with his left paw. He began working swiftly at his meat, pushing against Dieter like he wanted to tip then both over.


  “Are you ready?” the tiger breathed, and Michel could only whimper in return.


  Pushing slowly forward, the force behind Dieter’s movement was so great that it completely cancelled out Michel’s backward motion. He bulldozed into the little hyena, pushing him so far forward he nearly lifted him off his feet, and pulled out of him, pistoning so fast out of the hyena that Michel nearly overbalanced. The friction was exquisite.


  “Ungwahh!” Michel groaned, abandoning his own meat and bracing against the table. He grit his teeth.


  Dieter grunted. “I see I must hold you. You are too small to hold yourself up.” He straightened up, his chest and shoulders so thick the movement changed the lighting pattern in the room. “Tell me if this hurts too much.” He put his thick paws on Michel’s hips and gently dug his claws into the hyena’s spotted hide.


  Michel arched his back and hissed, but he did not struggle or object. After a few moments, he shuddered, in ecstasy and pain.


  “You are very strong,” Dieter rumbled. “Much more so than I had guessed. I am pleasantly surprised.” Holding Michel steady, at long last in the position for some true old-fashioned pounding, Dieter slowly pulled most of his thick meat out of the hyena’s tight ass.


  Michel arched his back and cried out, spreading his trapped legs as best he could.


  Impressed with his resilience  most men would be screaming  Dieter growled ferociously. He pulled his thick head the slightest bit out of Michel, spreading the hyena wider, and watched carefully. Michel dug his claws into the coffee table, but he did not say a word.


  “I’m tempted to see how much you can take,” Dieter rumbled, pushing back into him. It was awkward, moving his massive frame within the confines of this small hyena, but already his athletic body was developing a rhythm. He pushed all the way into him, hilting into Michel and earning a snarl as his reward.


  “That implies… you can reach… my limit…” Michel gasped. “… old man,” he added.


  Dieter pulled out a short few inches and slammed back into the hyena. Michel dipped his head and growled, shoving back against him to keep his balance. His spotted back rippled beautifully, his thick trapezius and lats roiling under his fur.


  “I am four times your size,” Dieter growled down at him. “Do you doubt me?” He lowered his hips slightly, adjusting his angle of approach, and with just a slight bend of the knees, he was lined up perfectly for maximum power. His legs free and unrestrained, unlike the trapped hyena’s, Dieter was free to use his quads and calves to full advantage. He had a rhythm now, and he pistoned into and out of the hyena like he was pumping oil.


  Dieter would have preferred rubbing his head against the inside of the hyena’s entrance, but this was for Michel now. This was fucking like he wanted, like he craved. A vicious, mindless machine to pound his spotted ass, with no regard for Michel’s pleasure, except that was all he wanted.


  “You monster!” Michel gasped. “You have me at your mercy and this is what you do with me?!” he cried indignantly, arching his back, his short tail raised in perfect submission.


  Dieter dug his claws in a little harder, curling his thick fingers. “This is what you want,” he snarled. “Don’t lie to me.” He pushed deep into the hyena with each thrust, speeding up his tempo.


  “Bastard!” Michel snarled, lifting himself up on his toes and pushing back against the tiger. The coffee table creaked with his strength and fervor. “Ungh, harder!” he cried.


  “I will go no harder,” Dieter growled. “I will break your fragile French body.” His thick quads burned as he shoved into the hyena, his body pumping like a locomotive. He had the rhythm down perfectly now, and it was like jogging; his body took over and he turned his brain off and enjoyed the waves of pleasure.


  Michel’s legs began to shake, and he dipped his head, squeezing his eyes shut and snarling. He was growling, loudly now, and Dieter noted with a little thrill of adrenaline that the hyena was drooling on the expensive wooden coffee table.


  “You are close,” he snarled down at Michel, enjoying the deep gravelly rumble of his own voice.


  “I am not,” Michel gasped, his voice shaking. “Not with this torture.” His entire muscular body began quivering, and he glanced back at Dieter with bloodshot, half-closed eyes, his tongue hanging out and his muzzle suffused almost red.


  “You are lying,” Dieter growled, baring his teeth. “I will prove it.” He rose to full extension, uncramping his back and straightening his legs. He put his hands under Michel’s stomach and lifted him completely off the ground, but only partially with his paws  it was mostly with the thick cock impaled on him that Dieter lifted.


  Michel let out a high-pitched hyena-squeal and threw his feet out for a foothold, his toeclaws scrabbling madly over the coffee table. He straightened up, snapping his head back in panic, a long strand of hyena drool snapping up and away from his face, as thin as a spider’s web. “Aaaghh!” he squealed, planting his feet and writhing like mad. Dieter looked down the front of the hyena’s toned body and, just as he’d suspected, found him stiff as a crowbar and covered in slick precum.


  “Torture, eh?” Dieter growled, feigning anger. “I will show you torture!” He flattened his left paw over the hyena’s cock, crushing it against him with his thick leather palm-pad, pushing his hips forward to spear Michel from behind. He wrapped the thick fingers of his right paw around Michel’s throat. He squeezed, hard, shoving the hyena’s muzzle painfully upward, and partially cutting off his airflow.


  Michel let out a noise like a panicked scream, and began struggling immediately, trapped in Dieter’s massive arms and his own thick leathers. He fought like the devil, and he was incredibly strong, but Dieter was stronger, and he crushed the hyena against him, impaling the smaller animal on his thick meat, while he held the crocutan’s lithe, frenetic body against him.


  Against his palm, Michel’s cock was like liquid glass, he was so aroused; it radiated impossible heat and impossible stiffness, slick and coated with his own leaked juices. The hyena’s meat was so slick with precum that Dieter had a hard time believing he hadn’t shot his load yet; he would have suspected so except for the hyena’s unflagging hardness.


  “Are you enjoying your torture, little hyena?” Dieter rumbled, knowing Michel would able to feel his deep bass rumble all through his body. He lifted his thick paw, exposing just a few inches of Michel’s throat, and leaned gently in, just barely grazing him with his sharp tiger teeth.


  “Damn you!” Michel cried, thrashing one final time in his arms, and then he arched his back and exploded against Dieter. That’s what it felt like, that the hyena had reached critical mass; he shuddered and chattered high and squeal-like; that high-pitched keening laugh that hyenas made on occasion; except this was long and drawn out. It was a feral noise, a primal one, and it made Dieter’s fur stand on end.


  Michel jerked in his arms, arching his back and pushing violently against his arms, his cock jerking and spurting against Dieter’s palm, hot and thick and heavy. He clamped around Dieter’s cock and began shivering violently, his entire body involved in his climax, every fur and spot writhing in absolute bliss and ecstasy, and in these large-muscle tremors of Michel’s lithe body, Dieter found his downfall. He wanted very much to pull out and feel his head stretching the hyena wide as he poured into him, but standing there, a tower of black and orange muscle with a captive god such as Michel, Dieter could no more control himself than he could resist the hyena. He squeezed his eyes shut and poured into the squealing, shivering hyena, pumping and grinding into him as they shook together, each racked with his own throes of ecstasy.


  Michel’s squeal finally died out with a strangled grunt. Dieter kept pumping into him, and the hyena writhed, his body gradually melting from stiff-limbed rigor to flesh and bone, and then seemingly something less. He whimpered in Dieter’s arms, sagging against him, too weak to stand.


  Dieter’s cock was still twitching inside the hyena. He felt heat, unbelievable heat, pouring off himself, and he spread his big bare feet, straining to keep both of them upright and fight the light-headedness that threatened to overtake him. Waves of pleasure still washed over him. His cock, still inside the warm hyena, felt raw and sensitive, like a lightning rode for pleasure too amazing to withstand.


  He shivered, and Michel let out a soft grunt.


  Dieter released his hold on Michel’s neck, transferring his thick paw to Michel’s heaving chest, and the hyena hung his head, panting desperately, his long tongue hanging out, tiny flecks of hyena drool flicking onto Dieter’s hands and forearms.


  “Let me go,” Michel whispered. He leaned weakly away from the tiger.


  Dieter chuckled and tightened his grip, wrapping his left paw around Michel’s waist. The hyena gasped as Dieter’s paw brushed his cock, and squirmed in discomfort as Dieter adjusted his grip. First, he wiped Michel’s gooey deposit in the hyena’s stomach fur.


  “I will not,” Dieter rumbled, lifting him and carefully edging back toward the couch.


  “Get out of me!” Michel demanded, his voice curving up into a high-pitched snarl at the end.


  “Not until I’m ready,” Dieter grunted, and carefully reclined on the sofa, taking Michel with him.


  Predictably, Michel whined in seeming agony as the big tiger moved, shifting his thick meat still impaled on Michel’s tender hole. The movement was not exactly heavenly for Dieter, but once he was settled with the warm, soft hyena on his lap, it was all he could have asked for.


  “Let me go,” Michel grunted, craning his neck around and showing Dieter his teeth. “Or I swear I am going to–”


  Dieter cut him off with a kiss.


  Michel jerked in surprise as Dieter’s muzzle found his, but after half a heartbeat he relaxed and melted into the kiss. Dieter reached up and gently cradled the back of the hyena’s head, and now Michel came to warm, soft life in his arms, pushing back up against him and exploring Dieter’s muzzle with his tongue.


  They kissed for a long time, and when they finally came up for air, Michel’s expression was entirely changed. He watched Dieter now, calm and relaxed, with half-closed eyes and slow, even breaths.


  Dieter chuckled softly. “I see I have tamed you,” he rumbled.


  Michel frowned in distaste. “Do not be so sure.”


  Dieter leaned in and gently kissed him on the nose. Michel opened his mouth as if to say something, and then slowly shut it.


  “I suppose you have,” he said, after a few long moments.


  Dieter chuckled again, lifted his muscular arms, and encircled the hyena in a tight, firm, hug.


  They stayed that way for some time, before Michel began to squirm again.


  “You need a shower,” Dieter told him, with a grin.


  Michel glared at him, and then frowned severely. “You are quite stinky yourself.” He eyed the bathroom. “Do you want to go first?”


  Dieter cocked his head. “It is a very big bathroom. I see no reason why we cannot both go first.” Michel started to object. Dieter cut him off, grinning. “Come, Michel. Let me show you what a nice tiger I can be.”


  Michel considered for a moment, and then nodded wearily. “Okay,” he said, “but if you block all the hot water our death-feud is back on.”


  Dieter chuckled, and nodded. “Agreed. Let us go.”



  • • •


  The shower was surprisingly comfortable for both of them, filled with steam and rose-scented soap and strong hands on thick muscles. They were both exhausted, and their shower was long and quiet and relaxed.


  Later, when they were both soft and fluffy and clean, Michel slipped on his leathers and stepped onto the balcony to smoke a cigarette. He frowned out into the night, his cigarette dangling loosely out the end of his muzzle, and for a moment he looked so quintessentially French that Dieter had to smile. The tiger sat on the couch in his boxers, admiring the hyena’s profile, enjoying the comfortable silence and the cold night air.


  When he stepped back into the room, Dieter saw that Michel was holding a manila folder. He frowned as he realized it was his information packet for murdering Michel.


  “Do not read that,” the tiger chastised. “You will only upset yourself.”


  Michel smiled grimly at him. “Don’t blame me,” he said. “You’re the one who kept it. Why would you retain these documents, anyway? I usually burn mine.”


  Dieter blinked at him, and shrugged his massive shoulders. “I don’t know,” he said, finally. “I just had a feeling.” He risked a smile. “I guess it was fate.”


  Michel scoffed, and then dropped onto the couch next to the big tiger. He yawned toothily, tilting his head from side to side, his neck cracking loudly. They sat for a long moment before Michel spoke again.


  “Where will you go now?” he asked quietly, turning to look sideways at the tiger.


  The tiger thought for a moment. “I have two contingency plans,” Dieter said. “One is a mountaintop home in Switzerland.” He frowned distastefully. “But the weather is absolutely abysmal. I should think I will go to the house in the Caribbean.” He thought for a moment. “Perhaps I will take up sailing.”


  Michel nodded with a grunt. “That sounds nice. I grow tired of European weather.”


  “And you?” the tiger asked, softly.


  Michel shrugged.


  Dieter blinked, surprised. “You had no plans for retirement?”


  Michel leaned forward, elbows on his knees, and turned to grin at the tiger. He looked like a model, in his leathers, with his bare, toned chest. “I always sort of thought I would die doing this.”


  Dieter stared at him, and then rolled his eyes. “The young,” he declared, dryly. “So fatalistic.”


  Michel leaned forward, chuckling, and let out a long breath. “Now,” he said softly. “I just don’t know.”


  Dieter thought for just a moment.


  “You will come with me,” he said, curtly.


  Michel scoffed again, turning to frown at him. “Don’t be absurd. A massive tiger and a French hyena traveling together? We might as well wear matching bull’s-eyes.”


  Dieter narrowed his eyes. “My travel plans are foolproof. It will not be a problem.”


  Michel smiled lopsidedly, looking away, playing with the claws on one hand. “Yes?” he said. “You had better call your travel agent, then, because you’ll need another seat.”


  Dieter listened for a moment, and then felt himself blushing.


  Michel thought of something, and then looked over, slowly. “Unless… your plans were already for two,” he said. He stared at him, eyes wide with wonder.


  Dieter felt his blush heat up.


  Michel chuckled, and leaned back against the couch, rolling his eyes and laughing. “Oh my,” he said. “I should have known. The tiger assassin is a helpless romantic.” Eyes half-closed, he glanced over at Dieter, smiling with his hazel eyes and his shaggy brown muzzle, and the tiger felt his heartbeat speed up. He was so tempted to lean over and kiss the hyena that his head started to spin. “You were so sure you would fall in love and leave this business?”


  Roasting under his fur, Dieter looked away, his whiskers twitching. “I was… aware of the possibility.”


  Michel looked down and chuckled. “Alright,” he said. “If you say so.”


  The tiger cleared his throat. “I am serious,” he rumbled. “Come with me. We can watch each other’s backs.” He cocked his head. “You won’t last a week with two agencies chasing you. Let me protect you.”


  Michel’s smile slowly faded, and he frowned severely. “You can’t expect this to work out, Dieter,” he said softly. “We just met. We have nothing in common.”


  Dieter raised an eyebrow. “We just met formally. I have gotten to know you quite well over the last two weeks.” He looked down, blushing fiercely again. “Give it a chance. Based on what I’ve seen of you… I think you may like it. I think you may like me.”


  Michel closed his mouth tightly, his nostrils flaring unhappily.


  Dieter reached forward put his large tiger paws over Michel’s hands. “At least come with me to the islands. I will keep you safe, and you only have to stay as long as you want to.”


  Michel opened his mouth, looking down. “I…” he said.


  Dieter stared at him. “Pas de deux,” he said, suddenly.


  Michel blinked at him. “What? ‘Steps of two?’” he asked. He frowned. “What does that mean?”


  Dieter cocked his head. “It is a ballet term. It’s a duet, between dancers. Between experts. It requires the utmost skill and grace. Two expert dancers, working together, accomplishing much more than either could alone.” He looked up at Michel with puppy eyes. “We can stay safer, longer, if we work together.” The big tiger frowned. “Come now, Michel. You know there is only one answer.” He smiled. “Just say yes.”


  Michel looked everywhere but at Dieter, squirming under the weight of the tiger’s large paws, and just when Dieter thought he was going to refuse, the hyena nodded quickly.


  “Okay,” he said simply, and then he looked up at Dieter and smiled.


  Dieter laughed triumphantly and squeezed Michel’s paws. “Ha!” he cried. “Excellent!”


  Michel blushed, smiling shyly down at their intertwined fingers. After a moment, reddening, he chuckled softly.


  Puzzled, still smiling faintly, Dieter cocked his head. “Something is funny?”


  Michel nodded slowly. “Here, you were criticizing me for researching my target. But you did something worse.”


  Dieter blinked at him.


  “You fell in love with one,” Michel said, sticking his tongue out and grinning.


  Dieter opened his mouth to protest, but this time Michel leaned forward to kiss him, and after that words didn’t seem necessary at all.


  END
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  As soon as he opened the front door, Vito Jackson heard moaning.


  He froze, eyes wide, big hyena ears perking impressively. What the hell? he thought. The house was supposed to be empty. Were Tom and Harry back early? And… having crazy animal sex? In their own living room? And they forgot to notify the guy who was watering their plants?


  He crept silently into the front hall of the small three-bedroom house, taking care to squeeze the spare keys in his big hyena paw so they wouldn’t jingle.


  “Unh! Unh! Unh! UNH! UNH! UNH!” came a soft panting, from deeper in the house. It sounded like the living room, the corner of which was just a few feet away.


  Vito suppressed a smile. Holy shit! Who was that? It didn’t sound anything like Tom or Harry. Vito would know; he had fucked both of them. And besides, they were on a cruise, in the middle of the Pacific Ocean, for another three days. Leaving early was not an option, unless they had purchased a helicopter that they hadn’t mentioned.


  “Yeah boy,” a low voice growled. “Get your fucking face in there. Lick my fucking pit.”


  The deeper voice growled, and suddenly Vito recognized it. It was a movie. This was an excerpt from Tom and Harry’s extensive gay porno collection. Maybe they had left it on the TV, just to screw with him? They had asked him to housesit, after all. He frowned. But his first visit wasn’t until after three days; surely they wouldn’t have left gay porn blasting for seventy-two full hours.


  Was there somebody else housesitting? Somebody who was reealllyy horny?


  Vito probably should have been alarmed, but he was actually kind of turned on. He stood a mere 5’7”, but with 16” biceps and a mean glare, there wasn’t much he was afraid of. Hyenas were rare enough in suburban Ohio that few guys dared to fuck with him. Even in the age of enlightenment, his creepy laugh-like battle cry still freaked the shit out of most guys. That, combined with the thrill of potentially catching some hornball with his dick out on Tom and Harry’s $2000 sofa, was enough incentive to creep silently from the foyer into the living room instead of calling 911.


  This would be good. Vito was wearing a tight black t-shirt, dark jeans, and big black boots. Even if it was somebody he knew, there would be a satisfying moment of terror at the biker hyena suddenly appearing in the doorway.


  Vito peeked silently around the corner.


  Standing in the middle of the room, his back to the front door, was a thin black-backed jackal, fixated on the television, holding the remote in one hand and grinding against his crotch with the other. Vito did not recognize the jackal, and the kid looked a good 10 years younger than the rest of their friends.


  The jackal wore a white wife-beater tucked into tight Wal-Mart Levis, the tanktop revealing silver and black fur running all the way up the back of his neck and head. He had a thin tapered muzzle like all jackals, and big triangular ears, between which was perched a genuine NASCAR baseball cap. He was skinny but ripped, his arms thin but bearing muscles clearly defined under soft golden fur, with the muscle tone of a teenager who clearly pulled his own weight around the house, or possibly even the farm. He wore dirty yellow construction boots and he couldn’t have been older than nineteen.


  On the 60” flatscreen, a wolf with a musclegut and a leather vest was grinding a skinny otter twink into his armpit, grinning sadistically as the otter pushed halfheartedly away from him. It was a good movie; Vito had a copy at home.


  Watching it, the jackal seemed equal parts aroused and nervous, holding his head and ears in a nervous stance, and Vito frowned. The kid was acting like he wasn’t supposed to be here. The hyena glanced around, into the kitchen.


  The kitchen had a door which led to the backyard, with a little diamond-shaped window in it. The glass in this small window was shattered. Small pieces of it lay on the rubber mat leading to the backyard.


  Vito’s eyes widened. The jackal wasn’t supposed to be here at all. He had broken in. Vito had walked in on a crime.


  As Vito realized this, his jaw dropping open, the jackal glanced behind himself and saw the imposing hyena.


  “ARP!” the kid yelped, flinched violently with his entire body, inadvertently pausing the movie in the process. As soon as his feet landed back on the floor, the jackal dropped the remote and bolted like hell for the kitchen door.


  “HEY!” Vito roared, lunging after him. He charged across the distance and dive-tackled across the living room carpet, hitting the kid square in the back. The poor jackal didn’t even make it to the kitchen threshold before getting slammed with 215 pounds of pure hyena muscle. They slammed onto the floor hard enough to rattle the china in the kitchen cabinets.


  The kid flailed like a man possessed. “Lemmego I didn’t take anything I swear!” he howled, scrambling to lift himself onto all fours.


  Vito clamped his arms around the thin jackal and released his weight onto him, pinning the boy to the floor. The jackal scrabbled with his claws for traction on the laminate floor, but Vito had much more mass and easily dragged him backward.


  He lunged forward far enough to put him in a right-arm headlock. The kid made a strangled squealing noise and writhed between Vito’s arm and his chest.


  Vito’s arms were huge, and as he tightened the headlock he lifted the kid’s chest and waist completely off the ground. The jackal squealed and sprawled out on all four legs.


  The boy was loaded with muscle. As the lithe jackal squirmed and writhed against him, Vito held him in place and tried very hard not to enjoy the sensation. This was a criminal, after all.


  A criminal who had been watching gay porn. And playing with himself.


  Vito inhaled deeply, his heart pounding. His nostrils filled with the scent of terrified jackal and Right Guard.


  Vito’s nostrils flared. “Quit fighting,” he growled, low and dangerous. “I’m not gonna hurt you!”


  The jackal flinched at the sound of his voice, and reached desperately toward the tile floor of the kitchen. “Lemme go!” he wailed, his claws scraping uselessly across the laminate.


  Vito angled his thick hips forward and down, grinding against the kid’s tight ass and crushing him to the laminate floor of the living room. The jackal grunted loudly and pushed back, hard, all muscle and tendons. His ass was all bone and muscle – he didn’t have an ounce of fat on him.


  How would that ass feel with my dick buried inside of it, Vito thought, and that was more or less the moment he stopped thinking with his brain and stated thinking with his cock.


  “Please lemme go!” the jackal wailed, rounding out his vowels with the quasi-southern accent occasionally heard in rural Ohio. “I din’t take nothin’!” he protested again.


  Vito grunted. “Yeah?” he snapped. “What about that window?”


  The jackal’s ears flattened against his head. He squirmed underneath the thick hyena, whimpering pitifully.


  Tightening the arm around the kid’s throat, Vito rolled the two of them onto their sides.


  Gurgling, the jackal fell back against him, arching his back and gasping. He reached up and wrapped his fingers around Vito’s thick forearm, trying to pry the bigger man’s arm off his throat, grunting with exertion and getting nowhere.


  Inhaling deeply, Vito slid his big left paw down the kid’s stomach. He had a nice, defined set of abs, and Vito exhaled loudly, right in the kid’s ear. Vito let his paw keep sliding lower and lower, and finally closed his fingers around the kid’s thick belt clasp.


  The jackal stiffened, arching his back and gasping. “Wh-wh-whut are you doing?” the kid stammered.


  “Whatever I want,” Vito snapped. “And you’re gonna let me. Unless you’d rather I called the police?”


  The jackal fell silent. He stopped struggling and started shaking. “Don’t do that!” he wailed. “I swear I wasn’t gonna–”


  “Shut up, kid,” Vito growled. He fumbled the jackal’s belt open.


  The kid twitched in terror. “W-w-wait!” he gasped, writhing in Vito’s arms. He dug his claws into Vito’s forearm, straining mightily to detach Vito’s arm from his neck. The kid was strong, but he was nowhere strong enough.


  Vito grunted, awkwardly unbuttoning the kid’s tight jeans. He grasped his zipper and slid down the jackal’s fly.


  The jackal arched his back and gasped. “What are you doing?!” His big jackal ears cemented back against his skull, swatting Vito lightly in the nose.


  “Nothing you’re going to object to,” Vito growled. “If you broke in here why I think you broke in here.” He worked his big paw into the jackal’s jeans, found the meaty bulge of his sheath filling out the thin fabric of a simple pair of Hanes, and clamped his fingers around it.


  “Arp!” the jackal cried again. He arched his back in Vito’s arms and began struggling again.


  “Ssssssssssssshhhhh,” Vito hissed at him. He began massaging gently, still breathing hard from the brief tussle.


  “Oh Jesus!” the jackal squealed. The jackal squirmed for another few moments, but then his cock began to grow stiff and hot under Vito’s administrations. “Oh Jesus,” he said again, slower and quieter.


  “There you go,” Vito grunted, letting out a soft breath. “Just relax, kid. Doesn’t that feel nice?” He kept massaging, licking his teeth. “Isn’t this what you came here for?”


  “Oh sh-sh-shit,” the jackal gasped, gritting his teeth. His meat kept growing thicker and stiffer, helpless against Vito’s ministrations, and finally he began to relax his shoulders and arms.


  “Theeere we go,” Vito said again, tilting his head in and nuzzling the trapped jackal. “Just relaaaax. I know you can’t resist this big paw on your crotch. Just lie here and enjoy it.”


  The jackal let out a little whimper. His cock grew to an impressive size, probably seven or eight inches if Vito had to guess, long enough that he had to manhandle the kid’s cock off to one side to prevent it from bending painfully inside his briefs.


  “Hell of a big cock for a skinny kid,” Vito whispered in his ear.


  The jackal let out a harsh breath, continuing to relax against Vito’s chest. He squirmed mightily, and Vito felt the kid’s back muscles roll impressively against his chest and stomach. “This cannot be happening,” the kid whispered, shivering.


  Vito chuckled. “I get that a lot.”


  As the jackal’s cock stiffened, his arms and shoulders relaxed. Just as Vito started to feel the telltale moisture of a leaking cock, the kid let out a shuddering breath, and that seemed to mark the end of his struggles. Slowly, Vito relaxed his headlock on the kid and slid his arm off. He closed his fingers around the jackal’s muzzle, just in case, but the kid seemed to enjoy that, based on a contented rumble that escaped him. Vito massaged his muzzle with thick hyena fingers, and the kid melted in his arms, half-closing his eyes and shivering.


  “Feel good?” Vito rumbled, though he already knew the answer. He rubbed his fingerpads gently over the outline of boy’s cockhead.


  “Unnnnhhhh,” the jackal breathed softly. He tried to look back at Vito, but the hyena held his head tightly in place, preventing him from moving his muzzle, and after a moment he stopped trying. “Wh-whut are you gonna do to me?” he asked, shakily.


  “You gay?” Vito asked, eyeing the frozen musclewolf on the TV screen.


  Abruptly stiffening, the jackal took a sharp breath. He did not answer.


  “Your folks know?”


  The jackal arched his back, squirming lightly in Vito’s arms. “Nobody knows,” he grunted. He strained to look back at the hyena again, failed once more, and went limp, sighing audibly. “Are you gonna tell ‘em?”


  “Nope,” Vito said, immediately. “I don’t believe in outing.” He let his fingers slide off the jackal’s muzzle, to rest lightly around his throat.


  The jackal squirmed in place, craning his neck to frown suspiciously at him. He had golden eyes and a dusting of black fur scattered throughout his beige muzzle, mostly under his chin, giving him the appearance of light scruff, enthusiastically but sparsely grown by a yearling who has just discovered he can grow it. He searched Vito’s eyes and face, clearly trying to gauge his motives. Even through his haze of arousal, he looked scared.


  Vito frowned. “How old are you?”


  The jackal looked away. “Nineteen, sir,” he said.


  “You in school?”


  “CSCC.” That was a local community college.


  Vito narrowed his eyes. “Why’d you break in here?”


  The jackal swallowed, very conspicuously avoiding eye contact.


  Vito watched him. “Just to get your rocks off?” He stared. “Maybe grab some souvenirs? Get yourself a jockstrap? Grab some leather gear?” He cocked his head. “Scamper home and jack off with your face buried in it?”


  The jackal was perfectly motionless for a moment, and then nodded, almost imperceptibly. He was turning crimson.


  Vito nodded, considering for a moment. “Alright,” he said, softly. “Get up.” He squirmed away from the sprawled-out jackal, laboring awkwardly up onto his big paws. “And don’t try getting away from me, I’m faster than you are and a whole lot stronger.” He backed away until he was in front of the sofa, and slowly lowered himself onto it.


  The jackal raised himself to his hands and knees, shyly looking every direction but at Vito. He awkwardly re-buttoned his jeans, but did not clasp his belt. He hung his head miserably, the picture of guilt.


  “C’mere,” Vito ordered, spreading his thick legs and leaning backward. He patted his thighs invitingly.


  Still avoiding eye contact, the jackal stood up and slowly approached him.


  “Look at me,” Vito ordered.


  The jackal raised his golden eyes, breathing hard. He met Vito’s hazel eyes and refused to budge from that position.


  “Look at my body,” Vito ordered, grinning. He raised his big arms and did a double-bicep flex. The sleeves of his black t-shirt strained against his gold-colored, brown-spotted arms.


  The jackal’s eyebrows shot upward and his ears folded back. His eyes darted over Vito’s thick arms and his barrel chest, even down to his moderate paunch, and within a few seconds his tapered muzzle was coloring with deep crimson.


  “Did you break in here ‘cause you think Tom and Harry are hot?” Vito asked him. He slowly lowered his arms.


  Looking down in mortification, the jackal nodded almost imperceptibly. “Yeah,” he whispered. He thought for a moment and then swallowed, hard. “Every time I pass by this house I try to get a glimpse inside. Sometimes they hang out shirtless in back.” He shook his head. “I saw them making out once.” He shivered. “God, that was hot.”


  Vito grinned. “Do you think I’m hot?”


  The jackal stared at him for a moment. “Yes,” he whispered, finally. “I seen you around here before.”


  Vito nodded, unable to wipe the smile off his face. “Mmm-hmm. C’mere and stand right here, between my boots.” He grinned, leaning all the way back against the couch. “What’s your name, kid?”


  The jackal edged reluctantly forward. “Tanner.”


  Vito rumbled. Tanner. He liked that. “I’m Vito. I’m not going to call the cops. What do you think about that?”


  The jackal stopped with his boot toes up against the base of the couch, his knees brushing Vito’s inner thighs. This close to the hyena, he had his jackal-paws curled into tight fists and his arms were so tense that Vito could make out each individual tendon.


  The jackal clenched his jaw, frowning. “You got something else in mind?” he asked, softly. He looked like he was deciding whether or not to bolt again.


  Vito grinned up at him. “Yeah. But I don’t think you’re gonna mind it.”


  Without waiting for a response, he reached up and planted one meaty paw on Tanner’s jeans, thrusting his hand up under the jackal’s tanktop.


  Tanner jerked in surprise and arched his back unhappily, his upper lip lifting in an involuntary sneer.


  Vito dragged the boy’s thin undershirt upward, revealing soft near-white fur over a perfect set of abs. He leaned forward and nuzzled, rumbling loudly, clamping one big hand over each of Tanner’s thin flanks.


  Tanner let out a soft gasp, squirming under the attention, arching his back and trying to lean backwards.


  “I love that you’re trying to squirm away from me.” Vito rumbled and dipped his muzzle, licking aggressively at the boy’s navel, holding him tightly in place, and he got so excited that he let out a terrifying little hunting laugh.


  Tanner flinched, but when Vito looked warily up to see his reaction, there was fire in the young jackal’s eyes.


  “Hyenas really do make that noise?” the boy asked, with a face between wonder and lust.


  Vito grinned toothily up at him. “Yeah. A lot, actually. Take your shirt off.”


  Tanner nodded slowly down at him, and then shyly lifted his tank-top off his shoulders, swallowing hard and coloring crimson. His entire chest was the same white as his abs, with a hint of light brown, except for a darker tuft between his lightly muscled pecs, and a tuft of darker fur under each of his arms. “I can’t believe you’re making me do this,” he muttered.


  Vito snorted. “This is just the beginning, kid.” He lunged forward with his muzzle again, probing at Tanner’s light chest fur over his left pec, until he found a stiff, ready nipple. He eagerly lapped at it, clamping his hands hard around Tanner’s skinny sides.


  The jackal gasped audibly, which only spurred Vito forward. He nibbled gently, probing hard with at the jackal’s nipple with his tongue, and sucked as hard as he dared.


  Tanner shivered in his arms, and suddenly Vito was holding most of the boy’s weight, as he struggled to stay on his feet. “Holy sh-shiiiiiiihhtttt” he gasped, clamping his hands over Vito’s thick shoulders and whimpering. The boy swayed unsteadily, shivering.


  Vito bit the jackal’s pec delicately and grinned up at him, licking his teeth. “You like that, little man?” he asked, smugly.


  Tanner swallowed, his eyes a little wide. “I dunno if that’s really my thing,” he said, softly. “I didn’t even know those were, uh, sensitive.”


  Vito chuckled. “Bet I can turn you around on that. Turn around. I want to see that black back of yours.” He made no effort to remove his big mitts from the skinny jackal’s flanks.


  Tanner nodded, swallowing, and writhed around in a half-circle. Vito’s paws ran over his stomach and his lower back, and he let out a shivering breath.


  Vito watched him turn. Tanner was a black-backed jackal, with shaggy silver-and-gray fur running from his waist up to the back of his neck, punctuated by an inky seam where it transitioned to golden-beige fur on his sides. He was gorgeous.


  “Hrrrrrrrrrrrrrrmmm,” Vito rumbled. “It’s been way too fuckin’ long since I seen a jackal up close.” He leaned forward and nibble-bit his way up Tanner’s back, nipping him hard right between the shoulders, and then again on his ruff. He lifted himself to his feet, pushing hard against the jackal’s back. He shoved him forward so forcefully that he had to clamp his hands around the jackal’s stomach, or he would have pushed him right over.


  Tanner shivered violently, arching his back and tensing. He let out a whimper and tilted his head back, gasping. His chest was so narrow, Vito could cover practically his entire torso with just his paws.


  “Oh, I bet this feels so good,” Vito rumbled, chewing gently on the jackal’s shaggy black ruff. I remember the first time a big daddy manhandled me like this.” He cupped one big paw around Tanner’s chin, tilting his head up and back, and slurped messily at his muzzle. “Tell me how good it feels.”


  Tanner let out a strangled moan, shivering violently. “Oh gawd, I can’t believe this is happening,” he whimpered. He trembled again, teetering shakily.


  He left his muzzle open after he said it, and Vito thrust his wide tongue in from the side. Tanner jerked in surprise, but after a moment started to slurp awkwardly back.


  “Drop your pants,” Vito growled at him, nuzzling him hard, pulling the kid back against his own aching hard-on. He ground the jackal against himself, rubbing his fat paws up and down the boy’s tight stomach.


  “Ngh!” Tanner grunted, fumbling clumsily for the button of his jeans. He snapped them open and shoved his jeans downward. His quads were just like his arms, muscular but thin, and as soon as Vito pulled away in the slightest, the jackal’s jeans slid all the way down around his ankles.


  Vito didn’t give him more than a second’s pause before he reached around to grab the jackal’s meat again, this time finding him as hard as a stone.


  “Oh shiiit!” Tanner grunted, hissing loudly.


  “That’s a good boy,” Vito rumbled. He let go of the jackal and sat down hard on the couch behind him, his face inches from the jackal’s thick, fuzzy tail. Tanner was wearing a pair of plain white Hanes briefs, and they framed his ass beautifully. The jackal swayed, still off-balance. Vito put his paws on the boy’s hips.


  Tanner put his paws over Vito’s, hunching his shoulders and panting mightily. He looked warily back at him, apprehension in his golden eyes. With his dusty gray-and-black-framed face, he really was an unbelievably handsome kid.


  Vito looked up at him. “Feeling exposed?” he asked.


  Tanner nodded, swallowing unhappily. “I ain’t been around anyone in just my skivvies in a long time.”


  Vito grinned savagely upward. “I notice that isn’t stopping you.”


  Tanner nodded, his pink tongue poking out. “Yeah, well,” he whispered, trailing off and blushing.


  Vito grinned. “Can’t say I’m surprised. Are you clean back here?”


  The jackal frowned, confused.


  Vito blinked at him. “I’m not into scat, kid,” he said, severely.


  Tanner’s light eyebrows jumped upwards. “Oh jeez! Uh, no, I had a shower right before I came over.” He swallowed, turning crimson.


  Vito nodded brightly. “Works for me.” He yanked Tanner’s briefs down off his perfect golden ass and pulled them all the way down to his ankles.


  Tanner jerked in embarrassment, clenching his fists and his teeth. “C’mon, Mr. Vito, I’m not ready for this!” he whimpered, his tail curling up between his legs.


  Vito gently pried the jackal’s tail out of the way, and replaced it with his bulky, square, very warm muzzle.


  As soon as his cold nose touched the underside of Tanner’s tailbase, the jackal panicked. “ARP!” he yelled. “Stop it, Mr. Vito! This is all too arrrrrp!”


  Vito dug his muzzle in enthusiastically, taking a long, slow slurp over Tanner’s asshole. The jackal tasted like sweat and body wash, and if Vito was honest with himself, the jackal’s alarmed, powerful struggling was a huge turn-on. Vito clamped his predator’s paws over Tanner’s narrow hips and gave him another meaty slurp.


  “Mr. Viiito!” Tanner squealed. He clamped his hands over Vito’s paws again, struggling to squirm away from him, hunching over at the midline and widening his stance, almost tripping over Vito’s big hyena feet in the meantime.


  Vito growled, his muzzle filling with saliva, slathering the jackal’s asshole and tailbase with slimy, warm hyena spit. He let it get messy, letting hot hyena drool run down both of the kid’s inner thighs as he aggressively tongued his asshole.


  “Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck,” Tanner whimpered, dipping his head and shuddering. He whined deeply in his chest, high-pitched and keening, and bent at the waist, bending his knees and trying to pull forward, away from Vito’s probing muzzle.


  Trying to escape, eh? Vito tightened his grasp, digging his claws in.


  Tanner threw his head back and moaned, warmth pouring off of him like a kerosene heater.


  After a few moments of making the kid squeal, Vito came up for air. He bit Tanner squarely on his left asscheek, making the kid jerk violently.


  Panting, Tanner looked back at him and glared.


  Vito grinned. “How’d you like that, little man?” he rumbled, licking his teeth.


  Tanner glanced warily back at him. “God damn,” he grunted. “Not sure I liked it at all.”


  Vito stared up at him. “Turn around,” he whispered.


  The jackal stared gravely down at him, and then nodded obediently. He squirmed around, probably desperate to get his asshole away from the perverted hyena, and zipped around so fast that he smacked Vito in the nose with his cock. The jackal had a good seven or eight inches of fat red meat, and it whacked Vito in the muzzle like a rubber novelty hammer. A slick drizzle of precum flung across his muzzle like a poorly-aimed gob of split.


  Vito glared at Tanner with angry, crazy eyes.


  The jackal’s eyes shot open and his paws flew up to his muzzle. “Ohmygawd I’m sorry!” he wailed. “I forgot I was close enough to–”


  Ignoring him, Vito grabbed the jackal’s hips. He lunged for the boy’s cock, taking half of its length into his muzzle, and thrust his head forward. It was sweaty and hot and pleasantly fat inside his muzzle.


  “Aaaaahhhhh!” Tanner gasped, arching his back and squealing. ”Oh shit!” The jackal’s weight was suddenly in the hyena’s paws once again, and Vito felt his body tremble with great, violent shivers. Tanner held onto him like he was drowning.


  “MmmMMMMMmmmmm,” Vito rumbled, letting a growl creep into his voice. He brutally massaged the jackal’s cock against the roof of his mouth, working it aggressively with his tongue.


  He’d just planned to get the kid going before fucking him senseless, but now that he had a piece of fat meat in his mouth, he couldn’t resist really going to town. He felt his muzzle fill with saliva again, and he swallowed several times to prevent himself from drooling down the front of his shirt.


  Tanner arched his back and lifted his head like he was going to start howling. He shuddered violently and kept shaking, gasping loudly for breath. “Awmagawd!” he cried, digging into Vito’s shoulders with his sharp little jackal claws.


  Vito swallowed again, inhaling deeply with his nose against the short, shaggy furs of Tanner’s sheath, and pulled gently but insistently off the jackal’s cock.


  Tanner straightened up, grunting, and lifted himself to a more-or-less vertical position, though he was shivering and panting like he was about to go into shock.


  Vito grunted, and stared purposefully up at the kid. He tilted his head and firmly nuzzled his cock. The jackal was so hard; Vito had forgotten what it was like to fuck a young man. They really put their entire physical being into it.


  Tanner looked down at him, swallowing. “Is it okay if I touch your face? I don’t really know how this all works yet.” He looked away, blushing.


  Feeling good, enjoying the heat and the hardness, Vito looked up at him, gently rubbing his nose against the kid’s throbbing shaft, and looked up at him with half-closed eyes. “Go ahead, kid,” he rumbled. “Do whatever you want.”


  Tanner nodded severely and reached down to loosely encircle Vito’s muzzle with his thin fingers.


  It was a unique sensation, pretty different from the ear-grabbing Vito was used to. It actually felt pretty good.


  Vito let his eyes slide halfway closed and just played with the jackal’s crowbar-stiff cock, running his lips over it, slurping gently at the base of his shaft.


  Tanner gently caressed his muzzle as he did it, barely touching him with the tips of his claws, and the sensation gave Vito goosebumps. The fur on his back and his arms stood up, and he let out a shuddering breath.


  Vito dipped his shaggy head to nose at Tanner’s balls, and the kid gently dug his claws in under his ears and over the back of his neck. The sensation made Vito shiver, letting out a hot breath over the kid’s dangling sack, and he liked the feeling a lot. He stayed with his muzzle pointed downward, opening his teeth and slurping at the kid’s balls, working them as aggressively as he dared.


  Tanner tilted his head back and moaned loudly. “Oh fuccckkkkk,” he groaned, shivering hard. His ass and quads were in a constant state of hardness and writhing under Vito’s fingers. He was letting the pleasure completely overwhelm him.


  Vito tilted his muzzle upward, slurping at the kid’s shaft and the top of his sheath, and the stank of pre was so intense that it made his head swim a little; the kid must have been marinating in his own juices for a good hour before Vito showed up. He soaked the jackal’s cock in hyena spit, nuzzling it, covering his muzzle and the kid’s crotch in slick hyena drool.


  The smell was overpowering. He loved it.


  Tanner reached down again, grabbing his muzzle a little harder now, and Vito had to fight him to get his face where he wanted it. It felt good, so he let the jackal wrestle with him, pushing his muzzle downward when he wanted to point it up. He slathered the kid’s cock with spit the whole time, big meaty slurps, pushing his head hard upward.


  Tanner pushed him back down, barely able to maintain any kind of a grip on the hyena’s slobber-soaked muzzle.


  Vito looked up at him, locking eyes, and growled. Tanner glared down at him, set his jaw and shoved him back down, hard.


  Vito pushed back, getting his knees into it, letting out a terrifying, high-pitched hyena yap. Tanner flinched for a second , his slobber-soaked dick pushed firmly against Vito’s questing nose, but after a moment he only seemed to increase in his insane resolve to push the hyena off of his rock-hard erection.


  Vito let out a short series of involuntary barks, threw his shoulders back, and lurched for the boy’s erection. He slurped the boy’s entire fat meat into his muzzle, and worked it like a dog with a bone. He grabbed Tanner’s ass and pulled the jackal toward him, growling protectively over his prize.


  Tanner groaned and grabbed Vito’s ears, clamping hard down on them and crushing the hyena’s shaggy head against his crotch, burying the hyena’s nose in his pubic fur. His thick wet cockhead finally shoved into the back of Vito’s throat, and Vito nearly gagged, grunting and jerking unhappily at the sensation of jackalmeat cutting off his airway.


  The jackal manhandling him either didn’t notice or didn’t care, because instead of letting go, he continued crushing Vito’s head against his crotch, shivering violently and letting out an anguished yowl.


  Vito felt a moment of shock – he hadn’t intended to get the jackal to cum at all, had he really lost control like that? – and then there was acrid jackal cum blasting straight into the back of his throat.


  The hyena gagged for a few moments, snorting unhappily, and wrenched backward, pulling a few inches off the jackal’s spurting meat. The boy’s hot seed still poured into his muzzle, and Vito either had to swallow the steaming load or let it overflow his muzzle. He gulped down a mouthful of the jackal’s cum, and then another, but that still wasn’t enough. A small amount spilled out the side of his muzzle and dribbled hotly down his shirt.


  Tanner came for an improbably long time, gushing semen into Vito’s muzzle for what seemed like twenty seconds more than he should have been capable of, and finally shuddered to a stop. The jackal looked down at him, wide-eyed and alarmed, shivering and scared-looking. Panting, he released Vito’s ears, his own tongue hanging out of his narrow muzzle.


  Working his jaw, Vito slid slowly off the jackal’s member. Tanner grit his teeth at the sensation.


  “Holy shit,” the jackal breathed. He stared down at Vito, his eyes wide, his fat cock dangling flaccidly but still angry-red and half-hard. He had a hell of a cock.


  “Holy shit indeed,” Vito grunted, reaching up to wipe his lips and muzzle clean. His forearm came away smeared and matted like he’d been eating chicken wings without the benefit of a napkin.


  Tanner stared down at him, kneeling, angry and smeared with his seed, and the fire in the boy’s eyes was something to behold.


  Swallowing, Vito coughed loudly and snorted again. He glared up at the jackal. “I hope you don’t think that this gets you off the hook for being my fuck-toy.” He cocked his head back and forth, cracking his neck. “I didn’t even get my shirt off.” He licked his teeth, trying to get the acrid taste of jackal cum out of his mouth. He pushed the jackal backward, trying to stagger to his feet.


  His eyes locked predatorially on the hyena, Tanner cocked his head. “Mr. Vito, I jerk off about twenty times a day. I’ll be ready to go again in ten minutes.”


  Vito staggered to his feet, and Tanner reached down to help him up. The kid was surprisingly strong.


  Vito scowled at him.


  Tanner smiled dopily back at him, the picture of country-boy innocence.


  Vito stared at him for a moment, and then his annoyance left him like cigarette smoke clearing in a high wind.


  Tanner seemed to notice this, and grinned his stupid country-boy grin again. “Ain’t mad at me, areya?” He cocked his head adorably.


  Vito rolled his eyes to avoid smiling. “Excuse me,” he rumbled. “I gotta go rinse my mouth. Somebody just dumped about two gallons of cum down my throat.”


  Tanner stared at him, blinked for a moment, and then looked away, coloring crimson. He still had that proud little smile, though. Vito had the feeling he would turn out to be one hell of a dom.


  Smiling, Vito slid past him toward the bathroom in the hallway.


  Inside the bathroom, the big hyena rinsed his mouth, washed his face, and swilled a few ounces of Scope in his muzzle. It cleared the acrid taste of jackal cum, but only just barely.


  Spitting into the sink, the big hyena stared at his reflection. He had little bits of barely-legal jackalcum soaking pearly-white into his black t-shirt.


  Staring at himself, he slowly frowned.


  “What are you doing?” he asked himself. “Look at you. Thirty-five years old and you’re threatening to call the cops on a nineteen-year old if he doesn’t let you fuck him. What kind of a sad old man are you?” His reflection frowned back at him.


  Normally Vito was quite proud of his appearance – a big-armed, wide-shouldered daddy hyena with a short spotted mohawk – but drizzled as he was with the semen of a panicked teenager, this was not his finest moment.


  He shook his head. This just wasn’t right. He should do the responsible thing – let the kid off the hook, board up the broken door, and try to get his shit together.


  Sighing, he left the hallway bathroom. “Hey, Tanner?” he called out. “I’ve been thinking, and we really don’t have to–”


  Stepping into the living room, he froze in his tracks, his jaw dropping open.


  Stark naked, Tanner grinned proudly back at him. His arms were folded over his lithe chest and muscular stomach, and his cock was already at half-mast again. On the couch next to him lay his clothes, neatly folded with his boots laid out on top and his cap on top of his boots. Now Vito could see he had short, shaggy silver hair, and he was even cuter than he had been before.


  Vito couldn’t say anything.


  “You know what, Mr. Vito?” Tanner asked him. “I always been too shy to even say hi to the guys who live here, because I figured they were so much better’n me, all they’da done is make fun. But you didn’t make fun, Mr. Vito. You been real nice to me.” He started walking toward Vito, his exposed cock swaying gently and returning to full hardness.


  “Uhhhhhhh,” Vito said.


  “Anyway,” Tanner said. “I just wanted to show you I still want to be your… uhh… fucktoy, y’said?” He grinned brightly.


  Vito nodded. “Thaaat is what I said, yes.”


  Tanner smiled amiably. “Okay then, sir. Let’s get on with it.” He looked away bashfully. “I promise you’ll get your shirt off this time.”


  Vito stared at him. It took him a moment to compose a response. “It, ah, it really made you feel that much better to get your dick sucked?”


  Tanner watched him for a moment, and then nodded shyly. He smiled lopsidedly, and Vito abandoned any thought of letting the boy go without a good rutting.


  He grinned. “Kid, you are too much.” He reached for the hem of his tight t-shirt and pulled it up over his shoulders, almost ripping it in the process.


  Tanner’s eyes widened in a most pleasing fashion.


  Vito knew he looked good. He was at the gym four or five times a week, and had worked himself into a stacked beast, with thick arms and a barrel chest. He had long-ago given up on a six-pack, but even with a little gut he still turned quite a few heads. Tanner seemed to fly right past “turned head” immediately, and appeared to be well on his way to popping his eyes out of his head.


  Vito grunted, lifting one arm and flexing it impressively. “What do you think of this, little man?” His biceps were huge, probably as thick around as Tanner’s quads, and the jackal’s ears folded back submissively. Vito stroked his spherical bicep with the thick fingers of his other hand and grinned.


  His jaw dropping open, the boy lowered his head and only looked up at Vito in fleeting glances. He looked… guilty.


  Vito frowned. “What’s the matter?”


  The naked jackal looked away, blushing. “I, uh, I ain’t used to looking at other guys.” He swallowed. “I mean, uh, like in person. Usually they can’t see me.” He shook his head. “It doesn’t seem right, bein’ out in the open like this.”


  Vito frowned. “I just had your dick in my mouth.”


  Tanner looked away, grimacing. “I know. I’m sorry.” He glanced back up, guiltily. “All I can think of is that you’re gonna kick my ass.” He looked away, his ears folding back against his head. “I’m sorry.”


  Vito stared at him a moment, and then nodded solemnly. “Shit. Well then… I guess muscle worship isn’t going to work for you.”


  Tanner looked back at him, gritting his teeth. “Are you… are you gonna stop?” he begged.


  Vito cocked his head. “You wanna give it another try?”


  Tanner swallowed. “Maybe… okay, how about, don’t… don’t flex for me.” He thought for a moment. “Flex… for the mirror.”


  Vito stared blankly at him.


  The jackal thought for another few moments, and then nodded slowly. “Just… like… pose in the mirror or something. Don’t make a big deal of me being there.” He swallowed, his muzzle tinting bright crimson. “I’ll just watch. Like you can’t see me. Like you don’t know I’m there.”


  Vito thought about that a moment.


  He cocked his head. “Actually… that sounds kinda hot.”


  Tanner processed that a moment, and then blinked back at him. “R-really?”


  Vito looked back at him. “So, I’m like just fucking around, showing off, and you’re, like, hiding, watching me?”


  Tanner stared at him, his Adam’s apple bobbing up and down, and nodded nervously.


  Vito cocked his head. “And I don’t even know this pervy redneck is hiding in the room playing with himself.” He felt his meat stir eagerly in his jeans.


  Tanner watched him uncertainly, breathing hard. The jackal’s tongue darted out and he licked his teeth.


  Vito nodded. “Sounds amazing. Let’s get to it, you sick twisted freak.”


  Tanner stared back at him, and then grinned nervously.


  Am I really going to drag this scared teenager into some seriously perverted roleplay? Vito thought, but then Tanner smiled lopsidedly at him, and the thought of leaving flitted away as if it had never even occurred to him.


  His heart already pounding, Vito pranced off for Tom and Harry’s spare bedroom.


  



  

  Quite conveniently for Vito’s purposes, the spare bedroom held a set of vigorously-used exercise equipment. Tom and Harry were both enthusiastic strength trainers, and their machine setup was probably worth as much as Vito’s motorcycle. The closet in this bedroom had doors that were full-length mirrors, and it was a great workout space, as well as great for the occasional muscle-daddy orgy.


  By the time Tanner followed him down the short hallway, Vito was already on the floor doing pushups shirtless. The pup gasped as he slipped into the room and disappeared behind the elliptical machine.


  Vito was on the floor facing the mirror, making eye contact with his reflection. On each downward drop, he could see his back muscles, muscular ridges carved into his fur. Dusty tan fur ran down his back, with gorgeous coffee-brown spots covering him like inkspots. His hair was cropped close, but a noticeably shaggier, darker gold mane ran down the center of his head all the way to the top of his neck. He had let it grow out and it served him well as a short, shaggy mohawk.


  Behind him, he was aware of Tanner, eyes wide and hungry, his narrow muzzle hanging gently open. Vito could smell him, now. Excitement and arousal poured off the jackal, and Vito could hear him breathing.


  Twenty-one… twenty-two… twenty-three… twenty-four. Vito’s big arms burned. He usually only did a couple sets as a warm-up, but the feeling of the lithe jackal’s eyes all over him, picturing far beyond what he was seeing, spurred him on well past his usual limits.


  His heart pounding and his arms pumped up, Vito stood up. He moved to the weight bench, pausing to free his huge hyena paws from his biker boots, and stripping off his socks. Seated bare-pawed on the weight bench, he tossed his sweaty socks toward the elliptical and picked up a 30-pound dumbbell in each hand. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw a caramel-covered arm reach out for his socks, and as he pounded out curls he heard the jackal inhale deeply and shakily.


  After a good five minutes of that, he loaded the bench bar with another stack of weights, moving slowly and deliberately, keeping his back to the jackal he knew was lurking. He stopped at 150 – well below his limit for bench-pressing but enough to give Tanner a good show. He did more than two dozen lifts, listening carefully for the sound of jackal grunts over his own labored breathing.


  When he was done, Vito stood up and stretched slowly. He removed the weights, slowly and deliberately, taking his time, relishing each clank of metal-on-metal.


  Tom and Harry did most of their real heavy lifting at the local gym, but they did have a squat rack. They had only purchased it for kinky bondage activities, and thus it had probably never seen a single actual squat, until today.


  Pointedly ignoring the jackal in the corner, Vito slid his jeans off his round ass, stripping down to his underwear, which was a set of skintight black Lycra trunk shorts, tailored around his fat hyena package.


  “Jesus Christ,” he heard Tanner mutter, and Vito fervently hoped the boy was quieter when he was stalking muscle studs for real.


  Vito loaded up the bar and did a slow set of squats, grunting and panting as hard as he liked. Following that, he parked in front of the mirror door, to admire his muscular form. He clamped his hands together and flexed his pecs, holding the pose for a long moment before he lifted his thick arms over his head.


  Looking in the mirrored doors, he saw himself through Tanner’s eyes, fresh and exotic and forbidden. A jet-black muzzle. Bright hazel eyes. A short, perky tail perched over a firm round ass.


  He watched himself, licking his teeth, letting his big hands play over his chest. His heart was pounding and his cock was really starting to fight his shorts, straining against the sheer Lycra and sending shocks of pleasure up his spine. He rubbed his hands over his bare stomach and massaged his package, flexing the round bicep of his other arm.


  Breathing hard, letting his tongue hang out, Vito hooked his thumb into his shorts and pulled them down over his crack, exposing a dozen more spots as he bared his ass to the supposedly-empty room.


  “F-f-fuucckk,” Tanner whispered quietly, letting out a shuddering breath.


  Vito ignored him. Facing away from the mirror, visible in profile to Tanner, he closed his eyes. He left his shorts stuck around his thick quads and played with himself with both hands, rolling his balls in one hand and massaging his sheath with the other. His cock erupted out of his sheath in moments, roaring to full hardness and fighting back against his fingers as he squeezed and taunted his growing meat.


  Satisfied at his throbbing cock’s level of hardness, Vito let go and flexed his biceps, pointing his elbows all the way skyward. He held his elbows up over his head, admiring his powerful torso and his massive arms, the light tan of his stomach, the cavernous muscle of his armpits, the dark brown spots he could see on his arms and the edges of his neck. He rotated slowly back and forth in place, holding the pose, licking his teeth, watching his pink tongue dart in and out of his black muzzle.


  “C’mere, kid,” he grunted.


  Only barely visible in the corner of his eye, Tanner jerked noticeably.


  Vito turned to stare at him, and as he did, he caught sight of his own reflection. He looked like an absolute fucking monster. He looked like he was calling Tanner over to consume him.


  “Get over here,” he snarled.


  Wide-eyed, the lithe jackal shakily took a few steps toward him. He looked terrified, but his cock never flagged a bit.


  Lowering his right arm, keeping his left arm stretched high over his head, Vito tapped his left armpit with his right index finger. “In here,” he grunted. “You seemed to like that porno movie an awful lot,” he said. “Let’s see how you like the real thing.”


  Shivering gently, Tanner nodded. He leaned hesitantly forward.


  Vito reached up for the back of the kid’s head, put gentle pressure on his black neck, and tugged him inexorably forward into his sweaty armpit.


  “Unnnhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” Tanner groaned, closing his eyes and pushing his muzzle under Vito’s arm. In a moment the kid’s muzzle was slick with sweat, and he shivered and ground his narrow muzzle in under Vito’s arm.


  Vito tried not to shiver. “Oh, yeah. That feels good. How’s this, kid? Am I being nice to you now?” he rumbled.


  Tanner stared at him with lusty, half-closed eyes, and his arms lifted and planted on Vito’s right pec and his left elbow. The jackal leaned forward, grinding his muzzle against the cavern of muscle that was Vito’s pectoral assembly. As the hyena watched, Tanner’s lips parted, and his long tongue slid out and slurped deep into his sweaty armpit.


  Vito half-closed his eyes. “That’s it, kid. Show me how much you love this.”


  Tanner ground his muzzle against Vito’s arm, rubbing his cheek ruff into it. “Oh my God, you feel so good.” He licked his teeth. “You taste like salt and locker room.” The boy shivered violently, his hands shaking. He was so keyed-up.


  Vito snorted. “Better than sniffing some stolen socks, eh?” He pulled forward, grinding Tanner’s muzzle under his arm, and pushed his left bicep down, pinning the jackal’s muzzle.


  Tanner snorted loudly, his eyes growing wide and intense. He tried to pull back halfheartedly, but the smaller jackal was no match for the muscled-up hyena. His eyes rolled back in his head and he shivered, groaning loudly, his voice muffled by Vito’s sweaty fur.


  Vito crushed him a little harder, and finally released the helpless jackal.


  Tanner pulled back slowly, shivering. His muzzle was smeared with Vito’s sweat and his own saliva, and he stared into Vito’s eyes, unsure but unbelievably determined.


  Vito looked down. The jackal was rock-hard again, his fat meat so swollen that his head was a deep shade of purple. Vito’s own cock matched it, shorter overall but a good sight thicker.


  The hyena chuckled. “I guess you liked that, little man.”


  Tanner swallowed. “This is fucking incredible,” he whispered. “I know what’s next. You don’t have to tell me.” Staring at Vito’s cock, he slid slowly to his knees.


  Vito raised an eyebrow. “I guess you aren’t feeling shy anymore,” he observed.


  Tanner glanced up at him, biting his lip. “I’m so fukken turned-on I can’t stop myself,” he said. He slid to his knees, eye-level with the hyena’s fat meat, and just the sight of the boy’s muzzle so close to his crotch made Vito’s cock pulse with excitement. The jackal’s enthusiasm was catching – Vito couldn’t even remember the last time he’d been this hard just out of anticipation.


  Tanner leaned hesitantly forward and nuzzled Vito’s cock, his short bristly muzzlefur gently tickling the hyena’s shaft.


  Vito let out a soft, shuddering breath. “That’s a good boy. You’re doing fine.”


  Tanner grunted, leaning forward to nuzzle Vito’s throbbing member a bit harder. He rubbed his muzzle up and down they hyena’s aching shaft, reaching up to plant his paws on the front of Vito’s hips.


  “Use your tongue now, Tanner,” Vito whispered. He clenched his big meaty fists at his side. His heart was absolutely pounding.


  Tanner glanced up at him, and then half-closed his eyes and leaned forward. He slurped Vito’s fat shaft, with long, unhurried licks. Vito was hard as a stone, but Tanner’s tongue was firm enough to push his cock back against his belly.


  Vito let out a little hiss, through his teeth. “That’s it. Doing fine.”


  Tanner pulled his muzzle back, cocked his head, and looked up at Vito. His eyes seemed darker now, more confident. He looked back down and leaned in hard, angling his muzzle lower and slurping at Vito’s balls. As he did, he reached up and circled his fingers around the hyena’s fat shaft.


  Vito shivered, arching his back and gritting his teeth. “Niiice,” he whispered. “Are you sure you haven’t done this before, kid?” he gasped.


  Tanner sighed happily, looking up and smiling his beautiful country-boy smile at Vito, though this time he was tenderly nuzzling Vito’s hot, full ballsac. The combination made the hyena shiver, a clear drop of precum appearing in his cockslit and rolling lazily down his head. “I’m just doin’ what you did,” the jackal cooed smoothly. He squeezed Vito’s fat shaft with surprising strength, sliding his fingers over the slick, spit-soaked skin. Vito was so hard that the slightest lateral pressure on his cock was almost painful.


  Tanner noticed that the hyena was leaking, and reached up to rub his thumb over his cockslit.


  Vito grit his teeth and hissed. “Mmm, I don’t think I did that, Tanner,” he grunted, shivering. Sharp little bolts of pleasure shot up his spine.


  Tanner smiled lopsidedly up at him. “You should be happy I watch a lot of porn, then.” He winked.


  Vito stared down at him. He really wanted this boy more than anything in the world right now.


  “Go ahead and suck on the head now, Tanner,” he said, softly. He strained to keep his voice even, but even to himself his voice sounded as gritty as kitty litter.


  “Yessir,” Tanner whispered, and lifted himself further up on his knees, tugging hard on Vito’s member. He squeezed his meat and angled it a few degrees forward, craning his neck and closing his muzzle around Vito’s cockhead. He moved swiftly and smoothly, without hesitation, and in half a moment Vito had his thick cockhead gently enveloped inside a warm, wet jackal muzzle.


  The hyena rumbled, arching his back and shivering. “Awww yeeaaahhah,” he hissed. “I made the right call. The cops would be having way less fun with you.”


  Tanner made a faint, high-pitched noise of pleasure, half-closing his eyes and snorting loudly. He began sucking on Vito’s cockhead, rotating his muzzle around Vito’s meat and slurping eagerly with his entire tongue.


  “Yeahhhhh boy, that feels… feels so damn good…” Vito reached up and steadied the boy’s head with his thick hands. The friction was amazing but the jackal’s muzzle was so warm and inviting that it was enough for Vito. Besides, he didn’t want to cum too fast, and he could feel his heavy balls already starting to tighten. “Just… just kinda suck. No need to squirm around like that.”


  Rumbling his acceptance, Tanner reached up and curled his thin fingers around Vito’s shaft, gripping him with surprising hardness. He pumped the hyena’s fat meat, running his thumb roughly up and down Vito’s member, leaning forward with blissfully closed eyes and pursing his lips around the hyena’s cockridge.


  “Mmmmmmmmmmmmmm,” Vito rumbled. He arched his back and shivered again. The teenager had taken to his cock like a fish to water. He couldn’t get enough of it.


  Tanner swallowed hard, and worked his jaw open a little further, sliding half an inch down Vito’s cock, and then half an inch more.


  Vito grit his teeth and clenched. “Easy now, boy,” he said. “Don’t take too much.” The warmness enveloping his cock was impossible to ignore. He felt his balls start to twitch again.


  Tanner swallowed again, opened his jaw a little further, and started to descend once more. The jackal removed his hand and worked his tongue down Vito’s shaft, reaching almost to Vito’s balls and soaking him with hot wet saliva. Growling softly, Tanner opened his eyes defiantly, starting up at Vito with angry, furrowed eyebrows.


  Vito stared down at him with wide eyes, grit his teeth, and felt himself twitching again.


  “Off! Off!” he cried. He bucked his hips backward, staggering back a few steps. His cock popped free from the jackal’s muzzle and waved back and forth like an arrow in a target.


  Wide-eyed, Tanner stared at him. His jaw hung open and his cock was drooling onto the weight mats. As Vito watched him, a thin streamer of drool escaped his narrow muzzle. He reached up and absent-mindedly wiped it away. “Wh-wh-what’s the matter?” he whispered.


  Vito swallowed. “Sorry. I was about to cum.” He cleared his throat.


  Tanner stared at him, disbelieving for a moment, and then it was like all traces of his hesitance blew away in the wind. He grinned wolfishly. “Really?” he all-but demanded.


  Vito didn’t like the look in the kid’s eyes. Abruptly, he remembered he wasn’t the only vicious predator in the room.


  Vito nodded. He grunted, embarrassed, and stared at the kid for a moment. “S’been awhile,” he offered, lamely.


  Tanner stared at him, still on his knees, grinning that insufferable country smile. He cocked his head after a moment. “Turn around,” he said. “There’s somethin’ else I want to return the favor on.” He licked his teeth.


  Vito blinked at him. “Uhhh,” he responded. “Are you sure about that? You don’t have to just because I did it.”


  Tanner nodded, slowly and deliberately. “I’m sure there’s nothin’ to worry aobut. You’re clean, too, ain’tcha, Mr. Vito?”


  Vito frowned.


  Tanner grinned. “C’mon. When the hell else am I gonna get a chance at a pretty spotted ass like yours?”


  Vito stared at him, searching his face, and saw only a sincere redneck who sincerely wanted to stick his tongue in his ass. He shrugged. “All right, kid. It’s your tongue.” He stepped away from his position, walked to the back of the bench rack, and leaned slightly forward, putting his hands on the bench bar. “Gimmie your best shot.”


  Tanner appeared behind him in a moment, growling softly, his tail lashing back and forth predatorily.


  “Now, go easy and go slow, okay?” Vito told him. “This doesn’t have to be like it is in the movieeeeeennnggghhh!” He arched his back and gasped as Tanner thrust his muzzle under his tail like he was looking for buried treasure.


  The jackal grabbed Vito’s hips and dug his claws in, giving Vito a wet, meaty slurp from his taint to his tailbase. Vito clenched his asshole and started to squirm.


  “Dammit, Tanner, go slow!” he gasped , but if he was really being honest with himself the aggression was turning him on.


  Behind him, Tanner snorted in irritation, paused a moment, and lined up his muzzle again. His cold nose lined up with Vito’s tailbase again, making him shiver, and then it was a few more moments before he did anything else.


  When he finally did act, Tanner’s wide, long tongue made contact just behind Vito’s balls, anchoring in place and soaking him to the skin with hot saliva. The tongue drew slowly backward, firmly and deliberately, dragging back over Vito’s asshole with tantalizing slowness.


  “Nnnnn…nnnggghhhhhh,” Vito groaned. A dull roar of pleasure filled his entrance and coursed slowly up his spine. “Th-that’s it, Tanner,” he grunted, shivering all along his body. He tightened his grip on the bench bar, taking a series of fast, shallow breaths.


  Tanner licked him again, just as slowly, and Vito lifted himself up onto the fat balls of his feet, tensing all the large muscles in his body. His thick legs shivered, and the bench bar rattled momentarily in its bracket.


  The jackal paws on his hips tightened, and Vito felt the sharp pinpricks of claws in his flesh. The kid started pulling his ass backwards. He wanted more.


  Vito wanted to fight, but the jackal was pulling him backwards with quite a bit of force, and it felt so good to just let him. He kept his hands where they were and let Tanner pull his hips back, and as he did he involuntarily bent slowly forward, opening his asscheeks up and giving the jackal yet-greater access.


  Tanner slurped at him again, with tantalizing slowness once more, and Vito shivered as the boy’s tonguetip dragged slowly over his asshole. He closed his eyes and shivered, his cock so hard now it was almost painful.


  The jackal held him like this for several more long, slow strokes, and then his muzzle slowly left the underside of Vito’s tail.


  Vito took a deep breath, held it, and let out a long, exhausted sigh.


  Tanner cleared his throat. “How was that, Mr. Vito?” he asked, quietly.


  Vito turned to stare at him.


  Tanner grinned incorrigibly back.


  Vito stayed where he was, bent over the bench bar. He didn’t really want to move.


  What he really wanted was for Tanner to stand up and finish what he started.


  He thought about that and frowned. Surely this skinny little redneck was not giving him the itch to bottom.


  Tanner stood up behind him, right behind him, and the jackal’s cock jammed in where his tongue had been, in Vito’s incredibly-sensitive nether-regions, digging into the underside of his balls. His cock was long and thick and crowbar-stiff, and it felt so good jamming him in his taint, and it would feel so so good buried deep inside of him.


  “I know what you want, Mr. Vito,” Tanner whispered huskily behind him.


  Vito turned his head and bared his teeth. “Like hell you do, kid. You’re my fuck-toy, remember?”


  Tanner chuckled. “I don’t think that matters now, do you, Mr. Vito?” He took a step back, his cock disappearing from underneath Vito’s balls, and it left a painful coldness until his hand reappeared there a moment later. He rubbed Vito’s asshole with his lean middle finger. “I learned somethin’ else about hyenas tonight, Mr. Vito. That bit about them always bottoming… that bit is true, in’t it?” He growled, the kid actually growled then, and it was so deep and menacing that it was hard to believe it was coming from the skinny jackal.


  Vito grunted, squeezing his eyes shut. “Don’t believe everything you h-hear, kid.” He panted softly, squirming under Tanner’s ministrations. His finger felt so good even though he wasn’t going in. Why wouldn’t he just go in?!


  Tanner chuckled. “I think this one is a pretty safe bet.” He angled his finger and dug it up into Vito’s ass.


  The hyena stiffened and grunted, and then before he could stop himself, he let out a series of loud, ear-splitting hunting barks.


  Tanner reached up and grabbed the back of the hyena’s Mohawk, pulling his head back and holding him steady as he dug his finger up into his ass. “Yeah, I would put money on this one, I think.” He dug his finger forward, and he landed right in Vito’s prostate, and the hyena felt so good so fast that his knees started to feel weak.


  Vito groaned. The kid was taking on a persona right out of a porno. But then again, he was doing a damn good job of it.


  “You think there’s a condom around here somewhere?” Tanner asked, looking around.


  Vito grunted, gasping for a moment as he struggled to find his voice. “In… in the closet. T-top drawer.” He shivered as Tanner worked his finger all around Vito’s asshole. “You are a fucking monster, you know that, kid?”


  Tanner grinned amiably at him, and in a heartbeat he was the sweet country boy again. “Thanks!” he said, brightly, and disappeared, abruptly both letting go of Vito’s Mohawk and yanking his finger out of the hyena’s ass.


  “Unnfft!” Vito groaned, twitching, but before he could say anything furious, Tanner was back behind him.


  “Dun’ worry, I learned this in sex-ed,” Tanner grunted, wrenching the condom wrapper open with his teeth. “Prolly shoulda put one on you before I had your dick in my mouth, but…” He grinned. “Ah well, I learned somethin’ for next time, I guess.” He slipped the condom on effortlessly – it was dark red, which is exactly what Vito would have expected from Tom and Harry – and in half a heartbeat he was back behind Vito. He put one hand on Vito’s shoulders and pushed him forward over the bench bar.


  Vito turned his head and bared his considerable teeth at the jackal. “I hope you found some lube in there, too.”


  Tanner stared back at him. Never breaking eye contact, he squirted a blob from a red plastic bottle onto his hands, reached forward, and shoved his first two fingers up into Vito’s ass.


  Vito grit his teeth and groaned as he felt his asshole being stretched painfully. Damn, had it really been that long? “G-go easy!” he hissed. “S’been awhile!”


  Tanner nodded. “Don’t worry, Mr. Vito,” he said. “I’ll take your mind off of it.” Vito felt the jackal step forward, felt his quads hot against the back of Vito’s legs, and suddenly the jackal was leaning hard over him. Vito adjusted his arms to hold both of their weight. Suddenly Tanner was kissing the back of his neck.


  Vito felt himself stiffen. This was an altogether unfamiliar sensation.


  Tanner kept at it, roughly massaging his asshole from the inside out, while planting warm wet kisses the back of his neck and nuzzling his mohawk. The sensations seemed to combine inside him, making the fur on his arms raise and his heart pound curiously hard. He shivered blissfully, letting his tongue hang out.


  The big hyena squirmed under the bizarrely tender sensations. “Alright,” he coughed, arching his back and letting out a shuddering breath. “Get on with it, kid.”


  Tanner did not lift off of his back, or stop kissing the back of his neck, but he did withdraw his fingers, and a moment later Vito felt a much fatter cockhead lodge itself under his tail.


  “Go slow!” he whispered, and this time it was less of an order than a plea.


  “Yes sir, Mr. Vito,” Tanner whispered into his ear, and then he was pushing forward.


  Vito arched his back and planted his feet squarely on the weight mat as the jackal surged forward and filled him. “Nnnnnnnnnearrrrggghhhhh,” he grunted, hissing through his teeth, and Tanner’s fat cock just kept coming and coming, spreading him open and spearing him helplessly in place.


  After what seemed like minutes, the jackal finally hilted inside of him, and Vito felt full and relaxed and subdued. Warm dull sensations of pleasure rolled lazily throughout his body.


  Tanner leaned forward against him, shivering so hard his teeth were chattering.


  Vito grunted. “Are you okay, kiddo?” he asked, concerned. He opened his eyes and stared at the shuddering jackal.


  Tanner growled softly. “This feels so… fucking… good,” he grunted. He reached forward and wrapped his arms around Vito’s chest, grabbing fistfuls of his fur and holding on like he was afraid of sliding off. “Ss-s-s’better than anything I ever… coulda fukken… imagined.” He looked at Vito with wide eyes and swallowed as if in pain.


  Vito blinked at him, and chuckled. He felt himself start to blush. “Heh,” he said. “You should try it from my end.”


  Tanner snorted loudly, and leaned in to slurp Vito’s cheek.


  “Awrrk!” Vito grunted. “GAWD. Are you going to fuck me, kiddo, or should I order a pizza?” He clenched his musclebutt, hard, around Tanner’s invading member.


  “NRRRGH!” Tanner hissed. He shivered again, letting his tongue loll out, and stared into Vito’s eyes. Grinning, he started to slide out, fast, too fast for Vito’s liking.


  Vito stiffened and arched his back, growling.


  Tanner straightened up and pulled nearly all the way out, until the base of his cockhead started to spread Vito’s asshole wide again. Vito grit his teeth and dipped his muzzle, hissing. But Tanner didn’t pull all the way out. He stopped with half his cockhead still inside Vito, and then pushed back inside.


  Vito rolled his shoulders, baring his teeth and hissing. “Stop that!” he demanded.


  Tanner groaned behind him. “But it feels so goood!” he protested. He pulled nearly all the way out again, and then buried his cock right back in the squirming hyena.


  “Ngh!” Vito grunted. “C’mon, kid, you’re killin’ me!” He dipped his head and let his tongue hang out.


  Tanner speared him one more time.


  “EARRRYYPP!” Vito yelped.


  Tanner dug in and stayed where he was. “Okay, okay, I’m in,” he said, sighing blissfully. “But damn if insertion isn’t the best part.”


  Arching his back bent over a weight bar with a jackal up his ass, Vito turned his head and let out a series of soft, shrill, threatening hyena laughs.


  Tanner watched him, smiled amiably, and leaned in again. He bucked his hips back slowly, and then cautiously leaned them in again. He did this a couple more times, the same way he had originally licked Vito. Slowly. Lazily. Deliberately.


  Vito watched him for a moment, trying to keep his guard up, but the thick, dull warmth under his tail gradually began to overcome him. The warmth and slow, gentle friction began to fill him with pleasure, and he relaxed his shoulders and settled in for a slow, lazy fuck.


  “That’s it, kiddo,” he rumbled, turning back around and hanging his head over the weight bench. “Goooooood boy.”


  Tanner let out a soft sigh. “You’re so fukken tight, Mr. Vito,” he whispered, almost in wonder.


  Vito looked back at the kid with half-closed eyelids and smiled.


  Tanner watched him, his eyes darkening with lust again, and began to speed up.


  Vito lifted his head and opened his muzzle, his tongue lolling out.


  Tanner started to hump him faster, breathing hard, and grunted in frustration.


  Vito opened his eyes. “What’s the matter?” he asked, flatly.


  Tanner growled loudly, his eyebrows furrowed in anger. “I can’t get a good rhythm going!” he snapped. “Those fuckers in the movies make it look so easy!”


  Vito thought for a moment. Fucking hell. He’d actually forgotten this was Tanner’s first time.


  He swallowed. “I got an idea. Pull out, okay?”


  Tanner’s eyes opened wide with concern.


  The hyena couldn’t help but smile. “Relax. You’ll be back in before you know it.”


  Frowning, Tanner took a step back, and once again Vito squirmed with displeasure as his not-insignificant cock roared out of Vito’s ass.


  Thirty seconds later, Vito had him laid out, on his back, on the weight bench. Vito had seen a lot of black-backed jackals, but he had never realized that their entire fronts were white and cream. The only color on Tanner’s entire front half was the deep gold of his eyes, the black of his nose, and the throbbing red erection that he still wasn’t even close to losing.


  Staring dubiously up at him, the jackal watched him with skepticism. “Uhhh, are you gonna make me work out?” he asked, slowly.


  Vito chuckled. “I guess, kinda.” He located the bottle of lube, blasted another two or three squirts onto Tanner’s cock, and lifted one meaty hyena leg over the boy.


  Enjoying the lithe jackal’s wide-eyed astonishment, Vito positioned himself over the kid’s fat cock, reached behind himself to line up the jackal’s member.


  Tanner gasped.


  Vito grinned down at him. “Get it now, kid?” He held the kid’s cock in place and lowered himself slowly, impaling his own ass on Tanner’s ready meat.


  “Ohhh shiiiiittt,” Tanner groaned, squeezing his eyes shut, all but writhing off the bench underneath him.


  Vito grunted, smiling grimly. “Real different sensation, isn’t it?” he grunted. “Gets you a lot…deeper… too.” He slowly lowered his weight onto the jackal’s hips. Tanner speared deep into him, spreading him wide, and he was so hard his cock didn’t even feel real. It felt like metal, or glass.


  Tanner grit his teeth and hissed furiously. He narrowed his eyes murderously at Vito, arching his back and lifting himself up onto his elbows, and for a moment Vito was actually scared of him. He looked absolutely infuriated.


  Vito leaned back a little and rotated himself very gently from side to side.


  Tanner hissed again, arching his back, and squirming in such a way that he seemed to be trying to escape.


  Vito half-closed his eyes, enjoying the sensations of the squirming jackal’s twitching cock, letting his tongue loll out again. “Yeahhhhh, that’s better,” he groaned. He felt himself return to full hardness as Tanner’s cock dug in against his prostate.


  Without warning, Tanner reached up and grabbed Vito’s cock.


  Vito jerked in surprise, snapping his eyes open. “The hell, kid?!”


  Growling defiantly up at him, Tanner began to work his cock over again.


  Vito stiffened, frowning. “Cut it out, kid. I want to make this last.” He shivered, his cock throbbing in Tanner’s hand.


  Tanner stared up at him, his golden eyes boring into Vito’s, and ever-so-slowly –pumped his shaft.


  Vito squirmed unhappily, arching his back, and frowned his disapproval.


  Tanner reached up with his other hand, stroking the hyena’s quad, and after a moment he dug his claws in. The sensation made Vito’s fur stand up again.


  Tanner leaned up as best he could and grabbed onto Vito’s right nipple.


  “Jeez, kid,” Vito gasped. “Calm down. I’m not g-going anywhere.” He leaned back and grabbed the bench behind himself, clamping his meaty paws onto the edges, on either side of Tanner’s legs. He squeezed the bench, helping to support his weight, and flexing his chest and arms beautifully, still squirming with his hips in a gentle circular motion.


  “That’s it,” Tanner growled, loudly. His voice was deep and menacing and Vito could feel the boy’s cock throbbing deep inside of him. “Show off that fucking chest for me. Flex harder.” He pinched Vito’s nipple between his fingers and twisted.


  “Nrrgh,” Vito groaned loudly, letting his eyes slide halfway closed.


  Tanner glared at him, gritting his teeth, and dragged his claws down Vito’s creamy chest, squeezing his left hand around Vito’s fat shaft and dropping his right hand to clamp around the hyena’s dangling balls.


  Vito flinched, gasping. He wanted to say something, but he couldn’t at this point. Tanner was being so aggressive, and he was so hard inside him. Vito did not have a single complaint about the kid’s sudden lust-fueled aggression.


  Tanner seemed to sense it. “That’s it, Vito. Now you’re mine. You caught me in the house but I turned the tables on you, didn’t I, Vito? Now your ass is mine!” He started to pump him, roughly squeezing the ridge of Vito’s cockhead. He tugged hard on the hyena’s ballsac, rolling it in his fingers. It felt so good.


  Half-closing his eyes, Vito let out a loud groan, tilting his muzzle upward and revealing his thick neck. He was putting on a good show for the jackal. He knew it. He wanted to do it. His body was starting to fill with dull waves of pleasure again. He didn’t want to cum. He wanted to go on for hours. But all the sensations from the jackal’s ministrations felt so good that he couldn’t bring himself to stop the boy.


  Tanner grunted loudly, baring his teeth to snarl again, and now little bits of foam were actually collecting in the corners of his mouth. “You’re my bitch now, aren’t you, Vito? Aren’t you?” He pumped Vito’s cock furiously, working his balls over as hard and as fast as he was jacking the hyena’s cock.


  Vito let out a strangled moan, and felt his voice creep upward, and he knew he was about to spill out a series of high-pitched laughs, and he wasn’t sure he could stop it. His balls were starting to tighten up again, too, almost pulling away from Tanner’s squeezing paw.


  The kid’s hand on Vito’s cock was like a blur. He was jacking Vito as swiftly as the hyena took care of himself.


  “Tanner, s-stop it,” Vito moaned, lifting his head and gasping, though he didn’t mean it. He tried to add to the statement but could only manage a grunt, delivered through his teeth as he tilted his muzzle upward, panting through grit teeth. It was like Tanner had hold of the very nerves in his body, and he was using them to send unending blasts of pleasure directly into Vito’s body. His cock and ass were like one unending white-hot ball of bliss.


  “Give it to me,” Tanner ordered, loudly. His hands never slowed down. His stamina was unbelievable.


  Vito felt his entire thick body shiver, uncontrollably. He clenched hard on Tanner’s iron-stiff cock, gritting his teeth again and dipping his muzzle. “N-no!” he moaned, squeezing the bench and arching his back. “You little bastard!”


  “Give it to me!” the jackal demanded, yelling loudly enough that Vito felt the vibrations working up through his chest. “GIVE IT TO ME!”


  



  

  The waves of pleasure grew into a steep peak, and Vito felt his body taking over for him. Arching his back, Vito threw his head back and spilled out a cascade of howling hunting barks. He howled, at a pitch and volume that was probably audible outside the house, and as he did this he felt his cock come alive and start to blast a musky load of hyena cum all over Tanner’s face and chest.


  The jackal never stopped pumping him, his paw working furiously over Vito’s meat, and the sensation was absolutely mind-blowing. Vito grit his teeth and snarled, spreading his legs as wide as he dared, and as he strained to hold himself up he felt his muscular arms and legs begun to quake, and he felt himself clench around Tanner’s invading cock. He was so lost in the feeling of hot liquid hyena gushing out all over the jackal’s face that he couldn’t possibly control his own body.


  Tanner stiffened violently underneath him, and abruptly stopped pumping and just squeezed the base of Vito’s cock, and after a few seconds Vito realized the curious squealing noise suddenly present in the room was the jackal he was straddling. The boy arched his back so hard he actually lifted Vito off the bench, and his high-pitched yelp-snarl-howl filled Vito’s ears and made him shiver even more. Tanner bucked his hips wildly, shoving yet deeper into him even as he was pinned against the bench, and he clenched his jaw so hard against his hissing exhalation that a few drops of saliva exited his teeth as a fine mist.


  Vito’s orgasm seemed to last an impossibly-long time, and it took him even longer to gather control of his body. After ten or fifteen seconds his legs stopped shaking, but it was another few seconds before his vision cleared.


  Panting, he looked down, trying to get his eyes to focus. He felt dizzy, and he had flaring white spots on the edges of his vision.


  When his vision cleared enough to get a good look at Tanner, he gasped.


  Tanner stared up at him, panting lazily, his muzzle open and his tongue lolled out to one side. The boy was absolutely covered in semen. He looked like he’d caught a water balloon full of it.


  Vito swallowed. Maybe it really had been that long. He swallowed, breathing hard, trying to catch his breath, and leaned forward.


  Tanner stared up at him, blinking at him in disbelief. “H-holy… shit…” he gasped.


  Vito stared at him, and found he could not keep the grin off his face. “Enjoy yourself?”


  Tanner grit his teeth. “F-f-f-f-fuuuuhhhccckkkkkkkkkk,” he gasped, slowly.


  They stayed there for a moment, just breathing and unhurriedly watching each other.


  Tanner swallowed, looking down at his cum-spattered white chest, and looked hesitantly up at Vito.


  The hyena grimaced. “Sorry. I didn’t mean give you a semen shower. You a little freaked out, buddy?”


  Tanner shook his head. “No,” he said, softly. “No, I’m fine.”


  Vito frowned. “Because you look a little freaked out.”


  Tanner frowned lopsidedly. “No, that’s not what’s…” he sighed. “I’m just… just trying to remember it all. This moment.”


  Still catching his breath, Vito frowned down at him. “Whassat?” he asked, cocking his head.


  Tanner swallowed again, a faint blush creeping into his muzzlefur. “This was so…amazing… I can’t imagine anything comparing to this.” He swallowed, looking away, now fully blushing. “Not for me. Not for a long time, at least.”


  Vito blinked at him, and exhaled slowly. “Wow, kid. That’s… really deep.”


  Tanner nodded up at him, his ears folding out to the sides again.


  Vito stared down at him, and then chuckled. “Here. Lemme get this one for you.” He looked around for his pants, which were mercifully close, and hunched himself down to snatch at the cuff of his jeans.


  Tanner bristled as the hyena moved around on top of him. He was starting to soften, but he wasn’t quite at the point of slipping out yet, and he squirmed uncomfortably underneath Vito’s ass.


  The hyena yanked his pants upward, fished his iPhone out of the back pocket, hit the button for the camera, and handed it to the perplexed jackal.


  “Wh-wh-whut–” Tanner stammered.


  Vito grinned. “Take a picture and send it to yourself. Then you won’t have to remember.” He straightened up proudly.


  Tanner stared at the iPhone in his paws like he’d never seen one before, and then he looked up at Vito with excitement in his eyes.


  Vito grinned. “Make sure you get your cum-blasted chest too, huh? That’s the part that I want to remember.” He smiled sweetly.


  Tanner grinned up at him, all teeth. “Flex for me, big hoss,” he said.


  Grinning, Vito lifted both of his arms and puffed out his chest.


  Click.


  



  

  Tanner took an astonishingly short amount of time in the shower for a jackal who had gone in dripping with musky hyena cum.


  He was out in twenty minutes, which for Vito would just have been a warm-up, and he appeared in the living room, stark naked and fluffy, grinning his stupid country-boy grin and making Vito smile lopsidedly just looking at him.


  The boy all-but pranced up to Vito in the living room, his tail sweeping cheerfully behind him, and just beamed at him for a moment. “Shower’s yours, Mr. Vito,” he said. He looked down at the fully-clothed hyena, who was completely dressed except for his boots, and frowned in confusion.


  Vito chuckled. “I’m okay, kiddo,” he said. “I toweled off. I gotta get going anyway. I got things to do.”


  Tanner stared at him, eyes wide and astonished. “You’re going out? But… you have all that lube up your ass. And you probably have little bits of cum spattered all over you.” His eyes widened yet further. “And you’re all sweaty and disgusting.” His jaw slowly dropped open, staring at Vito’s chest, and Vito saw red creep into the boy’s chest fur at the same time he saw his bright red cock start to peek upward out of his sheath.


  Vito cleared his throat, grinning. “Ahem.”


  Tanner jerked and looked up at him. “Holy shit, that is so hot,” he whispered.


  Vito chuckled. “Great. It’ll give you something to fantasize about.” He winked. “In the meantime, I have to get to the hardware store and get some wood to cover up this door.” He raised an accusatory eyebrow.


  Tanner stared back at him for a moment, and then withered before Vito’s eyes. The jackal’s ears folded all the way back and stayed there. “I feel so bad about that,” he whimpered. “I was desperate and excited and so motherfucking horny–” he said, his eyes growing wide and crazy.


  Vito held his big hands up. “Relax, kid. I did way worse when I was in the closet and sexually frustrated.”


  Tanner snorted. “Yeah? Like what?”


  Vito grinned. “I broke into my high school locker room and jacked off onto the quarterback’s game jersey.”


  Tanner’s jaw dropped open.


  Vito chuckled, cocking his head to one side. This kid was good for his ego. “Stole his underwear, too. Still have ‘em.” He grinned toothily, beaming with pride.


  Tanner nodded, slowly. “Wow. Okay,” he said. “I guess I didn’t realize this was, uh, that common.”


  Vito nodded. “Right. Tom will probably get off that a neighborhood kid broke into his house because he had such a boner for them. And I bet Harry will be ecstatic for a reason to replace something. He’ll probably use the door as an excuse to remodel the whole damn kitchen or something.”


  Tanner chuckled, and then shook his head in wonder. “This is so cool.”


  Vito blinked at him. “Pardon?”


  The lithe jackal shrugged, reaching for his clothes. “Just… talking like this. About gay stuff. It’s all so normal for you. It’s like, not even a big deal. But when my parents talk about Tom and Harry, the only thing that comes up is the fact that they’re gay.” He frowned, working his way into his briefs.


  Vito thought for a moment, watching the kid hop around, and then let out a slow sigh. “It’ll be normal for you, too, Tanner. One day.”


  The jackal snorted. “Yeah? Not anytime soon.”


  Vito stared at him. “Are you going away to school? Do the gen-ed thing at your local college, and then go away?”


  Tanner glanced up at him as he slipped into his Levis. “Wasn’t planning on it.”


  Vito shrugged. “You might think about it. It’s a pretty good place to come out of the closet. And you can get help if you need it. Like, financially.”


  Tanner chuckled. “We could handle it. I ain’t completely white trash, thank you very much.”


  Vito grinned at him. “Yeah?” he asked. “Are you good for the door you kicked in?”


  Tanner stared at him, and then turned pink again. “I, uhh, haven’t been able to find a job this summer, and I don’t really have anything saved, so I probably don’t think I really could–” He awkwardly shuffled into his tanktop, looking everywhere but at Vito.


  Vito chuckled. “That’s okay, kiddo. I have another form of payment in mind.”


  Tanner stared at him, his golden eyes wide.


  Vito grinned toothily. “Yep. When you get your ass back here to apologize to Tom and Harry for breaking into their house–”


  Tanner froze, his eyes widening.


  “… they can just take the cost out of your black-and-gold hide.” He grinned, crossing his arms and puffing his chest out.


  Tanner stared at him, working that out, and his jaw slowly dropped open. “Y-y-you mean… they’re going to… they’re both going to…” The lithe jackal started breathing a little hard, his pink tongue poking out of his muzzle.


  Vito nodded, smirking evilly.


  Tanner swallowed. “And they’re gonna want a skinny little redneck like me?”


  Vito frowned, sighing. “You’ve gotta stop saying that, Tanner. Skinny little rednecks are hot as hell. Everybody is somebody’s reason to masturbate.”


  Tanner thought about that, cocking his head, and let out a slow breath. He nodded slowly, considered for another moment, and looked up again, his brow slightly furrowed. “When that happens… when I’m, uh, making it up to them… will you be here?” He stared hopefully up at the hyena.


  Vito stared back at him. What a strange question.


  “I, uh, guess I will,” he said. He swallowed. He hadn’t expected that, and the question made him strangely uncomfortable. It was making him blush, too, for some reason, and Vito was extremely unaccustomed to anything making him blush.


  Tanner nodded, and grinned, satisfied, and it was like all the confidence had poured back into him. “Great!” he said. “You just tell me when,” he said, licking his teeth. He quickly laced up his boots with true country-boy precision, and lifted himself awkwardly to his feet.


  They stared at each other for a moment.


  “Well, g’bye,” Tanner said.


  “Seeya around,” Vito said, lamely.


  Neither of them moved.


  In the end it was Tanner who closed the gap, but Vito was ready for him. They met at the muzzle and kissed wetly and messily, pressing together in a mess of paws and muscles and groping, and while the kid was shoving his tongue down Vito’s throat the hyena must have dug his claws into every part of the kid’s body, with Tanner eagerly returning the favor.


  They made out like animals for a solid half-minute before coming up for air.


  Tanner only pulled back a few inches, and then dipped his head to muzzlebonk Vito’s chest, and they fell into a gentle, relaxed hug.


  “Promise me you aren’t going to just disappear, okay?” the jackal whispered, resting his chin against the side of Vito’s head. “You can’t just come into my life and be hotter than I ever dreamed of and then ditch me. I know that sounds lame, but please?” He squeezed Vito, digging his muzzle into the hyena’s shoulder, and Vito knew even just by the heat coming off of the boy that he must be blushing furiously.


  Vito let out a soft sigh. “Relax, kid. You’ve got my number, and if you’re down to fuck, text me, okay?” He grinned. “Consider me your very first fuckbuddy.”


  Tanner pulled back a few inches, and as Vito expected, the kid was practically crimson. “Thanks, Mr. Vito,” he rumbled, grinning. He licked the hyena’s nose, his ears tilting back shyly.


  Vito chuckled at the sight of the beaming jackal. “Just skip the breaking and entering part next time, huh?”


  Tanner smiled, and slowly shook his head. “I’ll skip the ‘breaking’ part. I really kinda liked the ‘entering’ part.” He winked.


  Vito snorted and shoved the kid away. “We’ll see if you get another chance!” he grunted, chuckling. “You still owe me a fuck, you thieving little bastard.”


  Tanner reached down and picked up his Earnhardt cap, and stuck it over his ears. “You’re welcome to try your luck, Mr. Vito,” he said. “Aaaanytime.” He stuck his hands in his pockets and headed for the kitchen door.


  Grinning, Vito watched him go.


  It was another 20 minutes before he noticed his socks were missing.


  SAYING YES
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  Corbin Hayes was already fairly certain his night was a write-off as soon as he turned off Higgins Road. The parking lot of Coyote Studly was so sparsely occupied that it looked more like a weekday afternoon than a Friday night. He frowned.


  He pulled his truck into a space in the second row, though there were plenty of spots right up against the wall. Corbin sat in his truck and considered the situation, lighting a cigarette and watching the building. There were less than two dozen cars in the lot, which meant his plans for the evening would likely not work. Corbin was after a very specific kind of guy tonight, and light attendance meant the odds were not good.


  Maybe it was the heat keeping the crowds away  the Silverado’s digital thermometer glowed 81°F in bright green, and it was nearly October, not to mention nearly midnight. Halloween was right around the corner. This weather was hardly typical for northern Illinois, and despite Chicago’s reputation for weather that changed by the hour, the locals tended to freak whenever the temperature was not within accepted norms. Hailing originally from Houston, Corbin was unfazed by the heat.


  Looking around at the few cars in the parking lot, watching through cranked-open windows, Corbin wondered if he should call off the entire exercise and head home. There were cold beers in the fridge, and the idea of an easy chair, solitude, and some adult entertainment suddenly seemed very attractive. And why wouldn’t it? He was a cougar, after all. His kind was not exactly known for their social tendencies.


  And then again, he was a hunter, and the predator in him was appalled at the idea of calling off the chase without even seeing the prospects. The perfect prey could be sitting at the bar right now. Poking through the gap in the bottom of the driver’s seat, the tip of his tail began flitting back and forth in anticipation.


  Surely one beer couldn’t hurt. At least he wouldn’t have gotten dressed for no reason. If nothing else, he could spend half an hour eye-raping the massive cave-lion that tended the bar. The corner of Corbin’s mouth turned up in the hint of a smile.


  The wind picked up, and a hot blast of air pushed through the open windows, dissipating the curtain of air-conditioning and making his cigarette smoke roil like ocean water. With the wind came the distant thumping of the dance club portion of the bar: nothing but a thudding, repetitive bass line, muffled and remote.


  As he was smoking the last few drags of his cigarette, a bright blue Subaru four-door pulled into the space next to him, its own sound system thumping louder than the club’s. The front passenger opened his door just before the driver cut the ignition, and the tune blasted briefly into the night  “’ll never see me agaaaaiiinnn! Cause no one’s gonna–”  and just like that, it cut out.


  Four model-perfect men  boys, really, probably college age, or good at faking it  piled out of the Subaru, laughing and carousing like schoolchildren on a field trip. The nearer rear passenger, a lithe black panther in a white mesh tank top and cargo shorts, looked over Corbin’s tricked-out truck as he climbed out of the tiny backseat, his eyes roving in appreciation all over the large vehicle. It took him a comically long time to notice Corbin behind the wheel, and when he did so his eyebrows surged upward in surprise.


  Corbin nodded in greeting. He looked the panther up and down slowly, letting himself stare.


  The panther blinked back at him and then, smiling shyly, looked down. Turning, he trotted after his boisterous friends as they herded into the bar. Once, coyly, he looked back, showing a little teeth, and then suddenly the group was inside the bar.


  Corbin raised an amused eyebrow. Looks like I’m staying after all, he thought.


  Taking a final drag, Corbin tossed the cigarette out into the parking lot, and made preparations to go inside.


  


  Coyote Studly was listed in the phone book as an “Alternative Bar,” but in reality, things were a bit more complex. Situated as it was, forty minutes outside the city, Studly could not afford to specialize in one aspect of the gay community. Out here in the suburbs, with a very limited but very particular homosexual population, Studly had to be everything to everyone, and thusly, parts of it would also qualify as a dance club and a trucker bar. It was… complicated.


  Once your ID checked out with the cute bouncer in the dark entryway, the middle of the main room was occupied with a large, rectangle-shaped bar. Smoky and lit more by neon beer-brand signs than anything else, the room was also populated on one wall by large, diner-style booths.


  For the college boys – or those seeking them  a large arch led to a colossal room lit only by multicolored strobe lights and a pair of disco balls. Thumping bass and fake smoke poured out of the room. This far out, it was still possible to have a conversation, though it was necessary to raise your voice. Deeper into the club portion, near the exit to the patio, the wailing of a fire engine could very well go unnoticed.


  For the lesbians (and the more butch portion of the gay set), another arch off the main bar led to a large room filled with pool tables, trucker caps, and flannel. This was the eventual destination of a lot of cheap domestic beer, and out of the room filtered cigar smoke and loud, raucous laughter.


  Corbin entered the main bar just as the four boys from the parking lot  including the pretty-boy panther  trailed through the archway into the club room, and disappeared into the darkness and roiling mist. He frowned. Dammit! It was way too easy in there. Winning over a muscular young athlete involved little more than stalking up behind him and grinding up against his ass. His tail lashed behind him. He wanted a hunt, not a willing surrender. Corbin had been hoping the group would get a booth, and he’d have to slowly gain entrance.


  Annoyed, he surveyed the main bar, checking to see if the big lion was working tonight. If not, he’d head out to the patio, since that was where guys traditionally went to escape the atmosphere of the interior  they’d be less receptive, and a sweeter catch. The lion was nowhere in sight. The folks at the bar weren’t exactly stellar, either. A doughy-looking tiger, an obscenely muscular stallion that was already soliciting eye contact, reeking of lust and desperation, a pair of giggling vulpine queens, and somebody just around the curve of the bar, barely visible over the tiers of bottles and kegs. No  make that two somebodies. He took a few steps around the bar for an unobstructed view, and raised his eyebrows in surprise.


  The last two patrons sitting at the bar were a wolf and a rabbit, ironically enough. The rabbit was cute but looked about seventeen  he radiated inexperience and youth. The wolf was broad-shouldered and handsome, square-jawed, and nicely built, probably in his thirties. He was wearing a pleasantly tight white t-shirt and blue jeans  nothing elaborate, but handsome in a casual, refined kind of way. The t-shirt clung to his broad shoulders, and stayed tight enough around his midsection to highlight the thick cords of his lats and hard ridges of his abdomen. His fur appeared jet-black in the dim light of the bar  not glossy like the panther’s had been, but thick and rough. The effect of his dark fur against the white t-shirt was dramatic and exciting.


  What caught Corbin’s eye was the obvious look of discomfort on the wolf’s face. The big lupine was clearly not interested in having a conversation, hunched as he was over the beer in front of him. The oblivious rabbit either didn’t get the hint or didn’t care, as he blissfully chatted away. Corbin couldn’t hear what they were saying, but he could see the rabbit’s hands gesticulating continuously, and the subtle backward-tilt of the lupine’s ears.


  Corbin’s tailtip flicked back and forth. He’d always had a soft spot for wolves. They were so easy to read  they practically broadcast their every thought and emotion. That was great, but the best part was that none of them seemed to be aware of this. They were always so surprised when you picked up on their discomfort or arousal. Like you were reading their minds.


  Corbin considered the situation. It would be tough to get the wolf away from the rabbit, requiring a delicate touch to dismiss the bunny without coming off like an asshole in front of his target. And who was to say the wolf was interested in submitting to a shady-looking cougar? He certainly looked like the dommy type  subby wolves didn’t wear tailored, muscle-cut t-shirts or big black construction boots. Every indication suggested the wolf would prefer to pin Corbin’s lithe, toned body to a motel bed, not the other way around.


  But then again, that was part of the reason Corbin liked wolves so much. Every last one of them had a submissive side  even if they didn’t know it.


  A flash of black and gray in front of him caught his eye. It was the massive lion bartender. He looked quizzically at Corbin as he stepped behind the bar. “You stayin’?” he asked, one eyebrow up.


  Corbin nodded, and cocked his head. “Yeah. Beats stayin’ home.”


  The lion gave him a quizzical look, smiling, and shrugged. “If you say so,” he said.


  


  Mark Coleman fought the urge to roll his eyes. And here I thought this would beat staying home, he thought.


  The kid talking his ears off was nice. Really, he was. But he was absolutely freaking clueless, and he simply would not shut up.


  His name was Sammy Parker. He went to Harper College, which had a shitty communications program but was a great place to “scope cute boys.” He was 19 (with a fake ID that Mark was amazed had gotten past the bouncer), and he had just come out of the closet, to his mother’s horror and his sister’s glee. Mark wondered why the hell they hadn’t figured it out, since Sammy held his head and talked in such a way that would have guaranteed him a spot on the Bravo network. Further, the kid dressed like he had just come directly from a double shift at Old Navy, complete with fake herringbone choker and cheap leatherette wrist cuff. He had both ears pierced  twice  he could not stand scary movies, and he thought the All-American Rejects, who Mark had never heard of, were “the greatest band ever.”


  Mark did not particularly care about any of these things, and in fact hadn’t responded with more than the occasional grunt or a non-committal “Oh really?” in an effort to show the rabbit that he was not at all interested in nailing him. But Sammy  proving his point about Harper’s terrible communications program  had not caught a single hint.


  He had nabbed him the moment he’d walked through the door, too. The rabbit had been flitting around the bar room, in his stupid little ringer t-shirt, and zeroed in on him the moment he cleared the entryway. Mark had pegged him as New To The Community almost immediately, and if he’d been thinking clearly he would have gone straight into the Lesbo Room or the club area. Instead, like an idiot, he sat down at the bar, and the bunny had zeroed in like a cock-seeking missile.


  The worst part was that Sammy was one of the better prospects in the bar today. All the other barflies were either paired up, or not Mark’s type. He glanced around again, and the steroid-abusing stallion sitting crosswise from him actually winked.


  Once again, Mark’s eyes strained to roll upwards, and once again he caught himself. Why the hell hadn’t just stayed at home? He had the entire last season of Project Runway on Tivo! Besides, he was 32 years old… maybe it was time to quit cruising the bars, and give e-Harmony a try. He sighed.


  “Anyway, when the bitch finally called me back, I told her the trip was off,” the bunny finished up. Mark frowned. That was probably his signal to respond in some way.


  “Is that so,” the wolf replied dryly, staring down at his beer.


  “Hell yes,” the bunny snapped. “But do you know what she’s been telling everyone?” He continued.


  Mark sighed and resisted the urge to lay his head on the bar. He’d come to Coyote Studly hoping to encounter some mature, experienced little bottom. There was a muscular little hyena he’d been making eyes with last time. The hyena had left with some huge beast of a tiger, but he’d winked at Mark on the way out, as if he was daring him to try again. Mark had hoped he’d be here again tonight. That had been a best-case scenario, but at the very least Mark was looking for a nice little vulpine or something  someone who at least had a clue what he was doing.


  But instead of pounding some cock-loving little fag, here he was, having his pointy ears talked off by Buster Bunny. He frowned and checked his watch.


  11:03. It had been 45 minutes, and nothing better had wandered along. Time to call this one. He stood up.


  Miraculously, Sammy actually picked up on the gesture. “Are you leaving?” he asked. He looked hurt and pouty, in a Paris-Hilton-going-to-jail kind of way.


  An out! At last! He was about to answer in the affirmative (now, be polite and try not to look too gleeful, he heard his mother’s voice say) when he saw someone slip around behind the bunny.


  It was a cougar, wiry and dangerous-looking, in black jeans and a tight, worn-looking button down work shirt. It was the kind of shirt a mechanic would wear, beige and thick, the sleeves bunched up at the elbows. Mark could see muscular, sinewy forearms and the hint of a pair of tattoos trailing over each of his elbows. He wore big, clunky rings, three of them, and the brass glinted in the bar’s low light. His neck was thick and muscular, and his hands were huge. He pulled out the stool immediately behind Sammy, looking pointedly past the bunny as he did so.


  He met Mark’s eyes and stared  no, glared  at him, through wide, aggressive eyes. He held contact a few seconds longer than politeness would dictate. Mark became aware of more metal framing the cougar’s face, a spike in the eyebrow and a stud through his ear, and then he looked away as he slipped silently into the barstool.


  Mark stared back at him, mouth slightly open. The cougar looked… hostile. He swallowed. The big cat had definitely gotten his heart pounding.


  For a moment, he’d forgotten where they were, and he’d expected a beat-down from the angry-looking cat. He’d actually been tensing to fight, suddenly flashing back to the days when staring too long at another guy could get your ass kicked, or worse. It had only lasted a moment, and then he was back here, safe among his own kind. It was a strange sensation to revisit after so long.


  Taking a breath, he looked back down. Sammy was still waiting for an answer, making his pouting hurt-celebrity face, completely unaware of what had just happened. “Sooo… are you leaving?”


  Mark looked over the cougar on the other side of the bunny. The cat glanced his way, but didn’t actually look at him. He said something to the bartender, low and inaudible, and the lion nodded and turned away.


  A drink. A drink meant he was staying.


  Mark frowned. He was a little miffed at the cougar’s approach  Coyote Studly was no place to go looking for trouble. But on the other hand, he was gorgeous. And he had purposely sat down right in Mark’s view. He was probably just playing the part of hardcore, dangerous young predator. Mark had been guilty of that himself, back in the day… acting the role of the angry young punk netted him exactly the flavor of dom he had wanted, one more than willing to teach the wolf a thing or two about knowing his place.


  The wolf pictured the cougar now, as he would look after he dropped the act and gave in to submission… naked and writhing, bent over a surface of Mark’s choosing. He imagined the cords of muscle roiling like ocean waves under his tawny fur, as he pushed back onto Mark’s thick cock, writhing and emitting unholy noises of cat lust. His sheath stirred in his pants, and his tail lashed back and forth behind him.


  Sammy was still waiting for an answer.


  “No, I think I’ll stick around,” he said slowly. The bunny’s eyes lit up. Mark felt a pang of guilt and frowned, but the bunny would learn a valuable lesson. He would let him down gently.


  The cougar made a quick look in his direction  looking almost, but not quite directly at him  and Mark thought he saw just the hint of a smile. Just for a moment.


  He settled back into his stool. The evening was going to be nothing if not interesting. He leaned forward, and watched for an opening.


  


  Hunched over his beer, Corbin watched the wolf’s reflection. There was a small mirror set behind the bottles, and he could see the black wolf clearly. He liked what he saw.


  The big lupine’s demeanor had changed completely. Where he was once defeated and annoyed, he was now energized and eager. He sat up straighter, and Corbin saw that his shoulders were thicker and more toned than he had originally guessed. His plain white t-shirt strained to contain his thick arms and chest, barely able to cover the wolf’s ripped musculature. It was an expensive shirt, thick and tailored. Corbin liked that.


  The wolf’s ears were up now, his eyes alert. He was probably watching for an opportunity to ditch the bunny. This proactive demeanor confirmed Corbin’s earlier guess making the first move suggested a dominant wolf. The big lupine couldn’t be faulted for assuming Corbin was just another emo-punk poser playing a role. It wouldn’t be the first time Corbin had been disastrously misread.


  Inwardly, he smiled. He’d let the wolf dig himself in a little deeper.


  The bunny switched topics again. Corbin narrowed his eyes.


  Suddenly, there was a tap on his shoulder. He rotated on his stool.


  In front of him stood a German Shepherd, in his twenties, just like Corbin. He was wearing dark jeans and a tank top. It suited him well  Jeff Turner had taken full advantage of his breed’s predisposition for muscularity, and worked himself into a colossal black-and-tan beast. Corbin became aware of more than a few sets of roving eyes looking the shepherd up and down. Jeff was blissfully unaware, but Corbin narrowed his eyes protectively.


  “How the fuck are you, you little queen?” Turner said, grinning. “If you friggin’ cats didn’t slink around so quiet, I mighta seen you sooner! The whole gang’s here.” He edged one thumb toward the line of booths, and sure enough, there was an eight-seater filled with friends of theirs. A few of them waved. Corbin waved back.


  He glanced at the black wolf, who was surreptitiously watching the interchange from between the bunny’s long ears.


  Jeff cocked his head. “So, are you coming over, or what?”


  Corbin shrugged. “I think I’ll take a rain check.” He lowered his voice under the level of the thumping music. “I’m hoping things up here will get interesting.” He cocked his head toward the wolf.


  Jeff took the wrong hint, and turned to look at the bunny. He looked back, eyes wide and mildly horrified.


  Corbin rolled his eyes. “No, the other one,” he hissed.


  Jeff blinked, thought for a moment, and then nodded. “Ah. Okay, I get ya.” He looked relieved.


  Corbin sighed. Jeff was a sweet guy, but he wasn’t exactly a rocket scientist. He made up for it with his size, his loyalty, and his sexual prowess. The cougar schemed for a moment. That last one might come in handy.


  Jeff was turning to go. “Well, I know you’re picky, so if things don’t go your way up here, you know where to –” he started.


  “Hey, Jeff,” Corbin said. The shepherd stopped in his tracks.


  Corbin reached up and grasped the dog’s black muzzle, hard. Startled, Jeff furrowed his brow and tried to pull away. Corbin partially extended his claws, just enough for Jeff to feel it. The shepherd narrowed his eyes angrily but stayed put. He was clearly not happy about what was happening, but he was also not going to fight it. His ears flared up in momentary aggression, and then flapped down in submission. He growled, low and dangerous.


  Corbin just held him for a moment, watching the big dog squirm. Finally, he spoke. “New piercing?” he rumbled. His eyes flicked to a glint of steel in the dog’s eyebrow. And then, just as abruptly as he’d grabbed him, he let Jeff go.


  Stunned, the dog took a step back. “Uh, yeah, it is,” he mumbled. He swallowed, and regarded the cougar warily.


  Corbin turned his head toward the big wolf. The lupine was watching the scene intently, ears flaring, eyes narrowed in jealousy. They made eye contact, and suddenly the wolf realized he was staring. His ears tipped slightly backwards. He looked down, coloring mildly, and then mumbled something unintelligible to the rabbit.


  Corbin turned back to Jeff. The dog had followed the cougar’s eyes, and at that very moment, figured it out: Corbin had used him gauge the wolf’s interest. He furrowed his brow and narrowed his eyes, radiating annoyance.


  “Uncool, man,” he glowered.


  Corbin raised his eyebrows. “Just like to remind you of your place, every so often.”


  Jeff colored. “Fuckin’ tease,” he grumbled. He shook his big furry head. “Whatever, dude, have a good time.” He turned to go, paused, reconsidered, and turned to the wolf. “Good luck, man,” he said, “You’re gonna need it.” Without waiting for a response, he loped back toward the group’s booth. Corbin saw him sink into his seat and begin talking heatedly. He’d be hearing about this one for sure.


  The wolf looked at him, puzzled. Corbin just shrugged, and went back to his draft.


  


  Mark swallowed. That had been… interesting.


  He’d been fairly aware that the shepherd was not a threat from the easy-going way he’d loped up toward the bar. Mark had been even surer of himself when the cougar turned his friend down. But the muzzle-grab had been… odd.


  He’d felt jealousy course through him, a growl building in his throat. But the display had also intensely aroused him, and not for the muscular, submissive shepherd. For the look in the cougar’s eyes when he’d reduced the huge dog to an obedient puppy with one gesture.


  Mark shifted uncomfortably. This was somewhat out of character for him. Once again, he flashed back to his early youth. He hadn’t let himself be fully dommed since he was what, sixteen? About Sammy’s age, as it happened. That’s how Mark started out  he’d been out on his own, desperately trying to learn the bizarre, counter-intuitive rules of this community, where the gay lifestyle and the lupine pack code overlapped. And to do that, you had to find a teacher  you picked a much more experienced guy and became his bitch, and from him you learned the rules. And you hoped to God you made the right choice. It was exciting and terrifying and incredibly gratifying, but after Mark had learned enough to make his own way, he’d never looked back.


  Until now.


  It was kind of refreshing, in a way. And very exciting. A little uncomfortable, but exciting. For the first time, he started to feel the alcohol he’d been consuming.


  He stared forward, debating whether or not he wanted to give in completely to a punk little cougar he’d just met. No, hadn’t actually even met yet. He needed a moment to think.


  Shaking his head, he stood up. “I’m goin’ to the john,” he told Sammy. “Shoulda gone two beers ago.” He turned to walk away.


  Sammy pushed his stool back, grinning. “Thought you’d never ask,” he said, eagerly. He stood up.


  Mark blinked. “What are you doing?” he asked tonelessly.


  Sammy frowned. “I’m going with you.” He cocked his head, confused by Mark’s hesitance. “Frankly, I was starting to wonder if you were ever going to make a move.”


  Mark felt his upper lip curl up. He couldn’t help it  disgust was the one emotion he couldn’t cover up. This is what the bunny had been working up to? This was his big move? That had been the whole point of almost an hour of inane conversation?


  Sammy looked at him expectantly. He shifted his weight onto one leg and put one paw on that hip.


  Mark strained to keep the growl in his throat. “This isn’t that kind of bar,” he said flatly. He became aware of eyes on them, and he hoped that nobody else could hear the conversation.


  Sammy huffed. “Well, alright, then. I’ll be here when you get back.” He turned and sat back down, looking impatient.


  Mark blinked for a moment, and then turned on his heel and walked toward the bathroom.


  


  When he came back, Sammy didn’t look grateful or excited. He looked annoyed, and Mark felt a sudden rising anger. Swallowing a growl, he crossed his arms. “I don’t think this is going anywhere, Sammy.”


  Sammy at once looked hurt and irritated. “Excuse me?”


  Mark frowned. “I don’t really feel any connection. And besides, you’re not really my type.”


  The bunny’s ears drooped, and Mark suddenly felt bad again. He glanced over Sammy’s head, and noticed the cougar’s head half-turned in their direction.


  “Is it me?” Sammy asked, his lower lip quivering over-dramatically. Oh my God, if he cries, I don’t even know what I’ll do, Mark thought.


  Mark sighed. “No, it’s not. In fact, there’s a bar in Rolling Meadows where they’d kill for guys like you.” He blinked. Why didn’t he think of that sooner? “Hey, yeah. It’s called ‘The Crank.’ You ever hear of it?”


  Sammy stared at him, hesitantly. “Yeah. Never been there.”


  Mark smiled. “You should head over there. They’re crazy for boys like you. You’ll have your pick of any lion, tiger or bear. I bet they even play the… All-American… Retards.”


  “All-American Rejects,” Sammy corrected, dryly.


  Mark winced. “See? We’re no good together. You should go score yourself some tail.”


  Sammy stared at him suspiciously, and then nodded. “Alright, I will. But if it sucks, I’m coming back here and kicking your ass.”


  Mark kept his grin frozen on his face. “Sure thing!” he said, through his teeth.


  Sammy narrowed his eyes one final time, nodded, and left. “Seeya, bitches,” he said, and huffed toward the door.


  Together, the cougar and the wolf watched the bunny leave.


  Weary now, Mark dropped back into his seat. He sighed, composed himself, and took a long pull of his now-warm beer.


  Wearing just a hint of a smile, he turned to the cougar. “Looks like it’s just us now,” he said. It wasn’t much of an opening line, but if he’d read the cougar right, it didn’t need to be.


  The cougar simply stared back at him. For a tense moment, once again, Mark half-expected a snarl out of him. Instead, he looked Mark up and down, his yellow eyes lingering over him in such a way that he was unmistakably undressing him, imagining the wolf in feral, depraved positions, not bothering to conceal his actions in the slightest. Mark couldn’t decide if he felt uncomfortable or excited. He’d never encountered someone whose intentions were so shockingly transparent.


  “So…” Mark began, hesitantly. “I hate to be antisocial, but my ass is going numb from this barstool. Do you want to go shoot some pool or something? I could also really go for a–”


  Suddenly, the cougar leaned forward, and held a single finger in front of the wolf’s face.


  “… cigarette,” Mark finished, dumbfounded, and when that sentence was finished, there just was not another one to take its place. The cougar had silenced him with one finger. He simply could not speak. Every part of his instinct willed him to remain silent and concede to the big cat’s desires. His heart pounded.


  The cougar stared back at him, with his dangerous yellow eyes. “Just say yes,” he said, simply.


  Mark blinked, astonished. He couldn’t believe what he’d just heard. It was the stupidest line he could imagine. The cougar was rude, arrogant, out of his fucking mind if he thought something like that was going to work.


  “Okay,” he whispered.


  The cougar raised an eyebrow in triumph. Mark felt at once shameful and gratified. “Good boy. Come with me.” The cougar got to his feet, and took the wolf by the hand. His palms were rough, and strong.


  Mark felt himself blush. He had completely lost control of the situation, and now he was a little scared. And yet, he couldn’t bring himself to resist. He lifted himself to his feet, and followed obediently behind the cougar.


  As they crossed the bar, Mark looked over to the booths, and became aware of the German Shepherd’s knowing smirk.


  Mark didn’t know whether to blush or to wink, so he just looked away.


  


  Corbin led the wolf across the room to a small circular staircase in the corner nearest the club portion. “What’s your name?” he asked the frowning lupine.


  “Mark Coleman,” the wolf answered, raising his voice over the louder music. His eyes roved up the stairs. “Where are we going? I thought the only thing up here was the DJ booth.”


  Corbin released his hand and put one foot on the bottom step. “I’m Corbin. And you’ll just have to see.” He started up the stairs.


  Dutifully, the wolf trailed up after him. The steps were narrow and difficult to negotiate.


  The steps clanged softly under their heavy boots as they climbed the metal stairs. If the room hadn’t been filled with the pounding bass of the attached club, every person in the bar would have turned to look at them, but as it was, few noticed.


  Corbin glanced back down to see if the wolf was still following. The lupine’s eyes were roving all over his body. Corbin grinned. The wolf stared back, lost somewhere between lustful eagerness and intellectual anxiety.


  They reached the top of the stairs  a small, featureless room, with plywood walls and two cheap, wooden doors. Everything was hastily painted, matte black and featureless, like behind the scenery of a low-budget theatre production.


  One of the doors had a window cut into it, through which the DJ booth was visible, the two men inside wearing gigantic headphones and facing away from them. Through the booth, the dance floor was visible one level down, through a set of floor-to-ceiling windows. Corbin wondered if the black panther was still down there, or if he’d found some muscular little stud to blow in the parking lot.


  He stopped in front of the other door and turned, slowly unbuttoning his thick shirt, starting at the collar. “It’s going to be a little warm in here,” he explained, as if he needed an excuse. “The sun’s been down for hours, but there’s no air conditioning up here.” He reached the bottom button and stripped his shirt off.


  Mark’s eyes narrowed predatorily. Corbin took a deep breath and puffed out his chest, his thick pectorals filling his tank top nicely. He watched the wolf’s eyes rove over his tribal-tattooed arms, his thick muscular neck, the incredible definition of his arms. His undershirt was tight enough to show off every toned muscle of his meticulously-maintained six-pack, and the wolf’s eyes drank in every bit of it.


  Watching the wolf intently, Corbin reached toward him and roughly fondled the crotch of his jeans. Mark’s sheath was thick and hard, and pushed back. Inches away, the wolf simply stared at him, defiantly. He growled, low in his throat. Oh yeah, this one’s the dominant type, Corbin thought. For now, at least.


  Still manhandling the wolf’s package, Corbin dipped his head and inhaled deeply. Mark Coleman smelled like sex and the forest. Corbin rumbled approvingly and drew back. His companion was starting to squirm. Corbin saw his legs tense, as if he was preparing for a pounce.


  Without a word, he turned abruptly, twisted the cheap brass doorknob, and pushed the door open. It was hollow, and weighed almost nothing. Hot, dry air poured out at them from the darkness.


  “We’re here,” Corbin said simply, and stepped inside.


  


  The cougar disappeared into the darkness. Mark heard a switch flick, and a series of lights came on. They were bare and exposed, fairly low wattage, and attached directly to the bare rafters of the ceiling. They seemed to go on for quite some distance.


  They were in a low-ceilinged place, almost the height of a normal apartment, but dozens of feet longer. This “room” probably extended the length and width of the building, going back sixty or seventy feet. They were over the dance floor, he guessed, based on the muffled, thumping beat coming up through the floor. The outer walls were just bare studs, with unpainted plywood forming the exterior wall of the building.


  Mark looked around. Despite the fact that the room was big enough to house a bowling alley, there was barely anything up here. In one near corner was a pile of bar stuff – a bunch of crates, some old neon signs leaned haphazardly against the near wall. Close to where they were standing were a dozen dented kegs, a small stack of cardboard file boxes, a rusting desk chair, a few ancient, TV-sized computer monitors. A small portion of the room appeared to have been walled off, though the ‘walls’ appeared to be little more than plywood. There was a mattress against the other wall, and a full-length mirror next to it.


  It was like a furnace up here, hot and dry. Mark felt himself start to sweat. He shifted uncomfortably. “I never knew this was here.”


  Corbin walked deeper into the room. “Most people don’t. They don’t really use it. It was supposed to be an apartment for the owner, but he had a house when the bar was built, and since then, nobody has gone through the trouble of renovating it.” He trailed a claw over the top of a crate. “I guess nobody wants to live above a bar.”


  Mark looked around him. The space was almost useless as a storage area, too, thanks to the tiny, difficult staircase. There would be little or no reason to come up here.


  Ahead of him, facing away, Corbin pulled his undershirt up over his head. His fur looked thick and inviting, glowing a faint gold in the low light. He turned slowly, and the creamy expanse of his muscular chest made the black markings around his eyes stand out all the more. His tail flitted back and forth behind him. Mark started to breathe hard.


  “Why don’t you come over here?” Corbin suggested quietly.


  Mark closed the distance between them in a moment, and when he reached the cougar, he didn’t stop moving forward. Corbin had the same idea, and when they were close enough they simply lunged at one another, mouths finding contact and arms closing around one another’s bodies, as if they’d practiced the maneuver a dozen times.


  After tasting the cougar’s lips, Mark worked his thick wolf tongue into the big cat’s mouth, and Corbin fought back, their tongues writhing over one another. The cougar tasted like the sharp tang of beer and the ashy smoke of cigarettes, smelled like the desert air, hot and dry. Mark’s heart raced, and his blood ignited, his body commanding him to join with this cougar, climb into him, own and be owned by him. He whined, deep in his throat.


  Strong hands pulled him against the cougar, and Mark found himself grinding against the lithe cat’s toned body. Corbin was pure muscle  Mark could feel it, even if he could no longer see it  and nowhere on his chest was flat, just ridges of thick muscles and the caverns in between. Mark’s nipple ring was caught between their chests as they writhed together and tugged hard downward. He gasped into the cougar’s mouth.


  One of Corbin’s thick hands slid down the arch of his back, pressing so close against the fur that it slid effortlessly beneath his belt, into his pants, over the curve of his ass. Mark shuddered at the feeling of exposure, with this virtual stranger slipping a paw into his jeans. Corbin’s paw pulled him forward, against the cougar’s groin, and among the hard protrusions of muscle Mark felt the cougar’s thick cock, pushing against his pants like a tent pole. Mark’s sheath ground against it, and he panted into the cougar’s mouth, retracting his tongue and trying to catch his breath.


  The cougar’s paw didn’t stop moving, and Mark let out a soft whine as the strong fingers found their way underneath his tail. Corbin held the flat of his hand against Mark’s tailbone, holding him in place, while he probed at the wolf’s tailhole with his fingers. His blunt middle finger  sans claw, thankfully  found the ring of Mark’s asshole, and the big wolf shuddered at the sensation.


  Corbin’s other paw was on the move, and Mark suddenly became aware of it as the cat sank his fingers into the black wolf’s ruff. The cougar suddenly curled his fingers, and Mark groaned lustfully as the loose fur was gathered and tightly held. He let his head tilt upward and his lips curl back, separating from the cougar’s mouth. It was a bold gesture, a dominant one, an act only performed on wolves under one’s complete control. Corbin stared at him from inches away, daring him to resist as he scruffed him, his other hand probing roughly at the wolf’s asshole.


  Mark became passive, relaxed. His paws settled on Corbin’s muscular flanks, and he held on, thumb-claws gently pricking the cougar’s sides, relaxing completely. The cougar’s middle finger slipped partly into him, aided by sweat and pure force, and Mark’s eyes rolled back into his head. His cock fought against his jeans as he ground against the cougar’s own groin.


  Still staring at him, Corbin pushed a little harder. His finger slipped a little deeper inside Mark, and the wolf marveled at its thickness. He was breathing hard now, straining to remain relaxed. It had been a long time since he’d been penetrated, and the sensation was at once terrifying and incredibly gratifying. He focused on the cougar’s scent and the feel of his wiry, muscular body.


  His asshole tightened reflexively around Corbin’s finger, and Mark groaned quietly. He relaxed, and Corbin took it as an invitation to intrude further. Pushing hard, the cougar shoved his entire finger slowly past the ring of muscle.


  Mark was panting now, his eyes half-closed, and the cougar stared at him with an intensity that only felines can muster. When Corbin’s finger was entirely inside the wolf, he wiggled it to loosen him up.


  Mark let out a soft gasp, and leaned his head to one side. Corbin leaned his muzzle in and licked gently at the wolf’s neck, biting down gently and sucking hard.


  Mark tensed up again, writhing against the cougar, the gentle pain of the bite momentarily clearing his alcohol-hazed mind. He saw himself as he was standing now, fully clothed, helplessly under the spell of the young cat who was even now preparing him for mounting. Corbin licked higher, directly under his chin, and Mark knew he was caught. He would do whatever this cat wanted, gladly and willingly.


  “How… how are you doing this?” he breathed. “How do you make it so good?”


  The cougar leaned his head back, nuzzled against Mark’s muzzle. He relaxed his handful of ruff, so Mark could nuzzle back. “Sssh, wolfy. Don’t worry about that.”


  Standing there, penetrated and held, Mark marveled at his situation. “S’amazing, though… I never thought…


  “Don’t think,” Corbin breathed. “Just say yes.”


  Mark took a deep breath, squirmed against the cat, and nodded. “Yess,” he breathed.


  Corbin growled quietly, deep in his throat. “Good wolf,” he said simply. He leaned back a little, breaking contact between them, and started to work his finger loose. Mark grunted uncomfortably as the cougar slid out of him, pulling his head forward against his still-held ruff, burying his nose in the cougar’s rigid collarbone.


  “S’okay, wolfie,” Corbin muttered in his ear. “I’ll be real gentle when I mount you.”


  Swimming in the cougar’s scent, Mark let out a long breath. The cougar was so sure of himself, so confident.


  Corbin slid his paw out of Mark’s jeans, and the wolf immediately ached for the contact again. They separated, and Corbin cocked his head to the right. “Go to the mirror, wofie,” he said, eyes impassive.


  Obediently, feeling light-headed from the alcohol and the heat, Mark walked slowly toward the full-length mirror. The cougar trailed behind him, and Mark felt nothing if not hunted. It was not an unpleasant sensation.


  Being the size that it was, the mirror had probably made its home in a dress shop at some point. Its presence in the unused upper room of a gay bar was nothing if not suspicious. How many other wolves had given themselves over in this very spot, watching themselves submit? It stank of sex up here  musk and sex. He shivered.


  The mirror was almost perfectly vertical, and when he reached it, Corbin was momentarily invisible behind him. Then his fierce expression and tribal-like markings came into view over Mark’s shoulder, and his lean, sinewy hands slid around the wolf’s narrow waist.


  Corbin was at once dominating and affectionate, nuzzling the back of the wolf’s neck even as he was sliding his fingers under the hem of Mark’s shirt. The cougar wasted no time, taking a step back as he pulled the wolf’s shirt upward. Mark raised his arms obediently. He left them up, even after the shirt was dropped on the floor, taking the opportunity to show off his toned chest.


  His fur was all black, but in the low light, his thick pecs and sculpted abs cast deep shadows in the crevasses between the muscular ridges. Behind him, Corbin growled approvingly, running his paws down the wolf’s chest. He toyed with the ring in Mark’s left nipple, tugged gently on it. Mark grunted and writhed back against him.


  The cougar’s paws would not stay in one place, roving over the wolf’s vulnerable stomach, up his sides, over his thick shoulders. Finally they slid downwards, following the angle of Mark’s protruding obloquies, and dipping into the wolf’s boxers.


  Mark hissed softly, as Corbin’s strong fingers closed around his swollen sheath. He cupped the wolf’s heavy balls in the palm of his hand, and twiddled his claws beneath the wolf’s sac. Mark growled quietly and bucked back against the cat. Corbin was teasing him now, playing with him but refusing to undress him. He whined softly.


  In the mirror, he watched Corbin grin sadistically. “Don’t worry, wolfie  I’ll take care of you.” He retracted his large hands and closed his fingers around the wolf’s belt.


  Mark half-closed his eyes and squirmed as the cougar worked to undress him, holding him from behind. He’d forgotten how good it felt to let someone else do this. It was like his whole body was a sexual receptor.


  Finally, Corbin’s strong fingers worked his belt and fly loose. The cougar grasped his waistband and slowly slid his jeans down.


  Mark let out a long breath. Through lidded eyes, he saw that his cock was already showing a healthy few inches of red. Behind him, Corbin’s eyes zeroed in on the island of color in the sea of black, and his pink tongue was momentarily visible. One of his hands appeared out of nowhere and massaged Mark’s meat. The wolf groaned, soft but long, and he felt his ready cock surge to full hardness. Corbin growled approvingly.


  “See, doesn’t it feel good to relax once in awhile?” the cougar muttered. He cupped Mark’s balls again, and the wolf shivered. It sure did. He’d never felt more vulnerable, more passive, but this cougar was rocking his world.


  Corbin made eye contact via the mirror. “I’ve got something for you. Get your boots off, and don’t turn around.” He disappeared.


  Even in the sweltering storeroom, Mark suddenly felt cold. Frowning, he slid his jeans and boxers down his calves, and fumbled to step out of his boots. His balls, full and heavy, swung against his thighs, and he let out a quiet, impatient growl.


  There were noises of objects shuffling and clothing rustling behind him. Mark stood dutifully still, watching the submissive, aroused wolf panting in the mirror.


  Suddenly, Corbin appeared behind him again. He pressed up against the wolf’s back, and Mark could tell he had disrobed by the hot, wet hardness pressing against him. He closed his eyes and leaned back against the cougar’s thick meat, which leaked slick precum under his tail and probed at his asshole, threatening to plunge into him at any moment.


  Corbin narrowed his eyes and glared, one paw appearing on Mark’s flank and prickling him with its sharp claws. “That’s not your surprise, wolf. This is.” Suddenly both hands were gone, and reappeared, bearing an object, which was quickly placed around his throat.


  He opened his eyes in slow shock. It was a thick leather collar, pure white, and Corbin was putting it on him.


  He swallowed reflexively as the end of the collar was slid into its bright steel clasp, and tightened. The leather closed in on him, and Corbin set the clasp in such a way that gave Mark just enough room to breathe. Still not quite believing it, Mark stared at the stark white collar interrupting the expanse of blackness that was his reflection. The collar fought for focus against his cock, which not only stood out as a deep red, but now colored down the front, as a drop of precum leaked out the tip and dripped down the front of his member.


  Corbin kept one hand on the collar, fondling the thick clasp, and his other hand lowered to caress the front of Mark’s member, gently wiping away the milky liquid. “I guess you like the collar,” he rumbled.


  Watching him in the mirror, Corbin raised his sticky finger to the wolf’s lips. “Clean it,” he ordered.


  Mark watched his reflection. Its tongue darted out and licked the cougar’s finger.


  “So obedient,” Corbin whispered. “You’d make any alpha proud.” He gripped the wolf’s shoulders, and gently twisted, turning the wolf. Mark let himself be guided around, and found himself eye-to-eye with the cougar. He wanted to look down, desperately eager to get a look at the cat’s cock before it was buried inside him, but he couldn’t break eye contact. Their members rubbed together, hot and slick against one another, and Mark felt his eyes drifting shut in pleasure.


  Corbin leaned forward, and their lips met again. This time it was his tongue that demanded entrance, and Mark let him in, sucking eagerly on the cat’s rough tongue. He lifted his paws and wrapped them around the cougar’s shaft, marveling at its thickness even in his oversized wolf paws, and was rewarded with a faint gasp from the big cat. He slid his paw up the cat’s shaft, feeling for the head, and angled his muzzle, straining for a glance downward.


  Corbin let out a soft hiss, and broke the kiss. “Why don’t you get a closer look?” he suggested, reaching up and gently pushing down on the wolf’s shoulders.


  Mark got the hint. He slid to his knees, letting his member rub against the thick fur of the cougar’s legs, and then Corbin’s meat was in front of his face. He was big, even for a cougar, reaching past his navel and appropriately thick. It was jet-black and slick with precum, or sweat, or both. Mark wanted to stare a longer, but he couldn’t keep his muzzle from slipping forward, opening wide, and enveloping the cougar’s entire cock.


  Corbin hissed, twitching and grabbing the wolf’s shoulders, hard, as if he was going to push him off. He used his claws. Mark barely noticed, just concentrated on worshipping the thick meat of the cougar in front of him, running his flat, wide tongue over the cat’s cock, tasting it. He slid most of the way off and sucked on the cat’s head, running his black lips over the cougar’s ridge, over and over. He closed his eyes and inhaled deeply, sucking in a breath of sex and sweat.


  After a while, Corbin reached down and held his muzzle steady. Mark whined indignantly at the restriction in his movement, but after a moment the cougar pressed his hips forward, and then back. Mark calmed down as the rubbery meat slid back into his mouth. Rhythm was restored, and now all he had to do was hold still.


  Corbin kept going, and Mark realized he was being muzzle-fucked. It occurred to him that the cougar was probably watching him in the mirror, acting out the ultimate submission, with his tail raised and his heavy balls swinging between his legs, and he didn’t care. It felt good. He rumbled in pleasure, letting his eyes drift shut again.


  And suddenly, his paws found his own cock. He started to play with himself, slicking his own precum all over his throbbing wolfmeat. He found the beginnings of his knot and massaged it, careful to reign in his excitement. It wouldn’t do to go too far.


  Corbin abruptly pulled his cock free, and stared down at Mark, his eyes narrowed and intense. Still holding the wolf’s muzzle with one paw, Corbin took his his slimy cock in his other hand and wiped it against the wolf’s facial fur. Mark shivered and groaned, as his beard was slicked with saliva and other fluids. He licked his chops. His face tasted like cougar.


  Corbin stared down at him. “Are you ready for true submission, wolfie?”


  Mark stared up at him, and licked his lips again. “Yeah.” He lazily played with his cock, tongue lolling out in anticipation. “You gonna do me on all fours?” The statement was obscene; the words were not his. They belonged to the heat and the alcohol. But they’d come out of his mouth just the same.


  Corbin’s nostril’s flared, and his tail lashed furiously behind him, like an unrestrained fire hose. “I knew the bitch in you wasn’t buried very deep.” He cocked his head. “You’ll be more comfortable on the mattress, puppy.”


  Mark broke eye contact, and glanced to the side. The mattress was old, bare, and badly stained. He hoisted himself onto all fours and crawled toward it. He glanced back.


  Corbin followed, playing obscenely with his black member. He watched Mark’s muscular legs flex as the wolf climbed onto the mattress, oversized wolfpaws trailing behind him.


  Mark crawled toward the head of the mattress, which someone had thoughtfully framed with a piece of plywood with a sheet over it. Only in a gay bar would a mattress in the attic, placed only for illicit, anonymous sexual encounters, be thoughtfully accented with a makeshift headboard. He looked back again, just in time to see Corbin reach into an old wooden crate  probably the place where he’d stashed the collar  and come out with a tube of KY.


  As the cougar squatted next to him, Mark stared right at him, and raised his bushy black tail, slowly and purposefully. Corbin shook his head. “You’re spoilin’ me, wolfie,” he rumbled. “You musta made some old alpha real sad when you decided you wanted to be a top.” He popped the cap and squirted a blob of clear KY onto his palm.


  Mark allowed himself a small smile, looking downward, and then he yelped in surprise as the cold goo was slathered under his tail. Why was KY always cold? It was eighty-five degrees up here!


  “Ssshh, it’s okay,” Corbin muttered, and after a moment the asshole-numbing sensation went away. It was replaced by the gentle pressure of Corbin’s fingers working under his tail. The wolf closed his eyes. He was amazed at how relaxed he felt. Corbin’s middle finger slid inside him, and all Mark felt was pleasure.


  There was a quiet squicking noise, as Corbin slid another finger into the wolf’s rectum, and Mark lifted his muzzle, eyes rolling back into his head. He felt full, and subdued, and obedient. It could only get better from here.


  And it did. There was a sudden blunt, warm force positioned at his entrance. It felt thick and rubbery, and too large. Mark leaned slightly forward, lifting his ass a bit higher. “Don’t ask me if I’m ready,” he breathed. “Just do it.”


  Corbin pushed forward with surprising force, and his thick cock slid into Mark with little resistance. Mark squeezed his eyes shut and grasped big fistfuls of the mattress, growling intensely.


  It felt like Corbin was stretching him past the point where his body could handle. Mark began to pant heavily. It had been so long. He dipped his head and concentrated on breathing, his tongue lolling out and spotting the mattress with saliva. His face was getting closer and closer to the mattress.


  Corbin’s paws firmly grasped his hips, and the sharp prickling of his claws helped distract the wolf. “Been awhile, hasn’t it, wolf? You’re so tight…” He grunted, his voice shaking. “You’re doin’ great… just a little longer, and you won’t know why you ever gave it up…”


  Mark was already starting to remember the pleasure. Already, the sensation of painful stretching was being replaced by heat and fullness, and delightful friction. Corbin started to pull out, and Mark felt a whine building, deep in his throat. The cougar wasn’t halfway out when he started to press in again, and this time it made him shiver.


  He seemed to go deeper with each slow thrust, pushing further inside the willing wolf, until Mark wondered how he had anything left to push. He was still getting used to the sensation when he felt a strong hand grasp his dangling balls and tug gently on them.


  He growled as his cock returned to full hardness. He pushed his chest back up, arched his back, and just then found the perfect position, as Corbin’s cock glided against something wonderful inside him. He gasped in surprise, and shivered.


  


  “Now you remember,” Corbin muttered, his voice strained. “And good thing, because I’m done playing nice.” He pulled out and shoved back into the wolf, with surprising force. “I’m gonna fuck you good, now.” He was speeding up. In, out, in, out. He was fucking Mark like they did in the movies, like an animal. Like he was showing off.


  Mark looked back over his shoulder, still not quite able to believe this was happening. The cougar glared balefully back down at him, staring him in the eyes with that same angry expression, as if daring him to make a move. He maintained the stare even as he pounded into the wolf, and Mark’s head began to swim, as the bad boy fucked him senseless.


  Corbin leaned over him, now, pinning his tail against his back. Mark arched his back harder and leaned his muzzle upward, and now he could hear Corbin making noises, a grunting-yowl, deep in his throat. The cougar’s hands started roving, too, running all over his shoulders, his sides, his vulnerable stomach. Corbin was using his claws again, making deep furrows in the wolf’s fur, scratching his delicate skin.


  Mark shivered as the cougar used him, every sensation pushing him closer to the edge. He had never been this turned on while bottoming before. Corbin seemed able to hit the sweet spot every single time. Mark could feel his cock drooling precum all over the bed, and his swinging balls had never felt heavier.


  “Ungh! Ngh!” Corbin grunted, and Mark became aware that the cougar was getting close. He leaned all the way over the captive wolf, now, on top of him without touching him, so as to not impede his thrusting. He was pounding in such a way that would make even the most seasoned vulpine squeak in pain, but Mark was tough, and he could handle it. The wolf’s tongue lolled to one side.


  Corbin suddenly bit down on the wolf’s ruff, hard. “Ow!” Mark cried, more out of shock than anything, and he thrashed his head out of reflex, which only made the gripped skin more apparent. A moment later, Mark’s cock was suddenly ensnared by the cougar’s strong paw, and it was all he could do not to fire right that second. Corbin started pumping him furiously, and he willed his orgasm away. He would fight it, would wait for the cougar to shoot first. He half-closed his eyes, concentrating.


  Corbin growled viciously, the vibrating sensation transmitting through his teeth into Mark’s neck. He reached forward and grasped the sheet over the makeshift headboard, giving it a firm yank. As the fabric billowed downward, Mark realized it was another mirror behind the sheet, and in that laid his downfall.


  The black wolf in the mirror was born to be a bitch, sprawled out on his elbows with his ass in the air, his pink tongue lolling out in the mindless pleasure of being fucked, his white dog collar stark in the dim light. The vicious cougar in the mirror caught his eyes and snarled, laying claim to his prey, tiny smears of blood on his lips. Mark got a clear view of the cougar’s thick hand furiously pumping his swollen doggie cock, and with that lost any hope of holding back his climax.


  Mark’s orgasm poured out of him, as if his body were melting and spurting out of him in thick, hot ropes of molten wolf. It spattered his stomach and chest, and the inside of his arms, as Corbin furiously milked his wolf cock. He threw his head back and howled explosively, the mind-blowing sensations pouring out of him in one long howl so he didn’t shake himself to pieces.


  As Mark was baying into the night, Corbin suddenly thrust against him and stayed there, grinding into him, and now hot cat seed poured into him. Mark wasn’t even halfway through spurting wolf cum on the mattress when Corbin began to fill him, and as the cougar came, he yowled like a thing possessed, his voice only partly muffled by the mouth full of wolf ruff. He pulled his head backward as he came, yanking Mark’s ruff with him, and the wolf whined plaintively beneath him.


  The cougar’s climax lasted an impossibly long time, his body starting to shake, and finally he grabbed Mark around the chest and squeezed them together, crushing the wolf against him as his cock pulsed inside him. It was bliss, all pressure and muscle, and with that gesture, the cougar was done.


  Corbin sank on top of him, panting feverishly. Mark ignored the burning sensation in his arms. They stayed that way for a full minute, gasping for breath. Finally, Corbin released his grip on Mark’s ruff, lifting his head and working his jaw.


  He stared intently at Mark’s reflection. “You alright?”


  Mark nodded dreamily. His tongue was still hanging out. He retracted it, and swallowed. “Yeah,” he said, a funny grin on his face.


  Corbin’s eyes glinted in amusement. “I thought so.” He lifted himself up, steeled himself, and gently pulled himself backward. Mark grunted softly as the cougar slid out of him.


  Corbin leaned back onto his haunches, regarding the wolf. Mark simply stretched his limbs out and lay on the filthy, soiled mattress. He had to lie on his side  his knot was at full attention, and that wouldn’t be changing any time soon. The old mattress was surprisingly comfortable. But then again, Mark felt so good right now that a concrete sidewalk would probably have been comfortable.


  Corbin’s mouth tightened into a frown. “Uh, that mattress is pretty disgusting.”


  Mark laughed. He ran a paw through the semen-spattered fur of his chest and stomach. “At the moment, I’m pretty disgusting.” He grinned lazily, and closed his eyes.


  The mattress shifted as Corbin crawled up to lie down next to him. “I guess you’re right,” he muttered, and Mark felt warm arms wrap around him.


  He smiled.


  


  After some time, when Mark was just starting to drift off, he felt Corbin slide gently away from him. He grunted in surprise, and opened his eyes.


  Corbin sat up, groaning as one did the day after running a marathon. He yawned. “Okay, wolfie, c’mon,” he said. “I’m fallin’ asleep here.”


  Mark stared at him. “Where’re we going?” He frowned. “Back downstairs? Already?” He felt a sense of crushing disappointment. The ratty old mattress in the storeroom was hardly the Ritz-Carlton, but the last thing he wanted to do was leave.


  Corbin frowned with lidded eyes. The gesture was oddly cute. Mark felt his heart flutter. “Hell no, man. Not yet. C’mon, I got somethin’ to show ya.” He struggled to his feet, and extended his hand to Mark.


  Maybe it was the post-coital glow, or maybe it was the way the cougar courteously offered to help him up, but the big cat looked downright angelic to Mark. He trusted him, by this point. He squirmed off the mattress and took the cougar’s hand.


  Corbin padded only a few yards away, toward the walled-off section of the storage area. Mark started to feel a little hesitant  he didn’t know where they were going, and he didn’t generally like to go exploring, when he was naked and covered in sweat and semen. He was even still wearing the collar.


  Corbin led him right up to yet another cheap door, twisted the knob, and flicked another switch. This light was brighter, and Marks’ eyes took a moment to adjust. When they did, he saw that this walled-off area had been turned into a sort of large makeshift bathroom. There was a huge shower, and a toilet and a sink. The latter two were ugly and industrial, as if they’d been stolen from a highway rest stop, but the shower was colossal and ornate, complete with a glass door and stocked with a dozen brightly-colored bottles.


  Mark stared in shock. This was the last thing he’d expected.


  Corbin raised an amused eyebrow. “The guy who bought the place had this put in. The plumbing was here already, so he figured why not. There are worse things to have in your gay bar.” He guided Mark toward the shower. “I think he liked to take guys up here, too.”


  Mark’s ears folded back. Corbin was making no move to leave him alone. “… Together?” he managed to whisper.


  Corbin shrugged. “I’m a big cat. I like to handle grooming, you know?”


  Mark just blushed.


  


  Once they were inside, Corbin did in fact take over, and Mark realized this was much more than a simple washing. Corbin gently soaped every inch of him, combing out his fur, massaging the suds off of him, with a look of concentration like a man building a ship in a bottle. After clumsily trying to help at first, Mark simply put his arms up and held still for the young cougar, who pored over every hair on the wolf’s body like he was a work of art.


  Mark tried to think of something to say, but he was so hesitant to ruin the moment that he didn’t say anything. After a few minutes, he just shut up, closed his eyes, and enjoyed the steam and the cougar’s paws.


  When the water turned off, he opened his eyes in surprise. Corbin was staring at him, with his unblinking yellow eyes.


  Mark stared back. He opened his mouth to say something, and again couldn’t find the words. He felt like he had to say something, or their encounter would be over.


  He didn’t want it to end, he suddenly realized.


  Corbin stared at him expectantly.


  Mark cleared his throat. “So, uh, you want to go get a cup of coffee or something?”


  The cougar scoffed genially, and stared at him, like he was trying to decide how serious he was. He leaned in and licked the wolf’s nose. “I think you got your routine a little mixed up, wolf.”


  Mark grinned. “I hope you won’t hold that against me.”


  Corbin snaked his arm around the wolf’s waist, and drew him in. Their kiss was slower this time, more deliberate. And once again, they kissed like they’d done it a thousand times.


  When he drew back, Corbin’s brow was furrowed. “Are you sure you want to do this, man? I mean, the sex was fuckin’ awesome, but… I don’t know if you want to go after me just for that.” He frowned. “I’m not real together.” He cocked his head, and for the first time he looked as young as he was. “I don’t know if I’d be good for you.”


  Mark stared at him a moment. He leaned in and gently bumped their muzzles together. He stared into the cougar’s wide, hesitant eyes, and now he knew exactly what to say.


  “Just… say yes,” he said.


  Corbin thought about it for a moment, and then nodded slowly. “Okay,” he whispered. And after a moment, he smiled.


  Mark grinned


  



  End.
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  “Do you think it’s safe?” Allison finally asked.


  It was hard to tell in the near-total darkness, even in such close quarters, but Mikey suddenly realized that all four pairs of eyes were on him, including his brother’s. Especially his brother’s. Setting his jaw, the wolf steeled himself and pivoted on the cold vinyl tile.


  Still seated on the floor, he squirmed around and pressed one pointy ear against the thin wood. Like all motel bathroom doors, it was intended for privacy only, and purchased as cheaply as possible. Based on how the building had been shuddering, it was a miracle the door had held at all.


  He concentrated for a second, and listened. His keen lupine ears picked up a number of howling wails in the distance, but nothing of the air-raid variety. “I don’t hear the tornado sirens anymore. There’s nothing but car alarms.” He frowned. “I’m pretty sure one of them is mine.”


  He lifted himself to his feet, slamming his shoulder on the doorknob in the process. “Ow!” he barked. The little room was lit with nothing more than their cell phones – his and Allison’s were basic phones on competing networks, Gabe and Sarah had matching Blackberries, and of course Louie had nothing at all – and it was nearly impossible to see.


  Standing up, he grumbled under his breath. “Gabe, care to assist me?” To his right, he saw the ferret get effortlessly to his feet. Gabe was slim and quiet, all too happy to defer to Mikey’s request. In the near-darkness, the only part of him that was visible was the white part of his face, tinted bluish-green by their cell phones. It was a weird effect.


  “Are we sure it’s safe out there?” Gabe asked, his deep voice resonating in the tiny bathroom.


  “No,” Mikey answered. He tried the knob.


  Nothing happened.


  He turned it again, pushed on it. The wood creaked softly, as if annoyed, but did not budge. The door felt like it was nailed into place.


  He frowned. “It’s jammed. The building must not be in great shape.”


  “I think it follows that we should leave right now, then,” Sarah advised. It was an obvious statement, but Sarah had a lot of credibility right now. It had been her suggestion to take cover in the bathroom.


  “I’m working on it,” Mikey muttered, checking the door for hinges. They weren’t on this side; the door opened out. “Hey, Louie, can I get an assist?” He turned and looked down.


  From the floor, his brother stared back at him. His eyes grew so wide they were nearly luminescent in the darkness. He didn’t respond.


  “I need you to push the door open, okay, buddy? It’s jammed and I need some serious strength here.”


  He could see Louie working it out, looking the door up and down, and then he nodded. “Okay… if you say ‘s’alright…” Louie was braced against the bathtub, and he simply extended his massive leg and pushed against the door.


  The wood creaked and popped explosively, and when Mikey twisted the knob, it burst free from the doorframe and banged against the room’s back wall.


  He looked back to where Louie was cowering unhappily from the noise. Allison was next to him, with a comforting hand on his massive forearm, but Mikey didn’t know how much good that was going to do.


  “Okay, people, here I go.” Waving his Nokia in front of him, he slowly padded out into the room.


  He frowned. The room was now a movie set – that was the only way to explain it.


  Strange white light from the emergency LED lighting cast bizarre, stark shadows all around the room. Everything was wet – water trickled down the walls, the carpet squished under his sneakers, and water dripped from a new low point in the ceiling, which sagged dangerously over the two beds. The entire picture window was conspicuously missing from its frame, letting in a mixture of gray light and soft rain.


  The shards of the window were scattered around the room like confetti, mingling with marble-sized chunks of hail. The front door lay against the foot of the beds, in a heap of plastic fragments and large jagged segments of particle board, which had probably once been the bureau and TV.


  Their luggage, clothes, and the curtains had landed in haphazard, soggy piles all over the floor. The air smelled like wet cloth and foliage. A car alarm screamed outside, just out of sight. Thunder rumbled in the distance.


  Mikey took a few hesitant steps, Gabe trailing a few inches behind him. “I think we’re okay,” he said softly. “Sarah, what’s your take?” he said, guessing the mouse was just a few steps behind them.


  Sure enough, Sarah appeared in the doorway. She was short and straightforward, the sort of girl who perpetually wore a ponytail. “I think we’re through the worst of it. These systems really only have one big punch.” She took off her glasses, which had steamed up in the humid room, and wiped them on her camisole.


  Gabe frowned. “I thought tornado season didn’t start until next week.” He crossed his arms. “I want a refund.”


  Sarah smiled. “It doesn’t. These were straight-line winds. If it was a tornado we wouldn’t be standing here right now.” She started picking her way toward the door.


  Gabe and Mikey made eye contact, eyes wide. “Scientific detachment,” Gabe explained.


  “Yeah, I guess,” Mikey replied, frowning. “Allison, Louie, it’s okay out here, but be careful of the glass. C’mon–”


  He stopped at the sight of Allison backing out of the room, leading Louie by his massive front paws. She was a red-haired doe in size 0 jeans, looking frail and delicate, dwarfed by Louie’s huge lupine frame, but he allowed himself to be led unhappily out of the bathroom.


  Most of the time, Louie’s oversized, fierce-looking muzzle and generally feral-looking features were enough to stop strangers in their tracks, but at the moment he looked like a frightened puppy. Mikey’s swallowed the lump in his throat.


  “There, there,” Allison said comfortingly, carefully stepping backward over the threshold. “The storm is over, Sarah said so.” She sounded soothing, even over the wail of the car alarm.


  Louie glanced around nervously, his ears flattened against his skull. “You sure?” he asked softly, his deep voice rumbling like the thunder in the distance. He ducked as they went under the doorframe.


  “Mmm-hmm!” Allison said brightly. “Won’t it be nice to get out of this nasty, smelly room?” she asked. Mikey listened – he knew she was a teacher, and a very relevant sort of teacher at that, but even after attending college together he’d never really seen her in action. The four of them – Gabe, Sarah, Allison and Mikey – had all been in different programs.


  “Doesn’t it smell yucky?” Allison asked, a hint of amusement in her voice. Mikey smiled.


  Louie’s nose wrinkled. “Yeah,” he admitted softly. They passed the first bed. “Floor’s squishy,” he noted, unhappily.


  As they passed, Mikey reached up and put a comforting arm on his brother’s shoulder. “You’re doing good, big guy,” he said. “Wait’ll we tell Mom about this.”


  Louie actually smiled at that, and Mikey felt himself grin. Breathing a sigh of relief, he actually started to relax, for the first time since the sirens began wailing.


  And then he caught sight of his brother in the dresser mirror, across the dark, shadowed room. Mirror-Louie towered over him, and – it must have been a trick of the light – in the shadows he looked angry, deadly, like a beast rearing for attack.


  The effect that was so startling that Mikey gasped, and mirror-Louie turned to glare at him, showing nothing so much as his teeth. His fur stood on end.


  Mikey snapped his head to look at his brother, who had whirled to look at the dresser mirror, and then at him. Wide-eyed and baffled, Louie stared at him. “What’s wrong?” he asked, and ever-so-subtly, began shaking.


  Allison shot him a look. Mikey frowned. “Nothing, big guy… uh, just realized it’s probably my car making all that racket. Go on ahead.” He patted his brother on the back.


  Glancing at the mirror again, Mikey saw nothing but himself – short gray fur and hard lines. Deep in the back of his head, some sadistic part of his brain wondered if that was how other people – just at first, of course – saw his very special brother.


  Frowning, he suppressed the thought. It was just nerves. And wasn’t that to be expected? This was Louie’s first trip out of the state, his first road trip at all, and barely five hours in they’d nearly been killed by a freak storm.


  After all, he reminded himself: people saw things, in mirrors in dark rooms, under far less stress this.


  Then they were outside, in the sunlight, and he couldn’t see any shadows at all.


  The car alarm did turn out to be Mikey’s, of course, and it took him several tries to get the alarm to stop screaming. The vehicle was a black Scion xB, and now it sat with its front wheels on the sidewalk, nose nearly against the motel wall. The rear window was a gaping hole, rimmed with jagged black bits of safety glass, and the inside of the car appeared to be filled with landscaping remnants. The windows were splotchy and opaque, fogged from the inside by the rain and melting hail inside.


  The parking lot was otherwise empty, littered with bits of foliage, everything from leaf-stripped twigs as small as pencils to a 20-foot section of branch blocking the entrance to the parking lot. The pavement looked more green and brown than black. The scattered vegetation glowed in the yellow evening light.


  Strewn around the blacktop like confetti were small, jagged chips of bright orange plastic. It took Mikey a moment to realize that they were remnants of the huge orange “Super 8” sign for the motel at which they were staying. He and Gabe had run directly underneath it when the sirens had fired. They’d made it into the room barely thirty seconds before the windows had blown in.


  All up and down the line of rooms, windows and doors had been removed from their respective frames. A few of the rooms, including the one next door, were also missing parts of the wall. Not a pane of glass was left in the entire strip.


  Gabe rubbed his black muzzle fur. “I wanted to go to Vegas,” he pointed out.


  Despite himself, Mikey smiled. “Vegas was too far to drive.”


  Gabe scoffed. “Yeah? Well, the Wisconsin Dells was the only travel destination inside tornado alley.”


  Sarah frowned, wringing out her sweatshirt. “I said it wasn’t a tornado.” Her nose twitched in annoyance.


  Louie was nervously watching the skies. Again, Allison put a comforting hand on his arm. The clouds were the color of ocean water and roiled ominously.


  “Are you sure something worse isn’t coming?” Louie whispered.


  From across the parking lot came the sound of running.


  They looked up. Sprinting across the lot from the direction of the office was an older coyote in a plaid shirt, eyes wide and panicked. He looked vaguely familiar.


  Mikey straightened up, heart pounding. “Who’s that?” he asked, alarmed. Louie picked up on his tone and shrank back against the car.


  Allison stepped forward. “He’s the owner of the motel,” she said quickly to the group. “We checked in with him yesterday. There’s practically nobody else at the hotel this early in the season; I talked to him for like twenty minutes.”


  The barrel-chested coyote thundered toward them, pumping his arms, his baseball cap sailing off his head. “Are you kids alright?” he boomed, skidding to a stop. “All the windows in the office just blew in! Oh my Lord, this place is a mess.”


  “We’re fine,” Allison said, brown eyes a little wide. “Are you alright?”


  The coyote staggered toward them, panting desperately, pink tongue lolling out. He was carrying a few extra pounds – Mikey began wondering if he was going to blow a heart valve in front of them. He frowned.


  The coyote made his way to their room, peered in through the missing window, and let out a slow breath. “Sweet Jesus,” he said, “You coulda been killed.” He turned back to them, eyes wide.


  Not knowing what else to do, Mikey shrugged. “Yeah, guess we picked the wrong room, huh?” He smiled lopsidedly.


  The coyote frowned. “I picked that room.” He leaned against the wall.


  “Hey, um, are you okay?” Gabe asked. “That was quite some running you were just doing.”


  Allison cleared her throat. “Sir, it’s fine. I’m sure your insurance will cover everything.”


  The coyote pulled a red bandanna from his pocket and began wringing it between his hands. “Oh, I know it will honey, but this is always a shock. This has happened before, believe it or not… we’re right on the edge of the lake and the winds just come roaring right in.” He twisted the bandanna into a little knot, and then unraveled it, turning to the rooms. “Not as bad as all this, usually, but…” He trailed off. “These rooms all needed new windows anyway,” he said, smiling weakly.


  Then even that paltry amusement dropped off his face. “Oh, but your vacation is ruined, that’s just awful.” He turned to Allison. “And here you were sayin’ you haven’t even seen each other in years…”


  They all turned to look at Allison. She colored under her tawny fur.


  He cleared his throat. “This is just terrible.” The grizzled old canine thought for a moment, frowning intently. “But I think… I think I just might have an idea.”


  Mike and Gabe exchanged glances.


  “Oh boy, the Missus would kill me for saying this, but we’ve got a cabin a ways further up north, on a lake… sort of a retirement home. S’real nice – got a big TV and a big pantry.” He stared at them expectantly. “If you’re still in a vacation sort of mood, I suppose I could lend it to’ya for the week…”


  Mikey narrowed his eyes. “You’re offering us your…personal cabin?”


  “For the week?” Gabe added.


  The coyote nodded. “We don’t use it much,” he said, as if that explained his offer.


  “’Specially going into tourist season.”


  Sarah blinked in surprise. “You’re very trusting.”


  The grizzled coyote smiled. “I’ve got your credit card numbers.”


  Mikey smiled. “That’s true. How big is it? Decent size?”


  The innkeeper nodded. “Four bedrooms. Built a long time ago, but barely finished renovating it last year. S’got a boat house… you can use the canoe.” He glanced into their room one more time, frowned, and looked back to the group. “Whatcha think? I can refund your money but it’ll take a week or so to go through…” he said, wringing the bandanna again.


  Mikey was staring at the storm-assaulted remains of his car. “You know what? I’m kind of leaning toward yes. I don’t really feel like finding another hotel anyway, and the Dells has sort of lost a bit of its charm in the last hour or so.”


  Allison smiled faintly. “Actually, that sounds kind of nice. A cabin by the lake… we can go swimming!”


  Louie’s eyes brightened. “Swimming!”


  Gabe’s brow furrowed. “Um… I’m not really the spontaneous type, but if you guys think it’ll be fun… I’m up for it.”


  Sarah frowned. “Well, I’m sure there’s undamaged hotels here in the strip. We could always come back and find one if it doesn’t, ah, work out.”


  Mikey turned to the innkeeper. “I guess we’re taking you up on your offer,” he said.


  Behind them, Louie cheered.


  The innkeeper turned to glance at the large wolf’s outburst, but to Mikey’s mild surprise, he didn’t stare, as most folks would. In fact, Mikey thought he saw the hint of a smile.


  Later, it was a moment he would come back to.


  


  

  “Dude, are you sure we didn’t pass it?”


  It was 7:30 p.m. They were far along Route 10, the Scion’s lights the only artificial illumination for miles.


  Mikey sighed. “Yes, Gabe, for the fourth time, I’m sure. Mr. GPS is up here with me, remember?” He pointed at the tiny screen of the knockoff-Garmin stuck to the windshield. The little electronic arrow pointed confidently forward. “I’ll let you know if it starts displaying a Michigan zip code, huh?”


  “Or Canada,” Gabe muttered.


  Mikey chuckled. “Right.” The zip code was displayed in the top right corner of the GPS map, and it had stayed the same – 55407 – for about an hour. Back home in Chicago, it had been changing every 20 minutes or so… they must really be out in the sticks now.


  Next to him, Louie yawned toothily, staring vacantly out into the darkness. He slumped in his seat, looking drowsy, but couldn’t slump too far before his knees hit the dashboard. Even the vast expanses of the Scion’s interior were a little cramped for Louie – at 6’6”, Mikey had purchased the car solely because his brother fit into it. He had bought Louie a bright green Packers hat at a gas station, and the top of it was barely four inches from the headliner. Mikey had bought him a giant Diet Coke, too – his favorite – and his brother cradled the empty cup between his legs. Mikey smiled.


  In the backseat, Sarah and Allison sat on opposite ends, looking bored. Gabe pouted between them. He was blocking the view out the back, but since the entire rear window was covered in opaque plastic sheeting, that didn’t really matter.


  “So, how’s teaching at the new school?” Mikey asked him.


  In the rearview, he saw Gabe’s brow furrow. “Pretty much the same. High school kids are still stupid.” He smiled wryly. “I’m still trying to teach them history, sociology, and the life skills to come in out of the rain.”


  Sarah sighed. “If you succeed, we could use you at my job. The new department head doesn’t know the difference between an outflow boundary and an ascending bifurcated cold front.”


  There was silence for a moment.


  Sarah colored. “Never mind. Allison, did you ever get that classroom aide?”


  Allison smiled. “Yes, and it is great just to finally have one. I could use two more, though – I’ve got two kids in wheelchairs this year.”


  “So move to Illinois!” Mikey said. “Special Ed actually has a budget for things like classroom aides.”


  Louie straightened up. “My teacher Miss Laura has two aides! One of them is named Brandy and she lets me help lift David into his chair sometimes.” He frowned. “Not allowed to push it, though. Brandy says it’s a… lie… lie…” He trailed off, thinking feverishly.


  “Li-aaaaaa…” Mikey prompted.


  “Lie-bility!” Louie pronounced triumphantly. He grinned.


  “Turn right, 20 meters,” the GPS announced. Mikey glanced up at it.


  “Finally!” Gabe announced from the backseat. “Boy, I hope this place is up to par, or else it’s going to be a looonnng drive back.”


  Mikey frowned. They came to a tiny road, labeled on a hand-carved wooden plank nailed to a birch tree. SHELTER ROAD, it read.


  “This is it,” Mikey announced. “And if the innkeeper was right, this should be right around the point where we–”


  “Signal lost,” the GPS announced. The artificial voice had an urgency to it, that Mikey had never heard before. “Signal lost. Signal lost.” Mikey reached up and held down the power button.


  The rearview lit up as Gabe’s Blackberry illuminated. “Yep, no service on this thing either. This must be one of them enforced relaxation vacations.”


  Allison sighed. “I didn’t know a GPS could even lose a signal. This takes ‘rural’ to a whole new level.”


  Mikey kept an eye on the car’s odometer. “Well, according to the Kindly Old Innkeeper, it’s supposed to be nine miles further, exactly.” Next to the odometer, he spotted something wooden on the dashboard, about the size of a pack of cigarettes. “What is that?” he asked.


  Louie reached for it with one giant hand. “A toy,” he said proudly. “Found it.”


  Mikey blinked. “Where?” He glanced at it. “Can I see it?” He held out his paw.


  The bigger wolf slipped the little figurine into Mikey’s fingers. Mikey glanced at it, quickly looking back to the dark road. It was made of wood, carved like a coyote and worn smooth with age. It looked distinctly Native American, decorated with dusty red war paint.


  Sarah was looking over his shoulder from the backseat. “Doesn’t exactly look like gift shop fare,” she pointed out.


  “No… it doesn’t,” Mikey added. Raising his head and watching the dark road, he lifted the little coyote in his brother’s direction. Louie held out his giant hands eagerly. “Where was this?” he asked. “This wasn’t in the room, was it?”


  Louie nodded. “Uh-huh. I heard the stuff in hotels is free like…” He paused to think of an example. “Soap. And… shower cap.” His eyes suddenly widened. “Was this not free?” he asked. “Did I… steal it?” he asked, alarmed.


  Mikey shook his head dismissively. “No, no, it’s fine! Where’d you pick it up, though?” He glanced at the odometer. It had racked up six more miles.


  Louie traced one thick claw over the figure’s blunt muzzle and ears. “Table. Between the beds.”


  Mikey frowned. “When we checked in?”


  Louie turned the figure over and over. “Nope, when we were leaving.”


  Gabe asked what Mikey was thinking – “After the storm?”


  Louie twisted his great mass around, looking worried. “Lots of questions,” he said softly. His ears began to tilt backward.


  Mikey put a hand on his arm. “No, Louie, it’s fine. It’s just that there was a lot of wind in the room; it’s weird it was still on the table. But tornadoes do weird things.” He smiled. “Maybe it even flew in from outside. Just for you.”


  Louie stared at him for a moment, processing, and then looked down at the figure in his hands. “Wow,” he breathed softly.


  “Hey, heads up!” Gabe called from the backseat.


  Mikey slammed on the brakes. The tires shrieked for a moment and the ABS snarled. The car screamed to a halt, and sat rumbling softly in the road.


  “What?!” Allison cried. Louie covered his muzzle in shock.


  “Sorry, sorry,” Mikey muttered. “I wasn’t paying attention.”


  “To what?” Sarah asked.


  Mikey gestured with his muzzle. “We’re here.”


  The car sat idling in front of a signpost. The number 11 had been nailed to a tree.


  The cabin seemed more like the innkeeper and the Missus intended to open a bed’n’breakfast than retire in peace. It was huge, immaculate, and charmingly decorated with what seemed like twenty years of estate-sale finds. The log bones of the structure had been preserved, but it was the perfect mix of historic and comfortable. It was full of end tables and thick wooden shelves, covered in old books, framed pictures and all manner of knickknacks, from crystal vases to cheesy-looking vacation souvenirs.


  “Look at this, I bet these are the original plank floors!” Allison was saying in the kitchen, as Mikey and Gabe set the last of the luggage in the living room. Louie was right behind them, carrying the heavy cooler full of their groceries, a faint, dopey smile on his face.


  Setting the cooler down, Louie looked longingly down at it and licked his teeth; somewhere inside were six frozen pizzas. He whined plaintively. “Food?” he asked.


  “Alright, dinner’s comin’,” Mikey announced, grinning. “Allison, care to join me?” He grabbed one end of the cooler and began dragging it into the kitchen. “Gabe, Sarah, you want to have a look around? Maybe start assigning rooms?”


  “Seen one cabin, seen ‘em all,” Gabe mumbled. “I seen the ‘Friday the 13th’ movies, I can pretty much paint a picture for you.” He picked up a duffel and wandered out of the room, smirking.


  Mikey rolled his eyes. “Louie, you want a soda?”


  Louie’s eyes lit up. “Soooda!” he said, grinning.


  Mikey tossed him a Diet Coke from the cooler. “Go hang out in the living room, okay? Do what Gabe and Sarah tell you.” He smiled. “Give your little coyote a tour of the living room.”


  Clutching his Diet Coke, Louie thumped off, wagging ecstatically.


  Twenty minutes later, Mike and Allison had three pizzas coming out of the oven.


  “Do you think there’s a pizza cutter in here somewhere?” Mikey asked. He began pulling drawers open, frowning in concentration.


  Allison suddenly crossed her arms.


  Mikey felt her gaze. He looked up. “Um… what’s up?” he asked, ears tilted back.


  Allison smiled. “Nothing. Here in this kitchen is just the most relaxed I’ve seen you since… uh, college?”


  He sighed, digging through the top drawer. “Yeah. It’s Louie’s first trip. I’ve been a little on-edge.”


  Allison opened a drawer on her side of the kitchen. “You’re a lot on-edge. Is it because you’re nervous about Louie, or about the fine people of the state of Wisconsin?”


  Mikey glanced up, frowning. “Wow, I’m transparent. Look, it’s not like he doesn’t have feelings. He can tell when people are staring. Let’s just say it’s not so bad to be way out here in the woods.” He slammed his drawer and began working on the next one down. He held up a whisk in each hand. “Do you believe how many whisks these people have? How many could you possibly need at one time?”


  The doe suddenly appeared at his side with a pizza cutter. He blinked. “Oh.”


  While Mikey cut the pizzas, Allison leaned against the counter. “Did I ever tell you about our class trip to Denny’s?”


  Mikey cocked his head. “No. With your special kids?”


  She smiled. “Mmm-hmm. Our field trips are a little simpler… ordering food, how to act in public places… basic functioning, it’s good for them. We went to a Denny’s this spring.” She rolled up the sleeves on her sweatshirt. “Seven kids, two wheelchairs, two parent volunteers… it was quite a troupe. We took up the whole middle section of the restaurant.”


  Mikey stopped what he was doing. He felt the blood drain from his face. “Did somebody start shit with you?”


  Allison stared at him. “No, just the opposite. When I went up to pay, the girl grinned at me and said the bill had been taken care of. ‘Taken care of,’ that’s exactly the wording she used.”


  He set the cutter down on the stove. He didn’t get it.. “Did the restaurant…?”


  Smiling, Allison shook her head. “No. It was one of the other customers. Some random businessman or soccer mom walked up, paid our three-hundred-dollar tab, and left without a word.” She sighed happily, remembering.


  Mikey stared at her, his brow furrowed. He didn’t know what to make of the story.


  “I think,” she said gently, “I think the average person isn’t nearly as hateful as you’ve come to believe. I think people are basically tolerant and understanding, and your brother’s going to be just fine.”


  Mikey stared at her for a moment, and then looked away. It took him a moment to speak. “I just… can’t stand to see him get hurt, you know? I want him to be happy.”


  Allison nodded. She thought for a moment, and then put a hand on Mikey’s shoulder. “I know. And he will be. But you should be, too.”


  He frowned.


  She looked intently at him. “And I am hungry. So you should serve the goddamn pizzas.”


  He laughed.


  


  Hours later, after dinner, they sat around the ancient, battle-scarred hardwood coffee table and drank hot cocoa. Louie had begun to drift off immediately after eating an entire pizza by himself, and was snoring away in the only bedroom with two beds in it. Mikey was proud of him for going to sleep by himself in a strange place, though he had insisted on taking the little coyote totem for company.


  “This place is great,” Gabe announced. “We should almost die in freak weather disasters more often.” The ferret and the mouse were curled up under a gigantic hand-sewn quilt. Sarah sighed happily. “I can’t wait to get into the boat house tomorrow. I bet the lake is small enough that we’re the only ones on it.”


  Mikey yawned. He had changed into a sweatshirt that was so huge on him it could only have been Louie’s. “Dude, seriously. This is so much better than that crappy motel would have been. I love you all, but I was really not looking forward to the thought of sharing one room with you guys. And Louie snores like a truck downshifting, so this is going to work much better. There’s only one thing missing.”


  “What’s that?” Allison asked.


  Mikey leaned forward and picked up his mug. “I need a blanket… with some kind of sleeves on it.”


  They laughed.


  He leaned forward and set his mug on the coffee table, next to a large, old fabric-bound book.


  Unnoticed by the rest of them, Sarah happened to read the book’s cover. She leaned forward and picked up the tome, cracking it open with a leathery creak.


  “So, how’s everybody’s life going?” Gabe asked, out of nowhere. “Are you where you thought you’d be?”


  Mikey frowned. “Jesus, Gabe. We graduated, like, three years ago. That’s not a lot of time to reach self-actualization, huh?”


  Gabe sighed. “I know. I’m just… bored. Life got ungodly routine a lot faster than I expected.”


  Allison curled her legs up under her. “Not enough adventure in your life?”


  Gabe shrugged. “Well… I dunno. I like my life, that’s for sure… we’ve got a nice place and good jobs… but nothing happens anymore. I’m only on my third year and it’s already like I’m watching reruns. Not exactly life in interesting times, if you catch my meaning.”


  Allison furrowed her brow. “Interesting times?” she repeated.


  Gabe paused. “It’s an old Chinese saying – ‘May you live in interesting times.’”


  Mikey frowned. “That’s not a saying,” he said flatly. “That’s a curse.”


  Allison cocked her head. “It’s a what?”


  Suddenly, Sarah inhaled sharply. They all turned to look at her.


  “I knew it,” she said, definitively. “You guys – take a look at this.” She turned the book around and set it on the coffee table.


  They started at the large, grainy, black and white picture.


  “Whoa,” Mikey said. “That’s Louie’s.”


  The carving pictured in the grainy photograph was an exact match for Louie’s newfound toy. The accompanying caption was a small wall of text, all but unreadable in the scant lighting, but the entry’s heading was clearly visible.


  It read THE TRICKSTER.


  “Weird,” Gabe pronounced. “What the hell is it?”


  “I was sure I’d seen that totem before,” Sarah muttered. “My department hosted an exposition on native mythology last quarter. The Trickster is one of the major players in Native American folklore.”


  Mikey nodded. “The Creator. I remember stories from when I was a pup.”


  Sarah nodded. “Yeah. The originator of all things.” She paused for a moment. “Um, you wouldn’t happen to remember the significance of the war paint, would you?”


  Gabe narrowed his dark eyes. “I don’t like the way you said that. That’s your ‘bad news’ voice.”


  Sarah opened her mouth, closed it, and then started again. “Well… this is a subset of the Trickster myth. There were a number of pieces at the show addressing this aspect. Louie’s little, um, ‘toy’ is a Dark Trickster totem, characteristic of the somewhat more… grim… aspects of his trickery.”


  Allison leaned forward. She looked a little sick. “How grim? Like, Saw IV grim?”


  Sarah swallowed. “… yeah. Like, ‘wouldn’t it be funny if I tricked you into eating your own children’ grim.”


  “Jesus, what culture produced that?” Gabe asked.


  “The Sioux,” Mikey and Sarah said, together.


  They all looked at Mikey.


  Mikey felt his ears tilt backward. “Um… yeah. I never got around to mentioning this during college, but… Louie and I are part Sioux. Not a lot, but… enough to be familiar.”


  Gabe stared at him in utter disbelief. “And you never thought to mention this?”


  “It’s not a big deal! I didn’t want to seem like I was milking it.” He frowned. “If you say it too loudly somebody runs up and gives you a scholarship.”


  Allison leaned back in her chair. “I’d guessed it, at any rate. I mean… you’d have to be, for Louie to… be the way he is.”


  Mikey dipped his head. “… yeah.”


  There was a quiet pause.


  Allison pursed her lips thoughtfully. “There still aren’t any recorded occurrences of Gregan Disorder outside of the Sioux bloodlines, huh?”


  He didn’t look up. “Nope,” he said.


  All four of them were silent for a moment. When Louie came lumbering down the hallway, they all heard him coming from the moment he left the bedroom.


  He appeared in the hall in just his running shorts, rubbing his eyes, looking massive and fluffy and disheveled. He was still wearing his bright green Packers hat.


  Mildly concerned, Mikey straightened up. “What’s the matter, big guy?” he said. “Can’t sleep?”


  Louie yawned, eyes half-closed. “No,” he said, brow furrowing. “All I can hear is talking.”


  They exchanged embarrassed glances. “Sorry, buddy,” Mikey said. “We’ll move it to the–”


  Louie frowned and opened his eyes, looking baffled at them from under his cap. “Not from you,” he said. He turned to the enormous picture window. The forest was so black that the window appeared as a colossal mirror, even with the dim lighting in the living room. “It’s the guy out there.” Louie frowned severely, his brow furrowing. He lowered his voice. “… I don’t like him.”


  There was a thump as the book slid from Sarah’s hands and hit the floor.


  “Louie, what did you say?” Allison said, in a voice that was barely a whisper.


  The big wolf picked up on their fear and shrank back. “There someone out there,” he said, mirroring her soft tone. He frowned. “He wants me to come outside.”


  There was another moment of silence, and then Mikey stood up. He set his mug down on the coffee table. It landed half on the book and then tipped over, gushing thick liquid cocoa all over the antique wood. Mikey didn’t seem to notice.


  “Kitchen,” he said simply.


  They went.


  Mikey entered first. The kitchen light was already on. He flipped open his phone, checking it for a signal. There was nothing, of course. This was the sort of situation where no phone ever worked, if his two semesters as a film major had taught him anything.


  The others were right behind him. “Louie, I need you to tell us exactly what you heard.”


  Wide-eyed and alarmed, Louie’s head dipped, like he was afraid he was in trouble. “Just w-whispering,” he whispered himself. “A stranger.” He swallowed. “He say, ‘Come outside, I got something to show you.’” He mimicked a deep, gruff voice for the quote, and it made Mikey’s fur stand on end.


  The smaller wolf turned to the group. He lowered his voice nearly to a whisper. “Okay. Louie doesn’t lie, so there’s somebody out here. Can we agree that this is too far out into nowhere for a simple robbery?”


  Gabe swallowed, tried to lower his impossibly-deep voice. “Maybe they’re interested in your stereo. Say they saw the car at a gas station, it stuck out, they decided it must have a pretty decent stereo in it, want it for themselves. It’s an easy target with half the windows missing.”


  Mikey stared impassively at him. “And they need Louie to come out and get it for them? No, whoever this is, they came here to fuck with us.” He turned away, opened the kitchen drawer from which Allison had previously retrieved a pizza cutter, and came out with a 12-inch long butcher knife. Everyone’s’ eyes widened. “And they’re targeting Louie, which makes me think they don’t like a feral in their town.” He handed the first knife to Sarah, reached in for another. “So we’re getting the fuck out of here.”


  He found another knife, handed it to Gabe. “Allison, you’re in charge of Louie.” He snatched his car keys off the counter with a sharp staccato jangle. “Louie, remember what Mom said, about never biting or growling at anybody?” He looked into his brother’s eyes.


  “Yeeeaahhhh,” Louie said slowly, brow furrowed like an old man’s.


  “I want you to forget it. If you see anybody who’s not one of us, I want you to bite and scratch and kick and do whatever you can to hurt that person until one of us tells you to stop.”


  Louie stared back, horrified. His jaw hung open and his ears tilted back.


  Mikey grabbed his brother’s cheek ruff. “Do you understand me, Louie? This is a bad situation. We’re in real trouble here.”


  Terrified, Louie nodded. He was so scared that tears were beginning to form in the corners of his eyes, but Mikey didn’t have time to address that right now. He leaned in, kissed his brother on the nose, and went to the back door.


  “Okay, I’m going to unlock the car first. Everybody run like hell, slash at anything that moves, and get in the same seats we were all in for the ride up. Any questions?”


  Nobody said a word.


  “Okay, here we go,” Mikey said. He put a hand on the knob and quietly flipped the deadbolt open with his thumbclaw. Steeling himself, he set his thumb on the upper button of the Scion’s key fob, eyes locked on the brake lights, which would flare when the vehicle was unlocked. Tensing to run, he jabbed the UNLOCK button.


  Outside – predictably – nothing happened.


  They stared for a moment. Allison gasped, but the others weren’t nearly so surprised.


  “I could have told you that was going to happen,” Gabe said unhappily. “You wrote your film thesis on scary movies, for fuck’s sake. Does the car ever work?!”


  “Oh crap, I’m having a really hard time chalking that up to coincidence,” Allison said, her ears tilting backward.


  Growling softly under his breath, flipping the lock back shut, Mikey turned back into the room. “Okay. New plan. We spend the night in here, this kitchen, together. Armed to the teeth, maybe make a nice Molotov Cocktail for good measure, and we don’t leave this room for anything.”


  There was silence for a moment, and then laughter. It was coming from Louie. He was laughing, slowly and deliberately.


  It was like no laugh Mikey had ever heard before. It made his fur stand on end. He stepped away from the bigger wolf.


  Grinning from ear to ear, Louie crossed his massive arms. “I don’t think that’s going to work out very well for you.”


  Mikey swallowed. “Louie, what’s wrong with you?” he asked, his voice shaking. “This is serious.”


  Louie raised an eyebrow defiantly. It was a gesture so unlike him that Mikey couldn’t speak. He couldn’t even move.


  His mannerisms, even his posture, were not those of a developmentally-delayed individual. It was like someone else was inside Louie’s head, speaking through his mouth.


  “… Louie?” he whispered, hesitantly.


  The Louie-thing just grinned back at him. Mikey suddenly hit the kitchen counter, and he realized he’d been backing up slowly. His ears folded back against his head.


  The bigger wolf let out a slow breath, looked at each of them one by one. “Come, now. I’ve left you enough clues. Surely one of you has figured it out.”


  There was a moment of silence.


  Sarah cleared her throat. “I have,” she said.


  The hulking wolf smiled toothily. “Have you, now.” He played with the claws on one finger. “And have you figured out what comes next, mouse?”


  Sarah frowned. “A game.”


  The wolf’s face lit up. It was a terrible smile. “Brilliant! You have been paying attention!”


  “So what’s in this for you?”


  The big wolf shrugged his massive shoulders. “Entertainment. I grow bored.” His teeth showed again. “But not now. This is exciting. I’m especially curious in what I will get from this one.” He pointed one of Louie’s thick fingers at Mikey.


  Mikey’s ears popped up and his eyes grew angry.


  “And what if we don’t want to play?” Sarah challenged him.


  The larger wolf slowly turned to look at her. “You will,” he said deliberately. “The prize is too good to pass up.”


  Sarah bit her lip. “You leave him alone. He’s as innocent as anyone ever was.”


  The big wolf scoffed. “No mortal is innocent. Now… choose your path. Carefully.” He raised one oversized hand, and snapped Louie’s thick fingers.


  And with that, the lights went out.


  It took them ten minutes to find the flashlights they’d come in with, and by the time they did, Mikey was nearly hysterical with anxiety. When they discovered that Louie was not among them, it took another ten minutes to convince Mikey not to go charging out into the night. Gabe actually had to physically restrain him; they lay on the kitchen floor now, panting.


  “It’s not going to help,” Sarah insisted again. “We have to play the game. Don’t you get it? The prize is Louie.”


  “Are you out of your mind?!” Mikey spat. “This is not the fucking X-Files! He’s… he’s had some kind of a breakdown or something, and run off, and we have to find him!”


  Gabe put an arm on the wolf’s shoulder. “And we will. But you cannot honestly tell me you think that was actually your brother talking to us.”


  Mikey didn’t have a response to that. He looked frantically around the room, a low, plaintive whine building in the back of his throat.


  They sat on the kitchen floor, the room lit only by the flashlight. It was eerily reminiscent of the motel bathroom, with the exception of the missing participant.


  “Okay, so now what?” Mikey suddenly demanded, startling them all. “I’ll play along for a minute. Let’s assume that the Trickster god is not only real, but has decided to spend an evening fucking with us, and possessed my impaired brother. We don’t get Louie back until we win the game, right?”


  They all looked at one another.


  “So what the fuck is the game?” he demanded.


  In the dim yellow glow of the flashlights, they all stared at one another.


  Sarah swallowed. “I’ve been thinking about that. I think it might be a clue game.”


  Allison frowned skeptically. “Clue game? As in, Colonel Mustard in the Observatory, Clue?”


  Sarah shook her head. “No, like, a logic puzzle. Figure it out, that sort of thing.” She looked at each one of them. “Think about it: he left us all sorts of clues… the little figurine, the book explaining it… I think he’s left us a series of clues, and if we figure them out, we win the game.” She paused. “It stands to reason that… maybe the last one even leads us to Louie.”


  “So where’s the first clue?” Allison asked.


  Sarah sighed. “That’s what I haven’t figured out.”


  Gabe blinked at her. “So, is this like, something that’s left for us, or something we have to find…?”


  The small gray mouse leaned back against one of the cabinets. “I don’t know. For all I know it could have been something he said to us.”


  Mikey stared for a moment. “Choose your path,” he said.


  “What?”


  The small wolf cleared his throat. “’Choose your path.’ Louie – uh, whoever – said it right before the lights cut out.” He swallowed. “It didn’t make sense with the rest of what he was saying – what the fuck is the other path? Leaving my brother? He knows damn well we only have one path.” He scowled, the top of his muzzle wrinkling in a silent snarl.


  “Do you think that’s–” Allison began, but Gabe cut her off.


  “Oh, God, of course,” he said. He leapt to his feet. “The Garmin.”


  The others scrambled after him. He was holding the sheer white curtains open in the kitchen window. “Look,” he said, and pointed at Mikey’s car, huddled silently in the driveway.


  They all gathered around and stared. “What the fuck are we looking at?” Mikey asked. “It’s dead. We already tried that.”


  “Look harder,” Gabe insisted.


  They did. Now that their eyes were adjusted to the darkness, they saw it – the interior of the car was lit with a bizarre green glow.


  It was the screen of the GPS.


  “I saw it when we were getting ready to run,” Gabe said. “The GPS is on, even though Mikey turned it off. That’s the first clue.”


  Sarah let out a breath. “Choose your path… of course. The navigation system.”


  Mikey turned and strode away from the window. There was a jingle as he snatched his car keys off the kitchen floor and headed for the back door.


  “Where are you going?!” Allison demanded. “How do you know it’s safe out there?”


  He turned, and Gabe just happened to catch his eyes with the light in such a way that they flared bright yellow. “Do you honestly think we’re safe in here?” he demanded, and turned back to the door..


  Allison didn’t have a response for that.


  Reflexively, he tried to unlock the car with the fob, but of course that didn’t work. Reaching the vehicle, he jabbed the key at the keyhole, scratching the paint in the process.


  Fumbling the door open, Mikey dropped into the driver’s seat. He tried the power lock button, but that didn’t work either. Lunging across the passenger cabin, he yanked on the little button, and straightened himself up. Not knowing what else to do with the keys, he stuck them in the ignition, as they others crowded into the front of the car.


  They looked at the little screen.


  It was a map. A vague, incomprehensible little map.


  “So…” Gabe said, slowly.


  Allison leaned forward. She peered closer to the screen, leaning over Mikey’s chest. “What are we looking at, exactly? I don’t have one of these.”


  The GPS was in turn-by-turn mode. Directly ahead of the navi car was a street labeled Big Mine Road. Other roads snaked out from the main drag, but none close enough to list their names – though the road displayed as fairly wide, it was apparently in the middle of a series of empty lots. In the top right corner was a string of question marks, five of them. In the lower left corner were the words SIGNAL LOST – CHECK CONNECTION.


  “I think a better question is, where is that?” Sarah muttered. “I was thinking we’d have to drive to the location, but this doesn’t exactly look local, does it?”


  Mikey frowned. “I’ve never even heard of ‘Big Mine Road,’ and I’ve been coming here since I was six. When’s the last time you heard of a mine in Wisconsin?”


  Gabe grunted. “It’s in turn-by-turn mode… can we go back a screen?” He reached for the device.


  “Don’t!” Mikey exploded, grabbing Gabe’s wrist and startling them all. “It doesn’t have a signal. It’s not like a web browser; it refreshes every time. If you back up it’ll just dump the current screen.”


  “What is this?” Sarah asked. She pointed to the ????? in the upper corner.


  Mikey took a breath and then let it out. “I… don’t know. I’ve never seen that before. It’s supposed to be the zip code, but if it loaded the map it should have loaded the zip code. I guess it can’t find one.” He paused. “But that’s absurd – what American city doesn’t have a zip code?”


  “Maybe it’s not American,” Gabe offered. “Maybe it’s a European city, or even South American. They have a lot of mines.”


  “Canada, too,” Sarah added.


  “No, not this one,” Allison said quietly. “This one’s in Pennsylvania.”


  They all turned to stare at her.


  “Allison?” Gabe asked through his pointy little teeth. “Something you’d care to share?”


  She stared back at them, frowning unhappily, and then let out a slow breath. “Big Mine Road sounded vaguely familiar, but I didn’t remember until you mentioned the zip code. It’s Centralia. Centralia, Pennsylvania.”


  “I’ve heard of that,” Sarah said softly. “But… the zip code…?”


  Allison crossed her arms. She took a few steps away from the car. The others followed, Gabe scrambling around the passenger side. “The zip code is gone because the Postal Service revoked it. Once enough of the townspeople had fled there was really no point in keeping it.”


  “Sorry, fled?” Mikey demanded. He stared at her. “What happened there?”


  Allison blinked at him. “Surely you’ve heard of this place. Little mining town with a fire burning in the coal veins under it? The fire’s been going for over forty years – it was started accidentally in the 60’s, and it’s not even close to running out of fuel. The city is filled with smoke and poisonous gasses, and now there’s only half a dozen people still stupid or suicidal enough to live there. You’ve seen Silent Hill, right?”


  He nodded slowly.


  She pointed at the GPS. “You’re looking at the inspiration.”


  Gabe frowned at her, his black eyes narrowed. “How do you know all this?”


  She looked embarrassed. “We did a unit on it. For Halloween.”


  Gabe stared. “You taught a bunch of impaired kids about a poison-swathed ghost town,” he said flatly.


  She shrugged. “The town’s empty – I wanted something vaguely scary but not actually threatening. I left out the gory details.”


  Mikey cleared his throat. “HEY, guys, there’s a more pressing question – such as what the fuck does this have to do with my brother?”


  The rest of them were silent.


  “Okay, so…” said Gabe. “Fire? Mining? Are we supposed to dig something up?” He turned to Allison. “How did the fire start?”


  She looked up, thinking. “Uh, it was something stupid. I think they were burning out the town dump or something, and the pit was connected to one of the mine shafts.”


  Sarah frowned. “The mine seems pretty significant. They were mining coal, right?”


  Allison nodded.


  Mikey growled softly. “Yeah, but there are coal mines all over the country. Why this mine? Why not a list of mining towns?”


  Gabe blinked at him. “So you think it’s the fire.”


  Mike frowned. “Yeah. I think it’s the fire. A 30-year-fire burning underneath a town is pretty fucking distinctive.”


  Sarah thought for a moment, and then turned and looked over her shoulder. She was looking at the house. “Hey… how old do you think this cabin is?”


  Gabe shrugged. “I don’t know – a hundred years?”


  Mikey narrowed his eyes. “Why do you ask?”


  It took her a moment to answer. “Old enough to have a coal stove?”


  They all thought about that for a moment.


  “Yeah, I think it is,” Mikey said thoughtfully.


  “Coal fire,” Gabe said.


  Sarah nodded. “Yeah. There’s one in my parents’ cabin up north,” she noted. “I saw a stove in the living room. I assumed it was decorative, but if the cabin is old enough it’s probably real. I guess there must be another stove in the basement.”


  Allison stared at her. “The basement? Why the basement?”


  Sarah took a deep breath. “Well, it’s Centralia, right? Where’s the coal fire?”


  Mikey figured it out first. “… under the ground.”


  They were all quiet for a moment.


  “Well, let’s go,” Mikey said. He climbed back into the car, hefted a bright yellow duffel bag out of the back, and produced two more flashlights. “Louie isn’t going to save himself.”


  The night sky had been dark and cloudy, but not completely without light – the stars had been out in patches, and even a half-moon produced enough light to see one another. Back in the house, it was as black as pitch.


  Apparently, the lights were not coming back on.


  The door to the basement was in the first place they looked – the kitchen. It looked like it was part of the original structure, composed of thick, uneven panels of oak, nailed and bolted together. The knob was dented and misshapen, like a rotting piece of fruit.


  “Wow, this is probably the last place on the entire earth I want to go right now,” Gabe said. He swallowed.


  “Move it,” Mikey snapped. He pushed Gabe out of the way. “I have a feeling the clock is ticking here.”


  Gabe looked at him sideways. “What?”


  Mikey paused with his hand on the knob. He turned. “The Trickster is basically the biggest asshole in all of mythology. I’m worried if we don’t find Louie in time, we’re going to find him in pieces.”


  Gabe looked horrified. He lowered his flashlight in shock, and with the light now pointing at the floor, his eyemask blacked out entirely. It was like looking into a skull.


  Mikey shook it off. “You guys ready?”


  “No,” said Sarah and Allison.


  “Me neither,” he said quietly, and twisted the knob. It made a loud CLACK! noise that made them all jump.


  “Oh my God, I can’t take this scary movie shit.” Gabe muttered.


  Mikey pulled the door open and shined the flashlight down the stairs. The basement had obviously not been on the remodel list – the stairs were wood so worn they were shiny in the center, uneven and sagging in places. The floor beyond them was nothing more than dirtpack. A musty smell like wood in standing water washed over them, so powerful they wondered how they had missed it until now.


  “Louie?” Mikey whispered.


  There was no response.


  He swallowed, steeled himself, and started thumping down the steps. There was no railing. “All I can think of is the fucking Blair Witch Project,” he said.


  “Thanks for that,” Gabe muttered behind him.


  He reached the bottom of the steps, planted two feet in the hard-pack dirt, and shined his Maglite around. The three-foot circle of light played over the features of the room, making it impossible to get an accurate idea of the size of the room.


  The walls were crumbling uneven plaster, streaked with water trails and covered with soft mold. There were stacks of discolored cardboard file boxes, small piles of leftover tile and brickwork, the old kitchen appliances, and what was obviously a coal stove on the far side of the room.


  He held the beam on the stove, like it was a spotlight. The stove was about the size of an oil barrel, with a long, cylindrical post coming out of it.


  The fuel door was slightly ajar.


  Mikey felt himself drawn toward it. He walked forward, his boots scuffling through the light dirt floor. As he neared the stove, he detected another detail – the stove was covered in a thick layer of dust, except for a light patch near the door. It was a handprint.


  A very big handprint.


  His mouth suddenly tasted metallic. He padded slowly toward the stove, stopped in front of it, and lifted one hand.


  Allison appeared at his side. “I’m sure it’s just the next clue,” she said with authority, and reached for the door, yanking it open hard.


  “Wait!” Mikey said, but it was just nerves, and when he saw what was inside the stove he forget he even said it.


  In the center of the round barrel, on top of eighty years of coal ashes, was a bright green Packers baseball cap.


  Mikey could feel the corners of his mouth tugging back, and tears welling in his eyes, and he fought them both. He reached for the cap.


  Suddenly, something black and formless dropped onto his hand. With a panicked yelp, he yanked his arm back, but not fast enough – he felt something hit his fur and stick there. Flailing his arm around like mad, he howled in panic. His flashlight flew from his fingers and dropped to the floor.


  Gabe grabbed him by the back of the arms, held the smaller wolf tightly. “It’s okay, it’s okay! It’s just coal dust!”


  “Motherfucking God fucking dammit!” spat Mikey, stumbling, heart pounding. “Really? Really?!” he yelled. “You’re resorting to cheap scares? Is this supposed to be I Know What You Fucking Did Last Summer?!”


  The ferret’s eyes went wide. “Um, should you really be antagonizing this guy?”


  Mikey broke loose and shook his fingers through his arm fur, trying unsuccessfully to dislodge the thick black dust. It stuck to his fur like Velcro. “Son of a bitch,” he whispered. His hands were shaking and his heart was pounding.


  Sarah was now standing in front of the stove. She reached into the barrel – without incident, Mikey noted – and picked up the hat, examining it.


  He caught Louie’s scent for half a moment, and then it was lost in the mildew and dirt. His breath caught in his throat.


  Sarah brushed off the cap with the back of her hand, picking up her own share of ash. “Well, this is our next clue… though I can’t imagine what we’re meant to infer from this kind of–”


  While the hat was upside down, something small and shiny slid out of the inside brim, where it had been tucked inside the fabric. It landed directly in front of Mikey’s dropped flashlight, and glinted in the bright LED glow, throwing weird reflections in all directions.


  The slight mouse set the hat on top of the stove, and bent over to pick up the small metal object from between her feet, and straightened with it between her fingers. It was a small silver key, round at the top, and well-worn. She turned it over, looking for a name or a manufacturer. On the back was only a series of deep scratches.


  She sighed. “The name’s been filed off. I didn’t think it would be that easy.”


  Allison crossed her thin arms. “Well, it’s probably not in the basement, so I think we’re safe to go back upstairs.”


  “Wait,” Mikey said. He reached for the stove and retrieved Louie’s baseball cap. He looked down at it, willing his eyes to stay dry. “Okay,” he said softly, for fear his voice would break.


  Gabe led the way back up the stairs.


  


  

  “What time is it?” Allison asked.


  Mikey was rubbing his eyes. He turned and blinked at her for a moment, and then lit up his watch. “Uh, two a.m.”


  The doe frowned, and looked at her flashlight. “You’d better turn off your flashlight. They aren’t going to hold out all night. And we should start looking for extra batteries.”


  “Yuh-huh,” he said. He clicked off his Maglite and resumed rubbing his eyes.


  There was thumping from the stairs. Another swinging light revealed Gabe and Sarah wearily descending the stairs from the upper levels. Sarah’s flashlight looked dangerously dim.


  Mikey perked up, swiveled his ears in their direction. “So…?” he asked, hopefully.


  Gabe sighed. “Two file cabinets, a luggage lock that wasn’t even the right size, three closets that weren’t even locked, and one door. I was betting on the file cabinets.”


  Allison sagged in her chair. “Same here. The only thing we even found that had a lock was a gun rack – and it certainly didn’t match.” She frowned at the small key. “Two hours of searching and we’ve got nothing. Maybe it was in the basement…?”


  She set the key on the coffee table. In their searching of the kitchen cabinets, they had found some emergency candles, which were now lit across the table’s surface. The key glinted at them in the flickering light.


  Mikey felt a growl building in his throat. “ArrrrrrrrRRRRGGHHH! What kind of a goddamn clue is this?”


  “Okay, let’s go over this again,” said Sarah. She sat on the couch next to Mikey, crossed her slim legs. “Are we approaching this correctly?”


  Gabe grunted, his whiskers twitching. “It seems pretty clear to me. You get a key, you find the lock.”


  “Maybe it’s a metaphorical key,” Allison said. “Like a key to someone’s heart, or the key to a mystery?”


  Sarah shook her head. “I don’t think so. Would a metaphorical key be cut?” She peered at the small bit of metal. “Plus, it’s worn – very worn. It obviously opens something.”


  Mikey threw his hands up, and snarled. “But what? – What does it open?! We’ve checked every lock in the goddamn house!” he snarled.


  “So maybe it’s not inside the house,” Allison said quietly.


  They exchanged looks.


  Mikey swallowed. “Like a shed, or something?” He thought for a moment. “This place supposed to have a boat house.”


  Gabe suddenly gasped. “Oh shit,” he said. “Let me see that key.” He held out one black hand.


  Allison picked up the little key and dropped it into Gabe’s palm. The ferret peered at it, turning it over and over. He frowned severely. “Oh, Christ,” he whispered. “I can’t believe I didn’t see it before.”


  They all stared expectantly.


  He swallowed visibly, looking sick, and turned to Mikey. “So… I know what this will open. But we aren’t going to find it in the house.” He frowned. “And you aren’t going to like it.”


  It took them only a few minutes to find the garage. It was built into the back of the cabin, little more than an enclosure under the second-floor deck. Its walls were haphazardly-standing corrugated metal, universally rusted almost to crimson by decades in the elements. It had one huge door, made of gray, weathered wood, like it started life on the side of a barn. The entire structure looked on the verge of collapse – there wasn’t a true right angle in the entire mess.


  It was cold outside, now. The wind was blowing like it was going to storm again, and the air smelled like moisture. Mikey hoped they found Louie soon – if it was going to thunderstorm, he’d be terrified if he was alone somewhere.


  He hoped that thunder was the biggest of Louie’s worries right now.


  When they pulled the garage door open, the hinges squealed like an injured animal.


  In the darkness their flashlights illuminated a haphazardly-leaning workbench with rusty tools scattered across it like a child’s toys. The floor was covered in leaves and foliage debris, six inches deep in places. Filling the rest of the structure was a large, gray sedan, blocky and anonymous. The car was covered in greasy-looking dust, and every inch of glass was so dirty as to look fogged over.


  At a glance, they could tell it was undriveable. It was crouched like a hunchbacked old man. Its tires were all but flat and its springs were no doubt in comparable condition.


  Mikey shined his light on the rear of the vehicle. Above a three-part, cracked, perfectly square tail light was the word “Celebrity,” in a cheerful, dated-looking font.


  They stared at the abandoned sedan.


  “Son of a bitch,” Mikey said. “It’s a car key.”


  “Yep,” Gabe said. “A vintage eighties General Motors key. My Corsica had a set just like it. Chevy used the same key blocks for about two decades. I completely forgot they were so small, though. I didn’t make the connection.” He crossed his arms, looking embarrassed. “Sorry, man.”


  “I don’t get it,” Allison said. “Are we supposed to drive somewhere?”


  “We’re not going anywhere without my brother,” Mikey said flatly.


  Gabe played his light over the rest of the car. The paint was so dirty the light didn’t even reflect. “Don’t worry – there’s no way in the hell you’re starting the car with that key. We’re not even getting inside the cabin, unless someone wants to break a window.”


  Sarah shined the light on his chest. “Then what’s the key for?”


  Gabe frowned at her. “The car. Don’t you remember my old Corsica? I didn’t recognize the key right away because I’m used to seeing them in pairs.”


  Allison held her had up. “Is someone going to explain this? I come from a Ford family.”


  Gabe turned to her. “What we’ve got here is half a set. Older GM’s came with two keys. One is for the ignition and the doors – that’s the square one. The other one, the round one, the one we have, is for–”


  Mikey interrupted him, in a voice like gravel. “The trunk.”


  Gabe swallowed, and then nodded. “I told you that you weren’t gonna like it.”


  Mikey sighed softly. “Alright, let’s get this over with.” He held a paw out for the key.


  Gabe steeled his eyes. “No way, man. In fact, why don’t you find something else to do?”


  Mikey stared at Gabe for a moment. “Just open it,” he whispered.


  “Alright,” Gabe said. “The trunk’s too small for Louie, anyway.”


  Mikey winced.


  With deft black fingers, Gabe jabbed the key home in the Celebrity’s trunk lock. He tried to twist it, and for one sickening moment, it looked like it wasn’t going to turn and they had the wrong idea after all. Then – worse, somehow – the trunk emitted a distinctive clunk.


  He had to reach under the lid with both hands to open it. Sarah shined her light inside.


  For the most part, the trunk was empty. Mikey let out a relieved breath.


  It was dark inside the trunk, and Sarah had to seek out individual objects. The trunk was full of the usual back-of-car detritus – oil cans so old they were made from metal, old tools, bulky plastic flashlights, road maps yellowed with age.


  One object stuck out.


  Mikey frowned. “What the hell is that?” he demanded.


  It was tucked in the back of the vast expanse, perched on top of the spare tire – a large black metal box, about the size of an old VCR. It looked like a mutant piece of stereo equipment – it had a vaguely professional, expensive feel to it. It had five stubby antennae poking out of it, in addition to a handful of dials and switches. There was one light on it, a little red dome, and it was lit. A thick cord ran out the back, and disappeared into the bowels of the car – it appeared to run upward, toward the battery.


  Mikey lit his Maglite and aimed it at the mysterious piece of equipment. There were words on the side. “It says ‘CPB 3000P.” He sighed. “No help there.”


  “What on earth uses five antennae?” Gabe muttered. “Must be broadcasting a hell of a signal.”


  “Or blocking one,” Sarah said quietly.


  They processed that for a moment.


  “Oh, no fucking way,” Mikey snapped. “CPB – Cell Phone Blocker? Are those even real?”


  They stared at the innocuous little device.


  Sarah leaned over the rear bumper, even her sleight weight making the car sink and creak. “There’s a frequency range on the dial here. Does anybody know what range cell phones operate in?”


  Gabe grunted. “Or satellite navi systems?”


  “I’ve got a better idea,” Allison said, and appeared over the device with an ancient pair of bolt cutters. The cord resisted the cleaving blade, but only for a moment.


  The machine gave an angry little squeal, and then the red light went out. The others stared at her, astonished.


  “Allison!” Mikey snapped at the doe. “Jesus, what the fuck?!”


  “I hope we were supposed to do that,” Gabe said, through his teeth.


  Suddenly, a synthetic, tinny chirp made them all jump. Sarah squeaked in alarm – it had come from her pocket.


  A moment later, as if answering, Gabe’s Blackberry chimed a response. Half a second later, Mikey’s pocket began blasting a snippet of Incubus.


  “Messages,” he said simply.


  Allison sighed. “My purse is still in the kitchen. Let’s go inside and get our next clue.”


  They gathered around the kitchen table. No one moved to sit down.


  Mikey sighed. “I’ll go first.” He retrieved his Nokia from his side pocket. “It’s a text message,” he muttered, clicking through the menus. “Number not available, big surprise.” He stared at the phone for a moment. “’You must end your great quest as this one began. As they began this greatest of disasters, so you shall end yours.’” He looked up at his friends, scowling. “Could use some context on that one. Anybody?”


  Allison went next, flipping a Motorola RAZR open. She paled. “Oh Jesus, it’s a picture message.” She swallowed hard. “I’m almost afraid to look at it.” Squinting at her phone like she was watching a horror film, she brought up the image, then opened her eyes and stared blankly. “What on earth…?”


  The doe held out her phone to show the others. It was a blurry photo, which appeared to be taken from in a bed, with the interior of a simple, well-lit bedroom in the background. The bedclothes were clear, but the air around the bed was hazy and opaque.


  “Is that smoke?” Mikey asked, frowning at the tiny screen.


  “I think it’s cloth,” Sarah said. She blinked. “Like… mosquito netting?”


  They stared at it. “Yeah, I think you’re right,” Allison said to her. “It’s mosquito netting.” She played with her phone. “What’s on yours?”


  Sarah scrolled through the inbox on her Blackberry. “Mine appears to be a video file. We each have a different sort of medium – interesting.” She selected LOAD, and the Blackberry displayed the words LOADING 47.MOV for a moment.


  “It’s interesting, huh?” Mikey said flatly. Sarah colored.


  Gabe was about to say something when the video began playing. It had a loud, tinny sound, and when the plink of metal rang out over the small speakers it startled them all. The camera was out of focus and vibrating so they could barely see what they were looking at, but it appeared to be small, shiny rings – metal, maybe? – striking a flat surface in front of the camera. Another small ring Ping!ed off whatever the camera was lying on, and this time its sound was clearly identifiable as some kind of metal. The video ran for 47 long seconds of much the same, and simply stopped after nearly a minute.


  Mikey sighed. “Gabe’s message had better be a hell of a fucking clue.”


  Gabe was already bringing it up. “Mine’s a sound file,” he muttered. “Hold on, I’ll put it on speaker…” He clicked a series of buttons, and suddenly his phone was speaking loudly and with authority.


  In German.


  “Wenn es dem internationalen Finanzjudentum in und außerhalb Europas gelingen sollte, die Völker noch einmal in einen Weltkrieg…”


  Mikey was so surprised his jaw dropped open. “What the fuck is that?”


  They listened for a moment.


  “… zu stürzen, dann wird das Ergebnis nicht der Sieg des Judentums sein…” The speaker was loud, authoritative, full of passion. The recording was incredibly old, half-composed of white noise. It sounded like it had been recorded off the radio, on worse-than-ancient equipment.


  “Does this sound familiar to anybody else?” Sarah asked with dread. Gabe nodded, ashen-faced.


  “…sondern die Vernichtung der jüdischen Rasse in Europa!” The speaker finished with a flourish, and the cheer of a crowd swelled up like an ocean wave.


  The recording ended.


  “So, uh, anybody else recognize that?” Gabe asked quietly. He looked sick.


  Mike and Allison shook their heads.


  “It’s Hitler,” Sarah said. “Hitler denouncing the Jews. My German is a little rusty, but the content isn’t a difficult guess.”


  Mikey felt a chill run down his back. “What…” he began, and then he couldn’t finish. The fur on his arms was standing up.


  “Jesus Christ, this is fucked up,” Allison said, and that pretty much covered it for Mikey.


  Gabe clicked his phone off and swallowed. “Well, actually, that clears a lot of things up.”


  Sarah blinked at him. “How do you figure?”


  He shrugged. “Well, it’s Hitler, right? This is him putting the wheels into motion for World War II.”


  “The greatest of disasters,” Mikey alluded, looking at his phone. “World War I was called the Great War, wasn’t it? I guess that would make part II the ‘greatest.’”


  “The video and photo cinch it. The Iron Curtain – it’s metal rings and a curtain around a bed.”


  Sarah frowned. “Are you sure? He called it a ‘disaster,’ not a war.”


  Allison thought it through. “Actually, that sounds about right… WWII was the deadliest conflict in human history. And I can’t imagine what else the curtain and the iron could mean.”


  Mikey thought for a moment. “So how did that disaster begin?”


  Gabe blinked. “Germany invaded Poland.”


  Mikey stared at him. “Are you serious? We’re supposed to invade… Poland?”


  Gabe shrugged, his whiskers twitching. “It’s obviously not literal. Maybe it’s a cultural thing. Or a reference to a specific event.”


  “Look, think,” Sarah said, “Because if we can solve this, we find Louie,” she said.


  Mikey’s eyes narrowed. His ears tilted forward, crazily. “How do you figure?”


  She shrugged . “It’s the third clue. There’s always three clues in stories like this. Think about it – have you ever heard of a quartet in all of mythology?”


  He thought about it, and then nodded slowly. “God, I hope so.”


  Allison was looking around the room. “It could refer to something in the house. There are knickknacks all over the place.” She started toward the living room.


  The rest of them followed. They entered the candlelit room and ran their flashlights over the bookshelves, littered with figurines and photographs and books and vases and an entire swap meet’s worth of crap. Before it had looked charming. Now it looked crushing.


  “Any ideas what we’re looking for?” Allison asked, eyes searching.


  Gabe inhaled deeply, his dark eyes wide, and swallowed. “Um… something distinctly cultural? German steins, Russian nesting dolls… anything related to one of the Axis or Allied countries. It could be a ceramic Polish sausage for all we know.”


  “Great, if I see the fucking Weinermobile I’ll let you know,” Mikey muttered, and set off for the bookshelves.


  Gabe coughed. “Uh, why don’t you girls give us a minute?” he said. “Check out the kitchen. Mikey could probably use a minute.”


  Sarah and Allison exchanged glances.


  “Sure thing,” Allison said.


  Sarah nodded. “We’ll check the kitchen.”


  From Mikey’s direction came the sound of glass breaking as he dropped something off the shelf. He growled, low and threatening.


  The girls slipped back through the kitchen door.


  Their phones were still on the kitchen table. Allison briefly considered dialing 911, and then sighed. She wouldn’t even know how to direct the police to their cabin, let alone explain to them what was happening. She began looking around the kitchen, starting with a trio of dark green wine bottles on the back of the stove, thinking they might be German wine.


  The label showed an outline of the state of California. She sighed.


  “You know what’s been bothering me?” Sarah asked, out of nowhere. “Each of us received a question in an area of expertise. Except Mikey.” She frowned. “Why? “


  Allison looked up from her stein, blinking. “What do you mean, an area of expertise? I don’t follow.”


  Sarah picked up a small ceramic vase from the counter, running her fingers over it. “Well, for instance, the coal mine question – it was obviously intended for you, because there’s no way the rest of us would have known the answer to that. And Gabe was the only one who has owned the right car to identify the key. But Mikey never got a question. Meanwhile, Gabe teaches history, so he’s the obvious authority on World War II. Why did he get two questions?”


  Allison frowned. “I don’t really see what you mean…you didn’t get a question, either.”


  Sarah blinked at her. “Yes I did. I’m the only one who’s studied mythology.”


  Allison set the stein back on the counter. “Yes, but that wasn’t a clue,” she said gently. “The Trickster stuff was… supplemental. You knew the background information, but any of us could have picked up that book… and Mikey is part Sioux, he knew it off the top of his head.”


  Sarah set the vase back down, eyes widening. “You’re right.”


  “So in order to validate your one-question-per-person theory, and assuming this is our third and final question… this would have to be your question, too.”


  Sarah frowned, her mind a flurry of thought. “My question.” She blinked. “But why Mikey and me together?”


  Allison shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe because of your history?”


  Sarah crossed her arms, coloring behind her glasses. “Surely you aren’t referring to our two dates when you say ‘history.’ There obviously wasn’t any ill will or he wouldn’t have introduced me to Gabe.”


  Allison stared at her. “Yes. And Mikey and I started hanging out so we could double with you and Gabe. So if you and Mikey hadn’t gone on those two dates, none of us would be friends.”


  Sarah frowned. “I still don’t see the connection. Where’s my portion of the clue, then? What does my clue have that the others didn’t?”


  Allison shrugged. “I don’t know. How do you send a secret message to a nerd?”


  Sarah stared at her down her nose. “… that was uncalled for.”


  “No, seriously,” Allison said, playing with her hair. “Like, a scientific formula. Or a math inside joke. Fractals or something. Fibonacci sequence. Fujita Scale.”


  Sarah thought for a moment, her nose twitching. She whirled for her Blackberry.


  Allison narrowed her eyes. “You’ve got something.”


  Sarah snatched the device off the table. “The image you received, did it have a filename?” she said quickly.


  Allison stared at her. “No. It was just ‘image.jpg.’ What was yours?”


  Sarah flipped frantically through the Blackberry menus. “It was called 47.mov. I thought it was randomly generated, just the forty-seventh file to be created, but that must’ve been part of the clue…” She loaded the phone. “Oh my God, it’s in there twice! The file is 47 seconds long.” She looked up excitedly.


  Allison nodded breathlessly. “So… what’s it mean?”


  They both watched the video, listening to the little pings of metal striking something hard.


  At the very last moment, as the file clock reached 00:00:47, the camera pivoted to reveal a splotchy shape in the background. It was shaped vaguely like an upside-down arch, colored shades of blue in the background, with a hint of pink on one side and orange on the other. It was far too blurry to make out in the distance. The shape was only visible for half a second, and then the media player started it at the beginning.


  Allison gasped. “How on earth did we miss that bef–”


  Sarah sucked in a breath, her whiskers twitching madly. “That’s it!”


  “What is it?!”


  Sarah held up the phone and chattered excitedly. “Look, the video’s blurry, so you can’t tell what the metal is, right? Even if it was clearly visible, you’d have no idea – most metals look the same, right? So how do you identify it!”


  Allison frowned, brown eyes incredibly wide. “You… you can’t! You’d basically have to be told what it was.”


  “Exactly! So how do you do that with a two-digit number? Using something shaped vaguely like that colored upside-down arch, which also happens to be a staple of nerd décor?”


  Allison thought for a moment, and then covered her muzzle with her hands. “Oh my God. It’s the Periodic Table of the Elements.”


  Sarah leaned forward and grabbed her shoulders excitedly. “It is! He did tell us what metal it was! He told us by including that metal’s atomic number!”


  Allison leaned forward as if hyperventilating. She stared into space, thinking feverishly. “Oh geez, there’s even a Periodic Table hanging right in my classroom. I stare at it on the back wall, every day. But, uh, iron isn’t 47. It’s… um… uh…”


  “Twenty-six!” Sarah supplied cheerfully.


  Allison’s brown eyes widened. “So we were wrong about the Iron Curtain.” She swallowed. “This changes the entire clue. So what the hell is 47?”


  Sarah thought for a minute, lifting her head and staring into space. “Well, 47 would be second-tier, which means it’s a transition element, so that still puts it within the realm of… um…” She looked down. “What are you doing?”


  Allison had picked up Sarah’s Blackberry and was stabbing buttons on it. “I’m going to freaking Wikipedia and looking at a picture of the Periodic Table.”


  Sarah opened her mouth, and then closed it. “I guess that works, too.”


  A moment later, Allison had her answer. “I got it! I found it! Atomic element number 47 is… is silver.”


  They thought for a moment.


  “This changes my clue, too, doesn’t it?” Allison muttered. “This couldn’t possibly refer to an Iron Curtain if the metal rings weren’t iron. So what else could mosquito netting mean?”


  “I don’t know.” Sarah wrung her fingers together. “It’s not even really a curtain at all. It’s more like a barrier.”


  Allison pursed her lips. “But there are lots of barriers he could have picked. Why this one, which is barely strong enough to keep out insects?”


  Sarah’s eyes widened behind her glasses. “Maybe it’s because it’s not a very effective barrier… and it’s not really a barrier at all, since people can get right through it, it’s more like a, a, a screen!” She sucked in a breath. “That’s it! Silver, screen! It’s a movie question!”


  They stared at each other for a moment, the air crackling between them.


  “Mikey was a film major,” Allison said.


  Sarah’s hands flew up over her mouth.


  They raced into the living room.


  


  “Are you sure?” Gabe asked, for the fifth time.


  Sarah nodded. “We each got one question. It makes sense.” She swallowed, still breathing hard, and adjusted her glasses. “Mythology is very big on symmetry,” she explained.


  “It makes as much sense as any of this shit,” Mikey said, rubbing hard at his eyes. He was sitting on the couch, with his brother’s hat in his lap. He looked like he was starting to lose it.


  “So if Hitler is the only element from World War II, what’s the connection?” Gabe asked.


  “Timeframe, I would guess,” Allison said. “A movie that came out during World War II.”


  Gabe scowled. “That wasn’t exactly cinema’s golden age,” he snapped. “Largely due to the aforementioned genocidal dictator, and his attempts to take over the world.”


  “We’re not looking for a classic film here,” Sarah said. “The clue even says the movie was a disaster.”


  “So what are we looking for?” Allison asked. “A movie that came out at the beginning of World War II, failed terribly, and holds some clue in its opening that we can use to find Louie?”


  “Sounds about right,” Sarah said thoughtfully.


  They all looked expectantly at Mikey.


  The wolf closed his eyes.


  Gabe sat down next to him. “Mikey, c’mon,” he said. “I know you’re barely keeping it together here, but your brother’s counting on you.”


  Mikey furrowed his brow, squeezing his eyes shut. “Gabe, I was a film major for two semesters. Sophomore year. The last class I took was half a decade ag–”


  “Think,” Gabe instructed forcefully. “What did you study in your classic film classes?”


  Mikey swallowed, rubbing at his eyes with the back of his hands, face twisted in agony. “The same shit every new film student studies. Casablanca. The Maltese Falcon. Vertigo.”


  “The answer has to be something you know,” Sarah put in, leaning deftly over the coffee table. “The rest of the clues were easy, once we got down the right track. What’s a film that every film student would know?”


  Mikey suddenly straightened up. “Citizen Kane,” he gasped.


  The mouse frowned. “That can’t be right,” she said. “This is supposed to be a failed movie. Citizen Kane is supposed to be the greatest movie of all time.”


  Mikey stared at her, yellow eyes wide and panicky. “That’s what most people think, yeah. But what every film student would know is that the film originally tanked. It was the greatest disaster!”


  Allison perched on the edge of the coffee table. “It flopped? Citizen Kane? Like, Rosebud-Citizen Kane? Are we talking about the same movie here?”


  Mikey swallowed. “It was all in the timing. It was a dark, depressing movie coming out right at the beginning of World War II. It didn’t get popular until it made the rounds in Europe, almost until the fifties.”


  Gabe produced Mikey’s cell phone. “As they began this greatest of disasters, so you shall end yours.’ I only know that Rosebud was the sled.” He looked up. “So how does it begin? What does Mr. Kane start his movie with?”


  Mikey stared at him, ears flat against his head. “He dies,” he said.


  They all stared at him.


  Mikey looked around, corners of his mouth pulled down and back. “That’s what ‘Rosebud’ is from. He whispers the word, and then he keels over in his chair. That’s it. He dies.”


  Gabe flopped back on the couch. “… seriously?”


  Mikey nodded dejectedly. “Yeah. Seriously. The whole rest of the movie is the rest of the moron cast scrambling around trying to solve the mystery. But if they’d paid a little more attention they’d have known, all they had to do was look at the goddamn–”


  His eyes widened.


  “… snow-globe.” The last word was a whisper.


  Allison moved into his frame of vision. “What are you talking about?”


  Mikey’s eyes widened, too much. “It’s the beginning of the movie, I’d completely forgotten… he’s holding a snow-globe with a little cabin in it. It’s supposed to represent his childhood home, where he went sledding. He drops it when he dies.” They all looked at one another.


  Mikey got to his feet, took a few steps forward, and stopped in front of the snow globe on the bookshelves, where it had been sitting a few feet away from him for the last hour.


  Inside it was a little cabin.


  “This has to be it,” Mikey whispered, staring at the snow-globe like it might be electrified. “It looks just like the one in the movie.”


  Gabe cleared his throat. “So, are we supposed to–”


  Mikey reached up and tipped the snow globe off the shelf. It landed between his feet and exploded onto the hardwood floor, bits of glass rocketing out in all directions and glittery water splattering everywhere.


  The wolf dropped to his knees and began pawing through the pieces. “There’s got to be a note in here, or something…” A piece of glass cut the side of his paw. He ignored it, leaving bloody little splotches on the light-colored wood.


  “Hey, look at this,” Gabe said, leaning down a few feet away. The little plastic cabin was sitting scattered among glass shards and wet glitter. He carefully picked it up in one slim paw.


  They all peered at the tiny house. “It’s not a cabin at all,” he continued. “The bottom part was just hidden in the base, under the snow.”


  He turned it in his fingers. Sure enough, the plastic log cabin had the angular stern of a small boat stuck on to the bottom of it. “It’s a houseboat.”


  Mikey stood up and stared at it. “Houseboat,” he said. “Houseboat. House… boat.”


  They both got it at once. “Boat house!” they shouted.


  Mikey was on his feet in a moment, snatching his flashlight off the coffee table. “Come on, hurry!” he cried, bolting for the door, though his friends were already right behind him.


  The forest was still dark, with no hint of the upcoming lightening slated for the next hour, but after several hours in the darkened house, they had no problem negotiating the narrow forest path, even at the frenetic pace Mikey set at the lead. He raced into the night as his ancestors must have, his breath streaming out behind him in the cold night air like the vapor trail behind a jet. The thumping of footsteps behind him told him his friends were a heartbeat behind.


  They reached the boat house in a matter of minutes. The lake spread out before them, an expanse of silver set in the black of the forest. The boat house itself was simply a corrugated metal shed, twenty feet tall, set a dozen paces off the beach.


  Mikey hit the door first. He glanced momentarily back at the others, twisted the handle, and swung the wide doors open.


  The interior of the boat house was all but black, but it was light enough. To step inside was to know its contents.


  A figure hung from the center of the shed. It was silent and unmoving, completely stiff, still except for a gentle sway in the breeze from the open door. It was a large figure. Too large to be anyone else.


  Mikey crumpled to his knees. He made an inhuman howling, shrieking noise and clamped his paws over his muzzle. Gabe grabbed him from behind and tried to turn him around, but Mikey fought him, thrashing like a thing possessed, all flailing limbs and fur.


  “Louieeeeeeeeeeee!” he shrieked, and then what came out wasn’t words at all.


  In the end, it was Allison who finally picked up his flashlight and, with shaking hands, lifted it to the hanged figure.


  “It’s not him,” she said softly.


  Sarah turned, shaking. “What?”


  “It’s not him,” she said again. “It’s not him!” she said again, and this time she was screaming it. “It’s not anybody!” It’s a pair of stuffed coveralls and old rags! It’s a trick! It’s just another trick!”


  Mikey was shrieking incoherently now, clutching at his face. Gabe backhanded him, hard.


  Mikey’s muzzle snapped to the side. He turned back and stared up at his friend, shocked, tears running down his face.


  “It’s not him,” Gabe hissed at him, his voice shaking.


  Mikey writhed, lifting himself onto one elbow, wiping the tears from his face with his forearm. “Wh-whu-whut?”


  Gabe rolled off him, grunting. “It isn’t your brother.” He picked up his own flashlight from the dirt and directed it at the dummy hanging from the ceiling. Its face was nothing more than a bundle of cloth, such an obvious fake that it didn’t even look lupine anymore.


  Mikey swallowed shakily. “So where is he?” He sat up, eyes wide and terrified. “Where is he?! Louuuuiiiieeee!” he screamed. “LOOOUUUIIIIEEE!”


  Mikey’s shout echoed off the walls, and died in the corners. The boat house fell silent.


  And then, they heard whimpering.


  Mikey scrambled to his feet. “Louie, are you in here?!” His ears pivoted for half a second of feverish concentration, and then he lunged toward a far corner of the small building. There was a stack of wooden crates, and he tore through them.


  Behind them, he found the prize.


  It was Louie, safe and sound, though clearly unhappy. He was on his stomach, his ankles and wrists tied in the small of his back, secured with the same rope supporting the dummy. His muzzle was tied shut with a large red bandanna. He craned his neck to look at them, whining plaintively, staring at them with wide, frightened eyes.


  Mikey collapsed onto him, shivering, and wrapped his arms around him. “I got you, buddy, I’m here, you’re okay, you’re okay.” He lunged at the knots but could barely grip them; he was shaking so badly he could hardly stay upright.


  Allison put a hand on his forearm. “It’s okay, Mikey, we got this one.”


  Next to her, Gabe lifted two paws full of sharp ferret claws. “All over it, man. Why don’t you work on that muzzle?”


  Nodding dumbly, biting his lip, Mikey crawled to his brother’s head and tugged on the red bandana until it came free. “You’re okay, Louie,” he said, and then the tears started. “You’re okay.”


  Louie whined and nuzzled his palms. He looked absolutely miserable.


  “I wanna go home,” he said.


  Hugging his head, Mikey nodded. “Yeah, buddy. Me, too.”


  The walk back to the cabin took considerably longer – they took their time, with the big wolf limping, and the small wolf huddled up against him as they walked. By the time they made it halfway, the sky was starting to lighten.


  They heard the shrill cry of the Scion before they were even around the last bend. It was the car’s interior alarm keening into the morning, advising all within earshot that the keys had been left in the ignition, the door was hanging open, and the vehicle was not particularly happy with either condition.


  They reached it after a few moments, finding it sad and abandoned, its front doors still hanging open. Still wiping tears from his eyes, looking dumbfounded, Mikey climbed behind the wheel and tried the key. The engine cranked on the first try, the roar of its small engine thundering like a tractor in the near-silent dawn. It idled roughly for a moment and then set to rumbling contentedly.


  Mikey turned to his friends. “I guess we won,” he said.


  The cabin’s front door was still hanging open, as they had left it. Though the morning sky was yellow-light enough for them to travel without the flashlights, the inside of the house was still filled with shadows.


  As soon as they entered the front door, they saw it – a bottle of Diet Coke set conspicuously on the narrow table behind the couch, its cap removed and neatly placed on its side next to the bottle, facing the doorway. It was right inside the front door and placed between two lit candles, unquestionably placed there to be noticed. To be any more prominent would have required a spotlight.


  Allison shivered, glancing nervously around.


  Gabe frowned. “Please, somebody tell me that was there when we left.”


  Sarah stared at it. “Nope. That was Louie’s bottle after dinner. Look, it’s half empty.”


  Louie glared suspiciously at it. “I don’t want it any more.” The front of his lips pulled up in revulsion.


  Mikey squeezed his brother’s massive paw and wandered over to the bottle. He picked up the cap, stared at it a moment. And then, for the first time since Louie had disappeared, he smiled.


  Everyone was staring at him. “Well?” Gabe said. “That better not be another clue.”


  Mikey grinned. “Look,” he said. “It’s a last message.” He held up the bottle top.


  They all peered into the little white plastic cap.


  SORRY, it said, in little pixilated letters. THANKS FOR PLAYING.


  Mikey was grinning, waiting for them to get the joke. Nobody laughed. Nobody even smiled.


  Mike sighed. “Well, I think it’s funny.” He dropped the cap back on the table and shrugged.


  They slowly filed into the cabin.


  Louie stopped in front of the soda and stared at it, with a mixture of longing and suspicion.


  “You thirsty, sweetie?” Allison asked. She touched Louie’s forearm.


  Edging past the bottle, Louie nodded.


  “I’ll be right back,” she said. She disappeared into the kitchen and reappeared a moment later, holding a new bottle.


  “It’s a little warm, but it’s the last one,” she said, twisting the cap off for him. “Besides, it’s–” Suddenly, the doe stopped in her tracks.


  Sarah appeared at her side. “Please tell me you just won another Coke,” she said. “I can’t take any more–”


  Allison showed her the cap.


  Sarah’s eyes went comically wide. “Is this what I think it is?!” She snatched up the cap for a closer look. “’Congratulations, you have won…twenty-five thousand-!’ It’s a winner!” She looked up in disbelief. “This cap is worth twenty-five thousand dollars!”


  “No fucking way,” Gabe said, and then clamped his paws over his muzzle. “Are you serious?”


  Mikey just stared, showing a hint of a smile. “Dinner’s on Allison.”


  She blinked at him, and then stepped back, eyes wide. “Oh no! This was Louie’s soda.” They all turned to look at the big wolf.


  Louie’s eyes grew wide. “Don’t want it!” he announced, alarmed.


  Gabe stared at the two of them like he thought they were crazy. “Uh, if nobody wants it, I think I could take it off your hands…”


  Mikey thought for a moment, and then nodded to himself. “We split it,” he said. “We’ll split it five ways. Everybody played the game. This is everybody’s prize.”


  They were all quiet for a moment.


  “Okay,” Allison said.


  “Works for me,” Gabe chimed in.


  “Seems fair!” Sarah added.


  Louie just smiled.


  “But I get the best prize of all,” Mikey said, leaning over the couch to pick up his brother’s Packers hat. Reaching to his full extension, lifting himself onto the tips of his toes, he planted the cap on his brother’s head.


  Grinning foolishly, tail swishing behind him, Louie nodded.


  There was a moment of silence.


  “Soooo… now what?” Gabe asked.


  Mikey thought for a moment. He turned and regarded the group. “Now? Now we pack the car up, drive far enough to find a chain hotel, sleep for about nine hours… and then get back in the car and drive.”


  “To where?” Allison asked, incredulously.


  Mikey grinned. “To Vegas.”


  Gabe beamed back at him. “Now we’re talking.”
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  5th STREET


  Wednesday night, 4 a.m.


  Bryce Dillinger was restless. He had a big day tomorrow, and that always left him with insomnia. He lamented how exhausted he was going to be if he didn’t get to bed soon, as he crept along the shadows of downtown Seattle, ten yards behind the man he was hunting.


  The night was dark and moonless, and even on a well-lit city street, there were plenty of places for a lion to hide, especially if that lion was clad head-to-toe in deep, blood red armor. Bryce darted from storefront to storefront, his boots all but silent on the concrete.


  The Crimson Crusader was on the hunt.


  100 paces ahead of him was a boar named Karl Wesslon, a small-time criminal offender with a history of muggings, which had a mysterious tendency to escalate into aggravated assault. He strode intently down 5th street, his eyes locked predatorily ahead of him. He had a wool coat with the collar flipped up around his face and he looked sketchy as hell.


  Thirty or so paces ahead of him was a pair of inebriated college-age kids, both male. Bryce couldn’t tell what species or demographic they were, but he could hear them howling with drunken laughter and smell the liquor from all the way back here. It was pretty obvious which direction this situation was going.


  The last person Karl had “mugged” had needed thirty-five stitches to close up his face. Bryce had been the one to put the thug away after that last little excursion. That had been barely three months ago. He had to wonder what the hell Karl was doing out already. It must’ve been a technicality.


  Half a block ahead, 5th street ended in a T-intersection. The Crimson Crusader watched the two kids stagger drunkenly across the street to a parked Ford Focus under a short tree. There was a yellow ticket on the windshield. The two of them picked it up, swaying back and forth, and laughed at it.


  Yards ahead of him, the boar reached into his coat pocket. He withdrew one meaty fist and Bryce could see the glint of brass knuckles from thirty feet away. Karl quickened his pace.


  Bryce prepared to strike.


  Directly in front of him, an older ursine woman dressed like a housekeeper stepped out of a dark storefront. She saw him, turned, and flinched violently. Bryce was afraid she would scream, but she was clearly too scared to do so.


  He wasn’t surprised. Out of costume, Seattle-area tech millionaire Bryce Dillinger was impressive – a 6’2” lion, thick and massively muscular, intimidating in anything from an expensive suit to plaid golf pants.


  In costume, he was terrifying.


  The Crimson Crusader had chosen a medieval theme to fit his regal leonine nature. He wore a thick metal chestplate with massive shoulder guards, coated in a blood-red matte finish. He wore a mockup of a medieval knight’s helmet and huge aluminum boot-guards. On his massive muscular legs he wore intricately-woven chainmail which clung to his big lion muscles, and the only thing he wore over his groin was a linen loincloth, front and back.


  The entire setup looked like medieval-era battle gear, but it was actually forged out of aluminum and Kevlar, and even though it weighed less than the average firefighter’s turnout gear, he was essentially bulletproof. The chest armor would take hits but the Kevlar lining stopped the slugs.


  Bullets made holes, but the Crimson Crusader kept coming. It scared the hell out of the bad guys.


  And apparently, cleaning ladies. She definitely looked like she was going to scream.


  “SSSSHHHHHH,” he hissed, elaborately waving his big hands.


  The cleaning lady stared at him, wide-eyed.


  He pointed down the street.


  The cleaning lady stared and finally saw the evil-looking boar. He was almost to the kids, who were still howling with laughter over their parking ticket. “Bad man!” she pronounced, in a loud stage-whisper. She turned back to him.


  He nodded, cracking a smile.


  “Go save stupid children!” the cleaning lady told him.


  Bryce grinned. “Yes, thank you. Have a good night!” he whispered. He winked and darted silently down the street.


  “So handsome!” the cleaning lady stage-whispered after him.


  The Crimson Crusader swallowed a chuckle.


  Bryce hunched over as he darted down the 5th Street sidewalk, hidden by a row of parked SUVs, and as he cleared the intersection he saw two things: Karl Wesslon four feet away from the wasted kids’ car, and the wasted kid in the driver’s seat rolling down his window for the approaching boar. As he got closer he saw that both of the kids were otters, which made sense because they were not displaying a huge amount of brain activity at the present moment.


  Karl pulled his meaty arm back for a strike that would land the kid in the hospital if it didn’t kill him outright, and that’s when the Crimson Crusader struck.


  The big lion weighed 350 pounds and could run at a good 15 miles an hour.


  “HEY KARL,” he said, right before he slammed into the boar.


  “WHURRGH!” gasped the boar as all the air left his body. Bryce slammed him into the side of the car so hard he felt sheet-metal deforming, and the car rocked so hard that both kids toppled over in their seats.


  Bouncing off the boar, Bryce landed nimbly on his big lion paws. Karl crumpled to the pavement like a bag full of bricks, wailing and writhing.


  Bryce crouched down. “Didn’t I, like, JUST ARREST YOU?” he snarled in the boar’s stupid tusked face.


  “Unrrrggghhhhhhhhhhhh I got off on a technicality owwwws my ribs!” Karl squealed, writhing around on the pavement.


  Bryce reached forward and grabbed the boar’s tusks. “So you go back out and attack another stupid kid?!” he spat. “You used your get-out-of-jail-free card on doing more crime?!”


  Karl reached up and swatted at the lion’s gloves with two meaty hands, squeezing his eyes shut. “OW! It’s not my fault they make it so easy!” he yowled.


  Bryce rolled his eyes. “It’s your fault if you assault them, dumbass!” He lifted himself to his feet, taking Karl with him, still holding him by the tusks. “Get up! We’re going downtown.”


  “We’re already downtown owwwwwwwww!” the boar yowled, staggering miserably to his feet.


  Bryce turned to the two drunk otters in the Focus, staring wide-eyed back at him. The side of the car looked like they had slid it into a telephone pole.


  “And you idiots,” he hissed. “You’re practically wearing a sign that says ‘Rob us.’ And were you really going to drive somewhere?!”


  “AHH NO SIR!” wailed the nearer otter. “I left my phone in here and we needed it to call a cab! We’re sorry sir!” he wailed. They both cowered in fear, clutching each other.


  Bryce looked from them to the writhing thug.


  He resisted the urge to smile. Now he could sleep.


  THE FOREST


  24 hours later found Bryce Dillinger perched behind a tree in the humongous, unsettled Washington wilderness. Yards ahead, squatting in the foggy darkness, stood a massive shadowy complex. In front of that was a twenty-foot tall fence. Inside the fence, a pair of guards strode past him, rifles raised.


  Silently, the Crimson Crusader watched.


  The trail had been a subtle one.


  Purchase orders. Vague zoning permits, for three hundred acres of “commercial storage” in the middle of a forest the size of Rhode Island.


  Huge freight deliveries to the middle of nowhere – food, computers, fuel, construction equipment, and a couple trucks with a stack of Hazmat placards.


  A huge, boring-looking warehouse springing up out of nowhere, surrounded by 20-foot tall barbed-wire fences and security cameras.


  Crimson Crusader knew the signs. A super-villain was setting up shop. In his neck of the woods. The dark forest where Crimson Crusader stood was just a few hundred miles from Seattle, his home base and personal stomping grounds. Crimson Crusader’s own mansion was barely an hour’s flight from where he was standing.


  And so, this morning, Bryce Dillinger had announced to his shareholders a short leave of absence. They were accustomed to his departures – a mountain to scale here, a tropical reef to save there. Pursuits of the young (well, somewhat young) and super-rich. And just like that, the Crimson Crusader was free to head out to the woods and take a little walk around.


  In the woods he was all-but invisible.


  He was taking a bit of a risk tonight – the chain mail on his legs tended to jingle, and tonight he had skipped it for maximum sneakiness. His only lower-half protection was his leather loincloth. Well, that and the Kevlar codpiece.


  It was less protective, but it was immeasurably better for sneaking, and Bryce felt an ego boost in striding around essentially bare-assed. Sometimes when he charged in like a steroidal locomotive, criminals just gave up and dropped to their knees in surrender.


  Some of them dropped to their knees for other reason, which was the other reason he liked this version of the suit. The Crimson Crusader didn’t frequently discuss this aspect of crime-fighting with the other supers, but something about the loincloth made the occasional bad guy try to bribe his way to freedom with a super-heroic blowjob.


  Sometimes Bryce even made the suggestion. Lions had needs, after all.


  In any case, he required full sneakiness for this endeavor. The Crimson Crusader was one of those heroes whose primary superpower was gigantic piles of money, which meant his main means of entrance into bad-guy domiciles was unguarded air vents and supply doors.


  He was pretty sure he had a lead on the former.


  The main structure was a humongous square warehouse, only a story or two tall – at least in appearance. Bryce had seen enough warehouses to know that the structure felt…wrong.


  None of the windows were lit, and none of the exterior doors bore the signs of frequent use. One of the doors had a catwalk but no stairs connected to it. It was just an opening on one end that led to a ten-foot drop into the gravel of the parking lot. The warehouse was either a fake shell or designed by an idiot.


  The guards were making their rounds every five minutes, with an occasional pair circling every two minutes. It was intended to look random, but it didn’t take Bryce long to figure out the pattern. He scrambled up a tree planted too close to the perimeter fence, and dropped silently to the ground into a pile of leaves and pine needles.


  Construction equipment littered the grounds, and the occasional large tree concealed him as he darted toward the large warehouse building.


  He peered around as he went. The earth bore the scars of massive construction activity – far too significant for the slight warehouse actually standing there. Bryce was willing to bet this structure went a lot further down than it went up.


  Subterranean lairs were his favorite. The bigger they were, the bigger the ventilation system they required to prevent the inhabitants from suffocating. A big ventilation system meant intake ducts and air returns, often lightly-guarded and huge opportunities for a sneaky superhero.


  He ducked behind a tree as a pair of guards strode past his position.


  They looked big and mean. Both of them were as tall as Bryce himself, and they wore full armor head-to-toe, including their tails. Neither of them said a word. They just patrolled, perfectly disciplined.


  Hm, Bryce thought to himself. He’d figured this villain was just in the starting-out phase. But thugs like these looked first-rate. Usually at this stage, super-v’s could barely afford henchman outside of the crackhead demographic.


  Interesting.


  After they passed, Bryce crept around the southeast corner of the building, to a waypoint he had previously identified. It was a point where his infra-red sensors had shown an unbelievable amount of heat dissipation.


  The ventilation intakes would be well-guarded, and all-but invisible, to prevent gas attacks. However, Bryce didn’t want the intakes, as they probably led straight to a massive furnace.


  He wanted the exhaust port.


  The location he’d identified on the thermal scan was a short brick wall with a metal gate in front of it and a corrugated tin roof over it. In keeping with the building’s pretense of a normal warehouse, four fat green dumpsters squatted in the little enclosure, like pigs in a pen. Except pigpens didn’t generally have a guard with an assault rifle standing in front of their gate.


  This particular guard was covered in body armor, but his helmet was off. It sat on the gravel next to him. He was a gruff-looking bear in his thirties and he was smoking a cigarette as angrily as Bryce had ever seen someone smoke a cigarette. He was too big to be a grizzly – probably a Kodiak – which was definitely too much muscle to be guarding a normal set of dumpsters.


  The dumpster enclosure was standalone, not attached to the building, which made it easy for the big lion to sneak around behind the guard. The bear was tall, but not so tall that the lion couldn’t put him in a chokehold. The bear fought furiously, but he couldn’t do much damage in his remaining ten seconds of consciousness. As a professional courtesy, Bryce caught the crumpling man before he could shatter his muzzle on the concrete.


  He left the bear zip-tied in one of the empty dumpsters and found the entire floor of the enclosure was made up of steel grating. Hot wind rushed out of the grate, much warmer than the surrounding air, and smelling of musk and metal.


  He’d found the exhaust port.


  A miniature acetylene torch made short work of the steel grating, and the dumpster with the bear in it made a convenient anchor point for his steel rappel line.


  The exhaust tunnel descended at a 45-degree angle for what was at least two or three stories, and then leveled off. He came out in a duct almost as tall as he was, made of much thicker metal than he expected, which barely moved under his significant weight.


  He frowned. The ventilation system was colossal. How big was this place?


  His belt buckle had a little fleur-de-lis pattern in it, with an LED hidden behind it for just such an occasion. He tapped it and it illuminated very gently.


  He looked around. The exhaust duct was at least six feet tall, with feeder ducts every few feet. It continued for at least fifty or sixty feet in each direction and then turned sharply away.


  Arbitrarily, he went left, dropping onto all fours to minimize the amount of noise he would be making.


  It wasn’t long before he found an interior grate and got a good look at the inside of the “warehouse.”


  As it turned out, Bryce’s duct was near the top of the facility. Even though he was at least two stories underground, his view looked mostly downward. He was in a gigantic exhaust duct near the ceiling of a huge open room going down at least another fifty feet. Bryce took in what he could from five stories up.


  The room itself was a cross between a business park and a nuclear submarine – there were workstations everywhere and a preposterous number of monitors. The air coming out of the room smelled like one of his tech businesses.


  What caught his attention were the henchmen, who were everywhere. They looked fairly-standard issue, clad in a variety of dark gray jumpsuits and navy and tan uniforms, but there were a lot of them. There didn’t seem to be any predominance in species – dogs, cats, wolves, bears, bats, even a wolverine. They all appeared to be male, Bryce noticed, which wasn’t particularly strange, since super-villains as a rule were fairly misogynistic. What caught his attention was their sheer quantity.


  As he watched, a puma in a gray jumpsuit carried a stack of papers toward the center of the room. He headed up a raised platform in the center of the room to a…a…no, it couldn’t be.


  Bryce had to squint to be sure he was looking at what he thought he was looking at. It appeared to be a massive tiger perched on a throne in the center of the room. A real, honest-to-goodness throne.


  “Looks like I found my super-villain,” he muttered to himself. He shook his head. A throne was pretty showy, even by super-villain standards.


  The tiger was bare-chested, except for a large leather harness, and absolutely massive. He was as broad across as Bryce himself, if not larger. He wore a vaguely Asian-looking helmet, and his lower half was dressed in something akin to a Hun warrior, or at least it reminded Bryce of something vaguely Ghengis Khan-like. It was some kind of cultural appropriation, minus the top half. Bryce would have judged him, but then again he himself was dressed as a medieval knight minus the pants.


  As the Crimson Crusader watched, the henchman quickly shuffled up to the big tiger. The tiger took the file, stared at it for a moment, and then stood up and began pacing. He looked agitated. The beast’s stripy tail lashed back and forth behind him.


  Hm, Bryce thought. He needed to get somewhere he could listen, too.


  He looked around the big room. Higher up on the wall were windows, and at ground level were a number of large double doors, including elevator doors. One of the doors said BARRACKS. Another said TO SECURITY.


  This is almost too easy, thought the Crimson Crusader.


  [image: siddyus]


  SECURITY


  Ten minutes later, Bryce had crammed himself into one of the feeder ducts for the exhaust ductwork. This was one of the tributaries which fed into the larger exhaust duct, which went into individual rooms and hallways, for the purposes of air collection. An exhaust system wasn’t usually this extensive, but given the size of the facility, maybe the designers were just trying to keep everyone alive.


  Apparently they weren’t thinking about making the building secure, however, because one of those feeder ducts went right next to the security room. The actual path to entry lay in cutting his way out of the exhaust duct, climbing around very carefully in the false ceiling of the hallway outside the security room, and prying up a section of the heating duct, so he could peer down through the air vent.


  What he saw made him stop. Something in the security room didn’t click.


  The security room was fairly standard – twelve by twelve, a door like a bank vault, four workstations each with about two dozen monitors. It was the occupants that seemed strange.


  Two of them, a kangaroo and a coyote, fit the standard mold that Bryce had been seeing so far – hardened, professional, big, dangerous-looking, vaguely thug-like. It wasn’t until he saw some who didn’t fit that the consistency struck him as strange.


  Parked in the security office was a little welsh corgi in a lab coat, and he stuck out like a boulder in a wading pool.


  Bryce could see the dog was wearing a navy blue shirt with a yellow silk tie, and he had thick black-framed glasses – authentic, not hipster. The little dog looked more like he should be working for one of Bryce Dillinger’s computer tech affiliates than holed up here in the Washington wilderness. He was in his late twenties or early thirties, probably 10 years younger than Bryce, and probably 5’5” or shorter. He looked like he was in decent shape but he clearly wasn’t an athlete. He had ears two sizes too big for the rest of his body and a cute, blunt muzzle. Usual corgi stuff – short, stout, and adorable.


  The other men seemed much more typical in this sort of environment. One was a grizzled-looking kangaroo with a short, choppy haircut and a thick neck. He was big and tough-looking, poured into a navy blue jumpsuit. He had scarred knuckles from frequently-broken fingers and one of his long ears had scars running all the way up its length. The man looked like mid-forties and definitely appeared to be ex-con.


  The other was a cinnamon-colored coyote in an identical jumpsuit, younger, who definitely had a Canine Supremacist vibe, based on his visible neck tattoos. The coyote was probably in his twenties and was missing his right eye.


  Bryce again turned back to the corgi. He frowned. His gut told him the little dog was the key to all of this.


  He narrowed his eyes and peered at the corgi’s largest monitor. The image was changing every few seconds. After a moment of clicking the little dog swung the mouse and the image he was looking at went up on a much larger monitor centered in the workstation.


  Bryce watched the image change.


  An exterior view.


  A slow-panning monitor viewing the parking lot.


  The barracks, apparently, full of half-undressed henchmen.


  And then a bizarre image, harder to parse – a nearly-naked musclebeast crouched over in some sort of short place, his ass covered in only a small square of fabric.


  Bryce’s eyes widened.


  It was a view of his own muscular butt.


  Whoops, he thought. Busted.


  Grinning, the corgi turned to peer up at his air vent.


  Bryce felt all the hair on the back of his mane stand up.


  Perched in his office chair, the little dog began squirming in a way that could only indicate he was wagging.


  “Mr. Crimson,” the little dog called, loudly. “Won’t you come down, please?”


  The two henchmen in the room, the kangaroo and the coyote, both turned from their workstations to look at the corgi. They stared at him, puzzled.


  “Sir?” the kangaroo said.


  The corgi held up a small paw toward him. “Just a moment.” The little dog cleared his throat. “Crimson Crusader!” he called, amiably. “I just need a moment of your time.”


  Bryce evaluated his options. Clearly the corgi had been expecting the intrusion. And if he’d wanted him captured, he’d had plenty of opportunities by now.


  With a resigned grunt, Bryce whacked both ends of the big grate. It popped out with a CLANG! and dropped loudly into the room.


  The two thugs jerked in surprise and leapt to their feet. They both whipped out their sidearms and pointed them up at Bryce. Each of them had a powerful .45 semiautomatic pistol, more than enough power to punch through a false ceiling.


  The safeties were off.


  Frowning, Bryce showed them his paws.


  The corgi stood up, and the two thugs towered over him. Bryce had over-estimated earlier – the little dog couldn’t have been taller than 5’3”. The corgi grinned smugly up at him. “Mr. Cat! Will you come down, please? I’m used to looking upwards at people, but this is quite the extreme.”


  Bryce almost laughed at the corny height joke, but stopped himself just in time. “I’m guessing that’s not really a suggestion?”


  The corgi laughed at that. “I’m afraid not.” He gestured toward the floor. “Won’t you?”


  Bryce sighed. “I suppose I had better.” He pulled himself forward in the air vent and nimbly dropped to the ground, curling in a tight leonine somersault. As he did, he swung his leg out, and clocked the coyote right in the face.


  “AWRK!” the coyote yelped, crumpling like a sack of potatoes under Bryce’s massive booted foot. As the coyote crashed to the ground, his gun left his hand and floated in space for half a heartbeat.


  As his paws touched the ground, Bryce snatched the gun out of the air and overhand whipped it at the kangaroo’s face.


  “UNGH!” the kangaroo grunted loudly, his head snapping back as the heavy weapon cracked him in the snout. A muzzle flash exploded out of his own gun, the bullet firing wildly over Bryce’s head as the recoil and the blow to the face sent the kangaroo crashing over backwards. A monitor exploded on the other side of the room.


  “CRIMSON CRUSADER!” the corgi said loudly, and it was at this point that Bryce noticed he was holding an assault rifle. “THESE ARE ARMOR-PIERCING ROUNDS.”


  Bryce froze.


  The little dog sneered angrily at him, the rifle looking comically huge in his hands. If he did fire it, it would probably knock him over backwards, but Bryce would be too dead to laugh at it.


  “Now I am making a suggestion,” the angry little dog said. “My suggestion is hold the fuck still while my men handcuff you, or I’ll use this very powerful weapon to turn you into hamburger. So you make your choice: do you want to be Sir Lion, or sirloin?”


  Bryce stared at him for a moment, and then sighed and put his paws up. “That’s very clever,” he said. “Did it take you long to think of that line?”


  The corgi grinned evilly. “It’s the only reason I brought the assault rifle.”


  The coyote appeared next to him, growling, with a fresh bloody smear across his muzzle. He had a pair of oversized handcuffs and a murderous gleam in his eye.


  The kangaroo appeared on his other side, gritting his teeth and sneering furiously. “Hands behind your back, asshole,” he snarled.


  Sighing, the Crimson Crusader put his paws behind his back. “I hope you have two pairs of cuffs, because I’m not going to fit in ooneeeMERROWRWRR!” Bryce arched his back and yowled as his muscular arms were bent sharply to make them meet behind his back.


  The coyote grunted. “You fit,” he said, simply.


  The henchmen stepped away, watching him angrily as they looked for their guns.


  Bryce frowned. He couldn’t keep the confusion off his face.


  The corgi glared at him. “Something wrong, Crimson Crusader?” he said.


  Bryce blinked at him. “Uh…no, nothing.”


  “Surprised they didn’t frisk you? Take your little belt?”


  Bryce fought to keep a blank face.


  The corgi nodded. “Normally they would, but I told them not to. I told them to leave the frisking to me.” He cocked his head at the big lion, gently set his assault rifle on the console behind him, and walked slowly forward.


  Bryce looked down at him. “You, huh? No offense, doc, but you don’t really seem like the type.”


  The corgi cracked a smile. “I’ve been spending a lot of time with henchmen lately. I like to think I’ve picked up a thing or two here and there.” He reached for the lion’s big bare legs.


  Bryce flinched, and just like that the bulky kangaroo appeared behind him to hold him in place. Bryce could feel the henchman’s breath on the back of his neck.


  The corgi felt his quads and the outside of his legs.


  Bryce grunted. “Not a lot hidden in my fur there, doc,” he grunted, biting his lower lip. The corgi wasn’t his usual type, but any kind of physical attention got his Crimson Cock going in a heartbeat. He felt himself growing hard inside his codpiece and he willed himself to stay turned off. This is business, this is business, this is business, he thought, over and over.


  The corgi knelt down in front of his codpiece, feeling down the outside of his legs and resting his hands on the lion’s thick, bare quads. “I was so hoping you would wear the sneaky armor,” he mumbled, licking his teeth.


  Hoboy. Bryce squirmed in the kangaroo’s grasp, trying to keep his breathing even. “Oh, were you? So you’re a fan, eh? Always nice to meet an admirer,” he grunted.


  The corgi chuckled, glanced shyly up at him, and leaned in to nuzzle his loincloth. He went in hard, pushing the cloth away effortlessly, shoving his cold nose in against Bryce’s inner thigh, inhaling deeply and slurping at the edge of the material.


  Bryce shivered hard, squirming against the kangaroo’s firm grasp. “Unnnnhhhhhhhhhh you’re clearly new at this so let me share that this is HIGHLY unusual for a supervillain-superhero encounter.” His cock strained to swell to hardness, filling out the codpiece to the extent of its interior volume, and he felt the elastic straps digging into his ass as his cock fought for freedom.


  The corgi nuzzled him for another few moments and then slowly rose to his feet, pink-cheeked and breathing hard. “I know,” he said, swallowing. “That was just something I’ve always wanted to do.” He stepped back, shaking his head, and Bryce saw his tail was wagging furiously.


  Squirming, Bryce let out a shuddery breath.


  The corgi turned back to him. “Crimson Crusader. My name is Siddyus Tesal.” He put the emphasis on the second syllable, te-SAL, and it was not a name Bryce had ever heard before.


  The corgi continued. “In a moment I am going to take you to our conference room to…show you something I think you’ll appreciate. But in the interest of not having any more of my mens’ faces rearranged, please let me assure you: we mean you no harm.”


  Bryce stared at him, and then raised one eyebrow. “Said the man who put me in handcuffs.”


  The corgi let out a sigh. “Yes, of course, to prevent any further damage to any of my people.” He gestured to the bleeding coyote, who stared angrily back at him. “The cuffs were just to buy me enough time to have a conversation with you.”


  Bryce stared at him.


  “I haven’t stripped you of your belt because I’m sure you have some method for getting out of handcuffs that I would never think of. But I ask you to please be patient for a little longer and not smash anyone else’s face in until I’ve had my say.”


  Bryce stared at him, skeptically.


  Siddyus stared back. “So that’s a no, I take it.” He sighed. “I was afraid of that. You’re probably planning to escape even now.”


  The big lion stared at him. The kid was new, but boy did he know his supers.


  The corgi sighed again. “Alright, how about…” He looked up at Bryce and swallowed. “We’re getting ahead of ourselves, but the reason you are here is…” Siddyus paused for a moment, and then smiled. “I have perfected the art of henchman training.”


  Bryce blinked at him. “The art…of henchman training?”


  The corgi grinned proudly, and Bryce could tell from his body language that he was wagging furiously again. “Henchman training! I have created the perfect breed of henchman! Loyal to a fault. Perfect and obedient acquisitions.”


  Bryce looked back and forth between the kangaroo and the coyote. They didn’t look particularly perfected.


  “Who, these guys?” he asked.


  The corgi frowned. “Among others, yes.”


  Bryce looked at both of them again. “They look pretty run-of-the-mill to me.”


  The coyote just stared at him, but the kangaroo frowned like he took the comment personally.


  Bryce looked back at Siddyus. “I hate to break it to you kid, but…everybody has henchmen. They’re…they’re kind of a thing.” He watched him. “You know?”


  The corgi sighed, and clearly fought the urge to roll his eyes. “Yes, everyone has henchmen. Usually hired thugs who are in it for the money, or because they like crime.”


  Bryce eyed the coyote again. The thug stared vacantly back at him. “And these guys…aren’t like that.”


  “No.”


  Bryce stared skeptically back at him. Hm. Should I break the cuffs first and then make a run for it, or make a run for it first and then break the cuffs?


  The corgi huffed loudly. “Ugh, you still don’t believe me! No one appreciates my genius.” He stared at the lion. “Alright, look…give them an order.”


  Bryce watched him. “Henchmen, release me!”


  They both stared blankly at him. The kangaroo’s upper lip turned up in a confused sneer.


  This time the corgi did roll his eyes. “Not like that. They’re OBVIOUSLY not going to do THAT. Tell them something they wouldn’t normally do!”


  Bryce sighed. “Like what? Both of these douchebags look like trained killers. What wouldn’t they do?”


  Siddyus raised an eyebrow. “You’re the master detective. One of these guys is a Canine Supremacist. Surely you can think of something.”


  Bryce looked over at the coyote, looked down at the thin layer of mud on his metal boots, and cracked a wry little smile. “Alright. Dog, get over here, get on your knees, and lick my boots clean.” He grinned, proud of himself.


  There was no way.


  The coyote glanced at the corgi. The little dog nodded, his eyes gleaming.


  Without a word, the coyote loped forward, dropped onto all fours, and began slurping aggressively at Bryce’s aluminum left boot. He wasn’t shy about it, either – Bryce could feel the metal flex and push against his big paw under the coyote’s strong tongue.


  The big lion felt his jaw drop open.


  The corgi chuckled. “Am I beginning to convince you, Crimson Crusader?”


  Bryce blinked down at the submissive coyote. He looked up at the thug-looking kangaroo. “You,” he said. “Get over here and do the other one.”


  “Yessir,” the kangaroo mumbled, dropping to his knees and prostrating himself on the lion’s other boot, his massive tail swinging slowly and idly behind him.


  Standing there in handcuffs, with two hardened criminals drooling all over his paws, Bryce’s erection came back in full force.


  “This, uh,” he said, clearing his throat. “This is very impressive, but, uh, I’m still not—”


  “Go further,” the little dog suggested. “See how far you can push them.”


  Bryce cleared his throat again. He frowned, and straightened up as best he could in the cuffs. “Alright,” he said. “Henchmen. Get up and strip naked.”


  The corgi cracked a lopsided little smile, his eyes shining behind his thick glasses. “Excellent. Vintage Crimson Crusader. Beautiful!” He clapped in appreciation.


  His curiosity getting the better of him, Bryce dropped his eyes and watched.


  The coyote was younger and faster, so Bryce watched him first. The tan canine processed his command for a moment, sat back on his haunches, and then with an impassive nod grasped the jumpsuit zipper at the collar. He slid it down to his waist, slipped it off his toned arms, and folded it down around his legs. The coyote was all muscle and sinew and short, shaggy fur, covered in an unbelievable amount of ink. He had an enormous tattoo of a pair of praying hands across his chest, and the facial expression of a bored, obedient third-rate criminal.


  The dock-worker-looking kangaroo had by now lifted his head off of Bryce’s other boot. He reached up to wipe at his big mouth with the back of his hand, nodded shallowly, and sat back to pull off his boots and socks. Barefoot, he rose to his feet, pulled the zipper of his jumpsuit all the way down to his crotch, and struggled awkwardly to slide the close-fitting fabric off of his thickly-muscled back and shoulders. He was wearing a white tank-top but no underwear, Bryce noticed, and the sight of his plump kangaroo sheath made Bryce’s fat lion cock throb painfully inside his codpiece.


  The coyote now slid the zipper of his jumpsuit all the way down his crotch, thought for a moment, and stooped down to untie his boots. He slid them off, yanked his socks off of oversized tan-colored paws, and awkwardly shuffled his jumpsuit down over his thighs. The coyote was wearing a pair of white cotton boxers, which he pulled down his muscular legs without a moment’s hesitation, and at last straightened back up, completely naked and completely unphased. His legs were less tattooed than his chest and arms, but there was still some ink every foot or so. He had the word PURITY tattooed in a half-circle over his cobblestone abs.


  The kangaroo stood up and shrugged the jumpsuit off as if nothing was strange, staring flatly back at the superhero standing before him, his fuzzy balls swinging heavily in the quiet facility, his sheath plump and exposed. The kangaroo’s face bore no indication that any of this was at all out of the ordinary for him. He reached for the hem of his tank-top and as he pulled it over his head, his bulky muscular frame flexed gorgeously. He didn’t have a single instance of ink on him, but was instead decorated in scars, leaving light-pink chasms across his thick body and thicker fur.


  The two thugs stood naked before him and waited for his next command.


  Bryce began to smell himself sweating. Authentic or not, this was so hot he could feel himself leaking into his codpiece.


  Swallowing, the big superhero watched the henchmen’s faces. There was nothing in their expression to indicate that they were writhing with barely-concealed discomfort, or even that they were particularly interested in what was going on. Either both of them were astonishingly loyal to the corgi, or he had picked up a couple guys who were amazingly convincing actors.


  The corgi cleared his throat. “Nice, eh? Which one is your favorite?” He wagged happily. “I like the coyote because making him suck dick is beautiful in its irony.”


  Bryce coughed loudly. “Still nothing very unusual here.”


  The corgi’s jaw dropped open. “Excuse me?”


  Bryce shrugged. “I, uh, I’ve seen some pretty loyal henchmen in my day.”


  The little dog rolled his eyes. “Ugh!” he said. “Well, keep going, then!” He gestured furiously.


  Bryce cracked a smile. “No need to lose your cool,” he said. He thought for a moment. “Alright, coyote dog,” he said. “You’re one of those lovely Canine Supremacist fellas, aren’t you? Boy, it must be a real pain for you to even be in the same room with a couple inferior species like me and the roo, right?”


  The stark-naked coyote stared back at him, and for the first time he seemed unsure of himself.


  Hm, Bryce thought. That was interesting.


  “I…I don’t…” the coyote said, opening his mouth but not saying anything else.


  Bryce snorted, flexing his big shoulders. “Oh, come on,” he grumbled. “You’re covered in the tattoos. You have a swastika on your shoulder, for fuck’s sake. Let me guess, you were in prison for burning a cross on some poor rabbit family’s lawn?”


  The coyote glanced at his shoulder, and looked back up at Bryce. His brow furrowed, and he was clearly getting upset.


  “It’s okay, 22,” the corgi cooed. “Don’t worry about it. Nothing here you need to know about.”


  Bryce frowned at the two of them.


  The corgi took a deep breath. “That was another life for him. He doesn’t know anything about it. He only knows how to be a henchman.”


  The coyote soaked in the corgi’s words, and took a deep breath. He looked back up at Bryce, suddenly sure of himself again.


  Bryce chuckled. “Suuure he doesn’t. That shit runs pretty deep.” He raised an eyebrow. “Alright, not-a-supremacist. What’s your name? 22?” He gestured with his big chin. “Go make out with that kangaroo, if you’re not what you appear to be.”


  The coyote stared at him, nodded, and immediately loped toward the other henchman. The gruff-looking kangaroo watched him approach. They stared placidly at one another for a moment, and then they dove in for a deep kiss.


  Bryce’s eyes widened.


  This was no quick peck. The two of them ground their muzzles together, their tongues visibly fighting one another, heads tilted opposite directions to dig into the other’s mouth. The coyote let out a little slurping noise and they both closed their eyes.


  Bryce blinked in surprise.


  The corgi smiled. “Now are you convinced?”


  Bryce narrowed his eyes. “Alright. Kangaroo, fondle the coyote’s balls.”


  Siddyus frowned. “They do have names, you know. 48, do what the lion says.”


  With one big hand, still sucking intently on the other henchman’s face, the kangaroo reached down and firmly grasped the coyote’s fuzzy ballsack. He began massaging roughly with his battle-scarred hand. After a few moments, the coyote snorted loudly and arched his back, and his plump sheath parted to release a few inches of red rocket.


  Bryce watched the coyote’s length slide out to full hardness. The lithe canine whimpered softly, and a thin streamer of drool escaped the two thugs’ muzzles and drizzled onto his thick member.


  The lion grunted. “He’s clearly getting off on this. How can you prove you didn’t just hire gay actors?”


  Siddyus chuckled. “Don’t worry. That’s just part of their conditioning. Aggressive sexual stimulation begins to arouse them. Keeps things from getting too…” he cleared his throat. “Uh, too rapey.”


  Bryce cleared his throat. He could feel his tail lashing predatorily behind him.


  “48,” he said. “Get on your knees and suck your buddy’s cock.”


  The kangaroo opened his eyes and broke the kiss. He looked completely uninterested in what was going on, in sharp contrast to the coyote, who by now was panting and coloring crimson beneath his tan fur. The kangaroo glanced at the corgi, didn’t see an objection, and slid wordlessly to his knees. He took the coyote’s throbbing member into his muzzle and impaled his throat on it, his eyes sliding half-shut in disinterest, even as the coyote clasped two hands around the kangaroo’s vulnerable ears.


  “Aaanhh!” the coyote whimpered, tilting his head back and squeezing his eyes shut.


  Bryce watched, swallowing. “How did you do this?” he asked, softly.


  Siddyus grinned. “I’ll show you.”


  SOUTHWEST CORRIDOR 6


  Bryce Dillinger grunted and frowned at the two huge henchmen on either side of him. One of them was a big wolf, maybe half-malamute or something, and he was colossal. The other was the super-villainy tiger that he’d seen on his way in. He’d ditched his super-villain costume and was now dressed in a jumpsuit like all the others. His said 73 on the front pocket. Both of them were taller than he was.


  They each had him by an arm and they steered him down hallway after hallway, following the little corgi as he trotted deeper into the facility.


  “So, you were just the decoy, huh?” he asked the tiger.


  “Shut up,” the big henchman told him.


  They strode forward deeper into the facility.


  “I was supposed to attack you, huh? Keep the heat off your boss?”


  “Shut up,” the tiger growled.


  Bryce frowned at him. “And you’re okay with being cannon fodder for the guy who’s molesting you?”


  The tiger growled loudly. “I’m okay with whatever the boss tells me to be okay with.” He stuck his foot in under Bryce’s big booted paw.


  With a grunt, Bryce stumbled and stopped short. He stepped forward and got right in the tiger’s face. They both started growling.


  “AH AHHHH,” Siddyus snapped, pushing his way in between them. “Can we not, please? I have enough people in the Infirmary already tonight!”


  Bryce stared daggers at the other big cat. “Only if you dispense with the big muscle.” He turned. “You have my attention. How about a little good-faith gesture?”


  The corgi frowned, reaching up to adjust his big glasses, frowning. “If you’ll be more comfortable, I’ll allow it. But I want your word first that you’ll stay to see what I have to show you.”


  Bryce grinned toothily back at him. “Hero’s honor.” He arched his back heroically, puffing his chest out as best he could with his hands cuffed behind his back.


  The corgi studied him, thought for a moment, frowning, and then nodded. “73. 81. You are dismissed.”


  The big tiger’s eyes widened. “But sir–” he said.


  Siddyus waved him off. “It’s okay, 73. Crimson Crusader might beat the hell out of me, but he would never lie to my face.”


  Bryce stared at him. That was…pretty much accurate.


  The tiger frowned again, turned to Bryce, and growled. “Hurt him and they’ll be finding pieces of you from here to Puget Sound,” he spat. Then he whirled, and the two massive thugs disappeared down the hallway.


  Bryce let out a breath. “Yeesh. You always have guys that size guarding your control room?”


  “This way please,” Siddyus said, turning. “Only when I’m expecting company. I wanted to drive you toward the air vent. Tidier that way. Nobody gets their face smashed in.” He turned to glare. “Or so I thought.”


  Bryce trailed after him, taking big strides to keep up. The corgi walked a lot faster than Bryce would have expected for a guy with such short legs. “When you’re expecting company…. What’s that supposed to mean? Do you mean me? How did you know I would even go for the control room? How did you even know I was coming?”


  Siddyus glanced back at him and chuckled. “You always come in through the control room.”


  Bryce grunted, annoyed. “That’s not true,” he protested.


  Siddyus stopped in his tracks, and Bryce had to stop short to avoid steamrolling right over him.


  “Fine,” the little dog said. “In your last 21 breaches of a super-villain compound, you entered 19 of them through the control room. In 12 of those cases, you came in through some kind of ventilation grate, which is a vast majority, especially accounting for the 6 facilities which had insufficiently-sized ventilation ductwork for your big fat lion butt.”


  Bryce stared at him. “Uh,” he said.


  The corgi raised an eyebrow. “So if there are no further questions, Mr. Dillinger, perhaps we can continue with the tour.” Without waiting for a response, he whirled on his heel and strode down the hallway.


  Mr. Dillinger.


  He’d used Bryce’s real name.


  Uggghhh, this just keeps getting BETTER, Bryce thought, rolling his eyes.


  He pounded after the corgi, frowning in feigned confusion. “What did you call me?” he demanded.


  The corgi sighed loudly. “Mr. Dillinger! Would you prefer I call you Bryce?”


  Bryce stared back down at him. “I’m afraid I don’t know that name.”


  The corgi shot him an irritated look. “Can we not?” He frowned. “Secret identities are so…World War II.” The corgi turned back down the hallway, eyes half-closed. “Do you know where I found that information? Google. It was a Cracked-dot-com article. 10 Secret Identities That Totally Aren’t A Secret.”


  Goddammit. Damn you, Cracked-dot-com, he thought.


  “Look, what is this?!” Bryce demanded, sprinting ahead of the corgi and stopping in front of him.


  Siddyus stopped in his tracks, eyes wide. He stared up at Bryce, his mouth hanging open, which was a pretty common reaction when a normal person realized a 350-pound musclelion was also five or ten times faster than them.


  “Uh…” the little dog stammered.


  Bryce showed him some teeth. “Mind control? Telepathy? Ancient spells?” He leaned forward, letting a growl creep into his voice. “What’ve you got going on here?”


  Siddyus swallowed. “I, uh, I…” He thought for a moment. “It’s…reconditioning. I find something the subject wants, and I find a way to provide that through henching.” He narrowed his eyes, and all the fear leached out of him. “Then I drill it into him. Over…and over…and over…until there’s nothing left of him.”


  Bryce bared his teeth. “Why am I here?”


  Siddyus let out a sigh. “I need a partner.”


  Surprised, the Crimson Crusader took a slow step backwards.


  THE CONFERENCE ROOM


  Their destination was up four flights of gray metal stairs. If Bryce had his bearings about him, they had gone under the main facility floor and they were now climbing up past it. At the top of the steps was another short, plain, anonymous hallway, except this one had an armed guard in front of a door.


  Bryce got a good look at the guard. He was a thick-cut Doberman and he was dressed differently than the others, with a navy blue button-down shirt tucked into matching uniform pants. He was wearing a shoulder-mount radio and a utility belt, with a shoulder holster over his thick chest. The outfit looked cop-like, but the dobie looked like the antithesis of a cop. He had a mean sneer and a furrowed brow.


  Bryce knew him.


  The dog liked to rob small convenience stores and didn’t like to leave witnesses. As of their last meeting he hadn’t actually killed anyone, but he’d shot two different clerks in High Point when the Crimson Crusader had crashed his party and broken his jaw.


  The little corgi went through the gray metal door. Bryce followed him, turning sideways to get his cuffed arms and outstretched elbows through the door.


  He did it facing the dobie. The dog didn’t even blink.


  Bryce watched him and thought about the crunch he had felt when the dog’s jaw broke in his hands.


  Indifferently, the dog stared straight ahead.


  


  The conference room was dark.


  “I’m not listening to your presentation,” Bryce announced, as he entered the room. He paced, annoyed. The handcuffs were starting to irritate him.


  Siddyus sighed and rolled his eyes. “How did I know you were going to say that.” He flicked a switch to turn on the overhead lights. “Why do I even bother?”


  Bryce cracked a smile. “Clearly you have done your homework.”


  Inside the room was a large rectangular conference room, straight out of a business park. A long fake-wood table ran down the center of the room, surrounded by office chairs. Fluorescent lighting painted the room pale white. One of the narrow walls was made of whiteboard with a marker tray halfway down the paint.


  One of the long walls was made entirely of windows.


  Bryce stepped toward the glass. Their conference room was a full two stories above the facility floor, the one he’d seen from inside the air vents. This time the view was considerably better.


  The concrete floor below was littered with workstations, and it reminded Bryce of more than a few tech startups, built in old warehouses and factories. Each workstation overflowed with computer equipment, and monitors, and schematics, with wires running everywhere, in huge coils like fire hoses. There must have been a hundred computers on the facility floor, each of them with a shady-looking criminal type parked in front of it.


  His jaw dropped. “That’s why you picked Seattle,” he breathed. “You didn’t want anyone to notice your data usage.” He turned to the little dog.


  Siddyus grinned slyly at him. “Very good, Crimson Crusader. What else can you deduce?”


  Bryce frowned, and then turned back through the window. Some of the monitors were visible from their high perch. A shifty-looking crocodile was parked in front of one of the closest consoles.


  He was looking at an arrest record.


  As Bryce watched, the croc dragged a PDF of a mug shot to a secondary monitor. The mug shot was an angry-looking wolf with a missing tooth and an unhappy sneer. As the mugshot looked on, the croc dragged a booking sheet to the second monitor, and began clicking away carefully into a spreadsheet. He typed with each of his index fingers.


  Bryce swallowed. “You’re cataloguing arrest records. You’re cataloguing everything. And you’re using it to…pick victims.”


  Siddyus scoffed. “We prefer to call them prospects, Mr. Dillinger.”


  The big lion turned. “What are you looking for?”


  The corgi smiled. “Have you ever arrested the same person more than once, Crimson Crusader?”


  Bryce snorted. “Of course. Even Seattle has its share of recidivism.”


  Siddyus took a deep breath. “Ah, yes, Recidivism. Such a lovely word.” He pondered it for a moment, like he was savoring a fine wine.


  Bryce screwed up his face into a dubious sneer.


  Siddyus smiled genially. “Recidivism: Repeating an action after one has experienced negative consequences of that action.” He looked up. “Why do we have recidivism, Mr. Dillinger? Why is there such a thing as repeat offenders?”


  Bryce stared at him. “That’s, ah, a bit existential, wouldn’t you say?” He shrugged. “Nature? Nurture? Their parents didn’t hug them enough?”


  “They want something, Crimson Crusader,” the corgi insisted. He began pacing. Bryce had figured him for the pacing type. “They want money, or respect, or security, or the thrill of hurting someone. These are the people who commit crimes…and these are the men I am looking for.”


  Bryce let that sink in for a moment. He scoffed. “Oh, and are you meeting their needs?”


  The corgi grinned toothily.


  Bryce turned away from him. “That makes…no sense. You’re telling me you found a way to…provide…what all of these men were needing in their lives?” He stared down at the facility floor. He could see maybe fifty men. There were probably another two dozen outside. What was the highest number he’d heard so far? 73? How high did that total go, exactly?


  He looked back at Siddyus.


  The little dog shrugged. “Many of these needs are basic. Food and shelter, those needs are easy to meet. Cruelty for the sake of cruelty…where is there better prospect for that than working for a super-villain?” He spread his small hands. “There’s really not much to it.” He grinned. “I can be very convincing.”


  Bryce narrowed his eyes. “I imagine you don’t sit them down over coffee and calmly explain the logic to them.”


  Siddyus had the grace to look embarrassed, but he was probably faking. “Well…if by ‘sit them down’ you mean ‘strap them to a gurney’….” He swallowed. “And by ‘coffee’ you mean ‘a borderline-deadly cocktail of mind-altering sedatives and prescription hypnotics’…and by ‘calmly explain’ you mean ‘leave them quivering in sensory deprivation with the sole exception of my aggressive, soul-destroying programming and conditioning’…” The little corgi pondered. “Then yes,” he said, finally.


  Bryce stared at him.


  Siddyus shrugged. “I do what I have to. Almost all of these men would be in prison or dead by now if it weren’t for me. Most of them would have committed further crimes. Many of them would have killed innocent people.”


  Bryce grit his teeth. “So what’s your next move? Taking the city hostage? Leveraging your mind-control into world-domination?”


  Siddyus stared blankly at him. “There is no next move. This is it.”


  Bryce snorted. “Oh, I see. Your henchman army is just to keep them off of the streets. You’re really a super hero.”


  Siddyus cracked a smile. “I was hoping you would see it my way.”


  The lion frowned. “That was meant to be sarcastic.”


  “Is it?” Siddyus cocked his head. “Heroes can be capable of some…fairly questionable activities, wouldn’t you say…Crimson Crusader?”


  Bryce glared at him. “What is that supposed to mean?”


  Siddyus clucked his tongue. “I didn’t have to dig deep to find allegations against you. More than one criminal has reported that you offered him escape in exchange for sexual favors. One of them is guarding this very room.” The dog narrowed his eyes. “How many of them took you up on that, I wonder?”


  Bryce scoffed. “Not many. I give them a choice. Your dobie, for instance. He didn’t feel like eating a lion sausage so I had to dump his black-and-tan ass at the police station. That was up to him.”


  Siddyus bared his teeth. “His name is 41. Go to prison or eat a dick? Not much of a choice.”


  Bryce thought for a moment. The dobie was number 41 and Bryce had last heard of him breaking his parole in February, and no one had seen him since. Last February. That was over a year ago, which was eight or ten months before the Crimson Crusader had noticed a new super-villain moving into the Seattle area. He stared at the little dog. He’d been active for a while.


  “You know, we’re not so different, you and I,” Siddyus said, abruptly.


  “Excuse me?”


  The corgi stared at him. “You’re a superhero with highly questionable methods. I’m a super-villain with the greater good in mind.” Siddyus grinned. “Not so different.”


  Bryce frowned at him. “I don’t know about that, Siddyus.”


  The little dog grinned at him. “Oh? I intend to prove it. Let me show you how consistent I can be with your own methods.” He knocked loudly on the door. “41! Come in here!”


  The dobie appeared in a heartbeat, the door thudding shut behind him. “Yes, boss,” he rumbled, his voice as gruff and angry as Bryce remembered.


  Siddyus pointed at the Crimson Crusader’s crotch. “Service this superhero,” he ordered.


  The dog stared at Bryce, his eyes narrowing, and for just a heartbeat Bryce expected the canine to flip out, as he had done many months ago. His last attack had been so severe he hadn’t backed off until Bryce broke his face. The lion braced himself for combat.


  To his surprise, the Doberman slowly approached him and smoothly dropped to his knees. “Yes sir,” he said.


  The dog seemed to be built more of individual slabs of muscle than one cohesive person. Even his feet were big, splayed out behind him in huge black boots, and his shirt strained under his massively thick shoulders as he felt up Bryce’s thick quads.


  “Uhh, has this guy been tested?” Bryce hissed, staring warily down at the dog. “I’d really rather not catch anything.”


  Siddyus scoffed. “Of course. Upon capture and then monthly. What do you take me for?”


  Bryce stared at him. “Yes, because that would be ridiculous.” The surreal insanity of this situation was starting to get to him.


  The Doberman felt under the lion’s loincloth, found his codpiece, and tugged on it. He pulled again, harder, annoyed. The big muscular guard grumbled loudly, trying to tug his codpiece off, and with the aggressive manipulation Bryce felt himself roar to full hardness in a heartbeat.


  “RrrrRRRRRR it’s like a thong pull straight down!” he growled, squirming in his boots. “Pull straight down. The part over my ass is connected to the loincloth with an elastic strap and a snap!”


  “Ahh,” Siddyus said, his arms folded. “I always wondered how it was you weren’t flashing half of Seattle.” He nodded thoughtfully.


  The dobie frowned at his crotch, and then grunted his acknowledgment. He grasped the lion’s codpiece in his big dog paws once more, and finally succeeded in dislodging it from Bryce’s sweaty crotch. The strap from the codpiece dislodged from his asscrack and slid down between his legs like a discarded jockstrap.


  “Nnnggghhhhh,” Bryce moaned as his throbbing cock was freed. He felt himself grow to full hardness in just a few seconds, tenting his loincloth out eight or nine inches. A wave of lion musk hit his nose immediately and he bucked his hips shallowly.


  The Doberman watched his cock from inches away with the half-closed eyes of an obedient henchman. He inhaled deeply, licked his chops, and growled softly.


  Bryce frowned. “Why’s he doing that?”


  Siddyus shrugged. “It’s probably your musk. We don’t have a lion yet.”


  Bryce nodded, and then snapped his head around. “Don’t have a lion yet?!” he demanded.


  Siddyus stared, and then chuckled. “Relax,” he said. “This isn’t that kind of meeting.”


  Bryce was about to protest further, but he was interrupted by the Doberman wrapping a strong hand around his shaft.


  “NnnNNNGGGhhhhh,” Bryce groaned, tilting his head back and growling. He squirmed in the handcuffs, clenching his big hands into fists.


  The Doberman worked him fully erect in half a second, pushing the loincloth aside and working him straight up. The Crimson Crusader had nice eight inches of fat cock matching his own muscular girth, and the dog could barely get his hand around it.


  The dobie licked his chops again, breathing hard, and a small sliver of drool escaped his muzzle and ran down his shirt.


  Siddyus grunted. “The drool is a side effect of their training. Pavlov’s bell, and all that.”


  The dobie dug his cold nose in against the root of Bryce’s fat meat. He squeezed the lion’s shaft and started to pump it.


  “Unnngghh! That’s a good puppy,” Bryce said. “Work that like a good puppy.” He looked down at him, breathing hard. “Lick my balls, puppy,” he said.


  “Yes sir,” the dog grunted, and a moment later he was bathing Bryce’s musky lion balls with his flat, wide tongue.


  “Nnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnngghh,” Bryce rumbled, glancing at the corgi.


  Siddyus looked more like a wolf than a corgi at this point. He watched with his teeth bared and his ears forward.


  “Pump my shaft while you lick,” Bryce ordered.


  The Doberman obediently began stroking his fat lion cock while he slurped intently under his balls. Bryce felt a drop of warm dog drool run down his left inner thigh and it made him shiver.


  The security dog idly played with Bryce’s meat, slowly running from edge to shaft. He snuffled loudly and sneezed.


  “Harder. Pump me harder,” Bryce snapped.


  The Doberman obediently squeezed him hard, the dog’s big, strong paws making Bryce’s cock ache with pleasure.


  “You know, these men are very well trained,” Siddyus growled, from across the room. Why don’t you let him show you what he can do?”


  Bryce growled, low and threatening, and snorted. “Fine.” He looked down at the security dog. “You’re on your own, puppy. Impress me.”


  The Doberman stared up at him, slowly raised himself to his feet, and stared him in the eye. His short, sleek muzzle fur was matted to his face with foamy Doberman drool, which had also dripped down the front of his uniform shirt. He was a head shorter than Bryce, and looked up at him to make eye contact.


  Slowly, the security dog closed in for a kiss.


  Bryce obliged him, and the intensity of the dobie’s kiss surprised and excited him. The lithe dog ground his face against Bryce’s, shoving their muzzles together, thrusting his tongue into the lion’s mouth. Bryce fought back against him, leaning his head forward, and the dog’s pure furor made his heart pound and his mouth water.


  The dobie reached up with one hand and grasped a fistful of Bryce’s mane. Bryce growled into his mouth and arched his back, raising his upper lip. It was a weird kiss, one with his teeth half-bared, and it was seriously starting to get him off. His cock was fully erect, pressing up against the Doberman and doubtlessly drooling precum all over his uniform.


  The Doberman broke the kiss and pulled his muzzle away a few inches, breathing hard.


  Bryce stared at him.


  The dog looked detached, indifferent. Like he wasn’t enjoying himself but didn’t particularly mind, either. He was just doing a job.


  Bryce stared at him. “You really are the perfect henchman, aren’t you?” he asked.


  The dobie stared back at him. “I am whatever the boss tells me to be,” he said, lowering himself to his knees.


  The Crimson Crusader stared down at him, eyes narrowed in concentration.


  The dobie gently cupped the big cat’s balls, considered the fat drooling cock staring him in the face, and slowly closed his mouth around it.


  Bryce closed his eyes, exhaling loudly and wetly. “Hrrrrrrrrrrrr,” he hissed, quietly.


  In front of him, Siddyus chuckled.


  The Doberman began to suckle on his meat, working it very gently with his tongue, and when he had a tight seal he began to slide off.


  “Good boyyyy,” Bryce rumbled. He half-opened his eyes to watch the dog’s progress.


  The dobie half-closed his eyes, settling in for a long ride. He slid his muzzle off until his lips were closed around the lion’s fat cockhead, pausing a moment to suckle on the deep ridge of the lion’s flared head, and then slid back down as far as his muzzle would allow. He did this again, and again, and again, his eyes half-closed in relaxed concentration.


  Just when Bryce was tempted to give the dog another order, he disengaged from Bryce’s cock. He looked warily up at him, working his jaw, and dug his nose in at the base of the lion’s cock. As he did he wrapped his big dobie paw around his drool-slicked cock and began working him up and down.


  Bryce shivered, arching his back. “Ahh!” he gasped, involuntarily. The dobie’s soft leather paw felt like velvet on his throbbing cock.


  Siddyus rumbled. “41 is quite good at this. I highly recommend you let him finish.”


  Behind him, the security dog’s tail slowly wagged a few times.


  Bryce arched his back and then doubled forward, growling loudly and choking back a frenetic yowl. “No complaints here,” he said, feigning nonchalance, but the truth was he could already feel his balls beginning to tingle.


  The dobie jerked him hard and fast, digging his cold nose into the base of Bryce’s cock, and every time the slippery saliva started to slow down the dog slathered his tongue all over it again, until the security dog’s muzzle was covered in his own drool and Bryce felt warm dog spit dripping down his inner thighs. He concentrated on his breathing, flexing his fat toes inside of his boots, feeling himself sweating inside his armor.


  The dobie slurped at his balls, speeding up his jacking, and every time Bryce let out a soft yowl or a moan his pointy dobie ears perked. He was dutiful and obedient, and he was completely focused on Bryce’s pleasure. He nuzzled hard at the base of the lion’s cock, snuffling loudly, and as the lion got closer and closer the dog started to breathe harder and harder. The dobie stole glances up at him, showing this whites in his eyes.


  “Yeah! I’m close, puppy!” Bryce moaned, clenching his paws into fists behind him. The handcuffs were digging into his wrists, but it felt good at this point.


  The dobie grunted, slathering his cock one last time with slimy dog spit, pumping so hard and fast his paw was barely visible.


  “Almost…almost…there!” Bryce shivered and let out a loud rumble, and the dobie jacking him off let out a soft, enthusiastic whimper, and that’s what pushed him over the edge.


  Bryce threw his head back and roared, window-shakingly loud in the small conference room, arching his back and bucking his hips as he blasted semen out of his throbbing crimson cock.


  The dobie grunted as the first shot blasted him right in the face, and then he got his muzzle around the lion’s cockhead and sucked him furiously dry.


  “Rerowwrr!” Bryce emitted, involuntarily, as the dobie’s lips closed around his cockhead, and then his knees almost gave out as the dog gulped down his seed as fast as he could deliver it.


  For what seemed like minutes, Bryce poured lion cum down the dog’s eager throat, while the Doberman security guard dug his thick fingers into the lion’s bare hips.


  After a half a minute Bryce felt himself start to taper off, and the dobie emitted a low grunt followed by a lot of throat-clearing. He opened his muzzle and took a deep breath.


  Bryce let out a long sigh. He just stood there, breathing hard.


  His arms crossed, Siddyus cracked a lopsided smile. “Now are you convinced, Crimson Crusader?”


  Bryce stared warily at him. “I have to admit…that’s a hell of a sales pitch.”


  Siddyus chuckled. After a moment, he looked down at the Doberman.


  “41,” he said. “You are dismissed.”


  The dobie glanced at him, fully disengaged from Bryce’s cock, and staggered to his feet. Breathing hard, the Doberman looked around to get his bearings. The front of his uniform was dark with dog spit and he had a long rope of semen strung across the top of his muzzle.


  The dog reached up and wiped off the end of his muzzle with his forearm, which left another stain on his uniform and a milky-white streak across his black fur. He swallowed, licking his nose, and looked around for his assault rifle. He located it on the conference room table and picked it up.


  “Wait,” said Crimson Crusader, stepping forward.


  The dog looked up at him and held placidly still.


  Bryce leaned down and licked the top of the dobie’s muzzle, grooming him. After a few licks the dobie’s fur was mostly free of jizz, if not particularly well-styled.


  The spit-soaked security guard nodded. “Thank you, sir,” he said, curtly, and quickly left the room.


  Bryce took a deep breath, and let it out, slowly. “He’s really going to stand guard like that?”


  Siddyus nodded. “Humiliation is part of the dehumanization protocol.”


  Bryce stared at him. “Alright, Siddyus. What’s your real endgame?”


  The corgi stared back at him. He let out a sigh. “Would you like something to drink, Crimson Crusader?” He opened the doors of a large metal cabinet, inside of which was a number of bottles and crystal glasses. “One of the perks of being a super-villain is having access to an amazing selection of wines.”


  Bryce frowned lopsidedly. He cleared his throat. “I’ll pass,” he said.


  Siddyus nodded. He picked up a half-empty bottle and a glass and stepped back to the conference table. “Mr. Dillinger, how many times have you arrested the same criminal twice?”


  Bryce scoffed. “Back to recidivism, eh? More times than I can remember. Even your boy outside the door.” He gestured with his chin toward the exit. “I made the offer on his third trip to jail.”


  Siddyus nodded again. He uncorked the bottle. It looked expensive. “Mmm-hmm. And is it the same with…super-villains?”


  Bryce cracked a smile. “No. With super-villains it’s much, much worse. Think in the dozens.”


  Siddyus poured himself a glass of a liquid the color of Bryce’s armor. “How about…for instance…Baron Carver?” He turned to stare out the windows into his facility, but his eyes had a faraway look that indicated he wasn’t looking at anything at all.


  Bryce’s fur bristled. “Baron Carver?” He frowned. “How many times did I put him in jail? Just two. He escaped both times.” He paused. “They…do that.”


  Siddyus turned and cracked a humorless smile. “Of that, I am well aware.” He picked up his glass and took a long, slow sip. When he lowered it there was crimson liquid on his upper lip, which he slowly licked away.


  There was a long silence.


  Bryce watched him, and let out a slow breath. “Who did he kill?” he asked, gently. “Of yours, I mean.”


  The corgi blinked at him through his big round glasses. He seemed genuinely startled at the question. “Oh, me? No one. No one I was directly related to, anyway. My family was in Vancouver for the week, pure happenstance.” He shrugged, making the wine swirl in his glass. “We came back to an enormous crater where our cul-de-sac used to be, and a lot of dead neighbors, and significantly more funerals than a six-year-old should have to go to.” He turned toward the big windows and stared out them. “And for what? Because some super accidentally killed Baron Caver‘s wife a long, long time ago? Because he wanted the whole world to suffer? What did it accomplish?”


  Bryce frowned. “Nothing. It…it never accomplishes anything.”


  Siddyus turned to him, raising his glass. “Exactly. And as a child, I thought, that’s clearly irrational. These people are dangerous. Someone should put them somewhere. And when my parents explain that they do, and then they escape, I thought…” He suddenly turned toward Bryce. “What if they didn’t escape?”


  Bryce watched him.


  Siddyus took an excited step forward. “What if they didn’t want to?”


  Bryce stared at him. “So that’s the plan. You haven’t just built a collection here. You’ve built yourself a staff so you could start…domesticating super-villains.”


  Siddyus took a delicate sip of his wine. “Precisely. And why shouldn’t I? We’ll all be better off.”


  Bryce nodded slowly. “And you need a superhero. For…procurement.”


  Siddyus stared at him and raised an eyebrow. His glasses caught the reflection of the brightly-lit facility floor, and for a moment they reflected like mirrors.


  Yeesh, Bryce thought.


  “Are you so sure of your ‘programming’ that you think you really could turn a super-villain’s brain into gray Jell-O like you have with these boys here? I’m sure a lot of these petty criminals weren’t working with much to begin with.”


  Siddyus frowned sourly at him. “I’m accustomed to worrying about the brain part of things, Crimson Crusader. I need you for the brawn.”


  Bryce snorted. “I think you have plenty of that around here already.”


  Siddyus sighed and downed the rest of his wine in one long pull. “What I really need you for is protection. Kidnapping is a serious crime, and I won’t go unnoticed forever. Besides, this kind of operation requires a great deal of…capital, and the methods through which I secure that are…ah…–”


  “Blatant felonies?” Bryce suggested.


  “—not strictly legal,” the little dog finished. He shrugged. “Someone was going to find me out sooner or later.” He looked at Bryce, his upper lip curling up. “Probably you, if I’m honest.”


  Bryce resisted the urge to smile.


  “And let’s not even get into the super-villains. Can you imagine what will happen if Mind-Bender discovers I’ve created a foolproof method for effective brainwashing?” He shook his head. “I won’t get a moment’s peace.” He looked up at Bryce and set down his glass soundlessly on the conference table. “So you see why I needed to meet with you.”


  Bryce narrowed his eyes again. “And why on earth would I want to help you?”


  Siddyus cracked a humorless smile. “Ah, yes. I forget you are a businessman. Your incentives are twofold.” The little corgi walked to the windows again. “First, you’ll have free reign over my collection. You can come here as often as you like and fuck your way through the barracks.” He looked back over his shoulder. “They will do anything you ask, Crimson Crusader. Anything.”


  Bryce didn’t outwardly react, but he felt his cock begin to harden again.


  Siddyus turned back. “Second, you’ll finally have somewhere to put troublesome folks like Baron Carver.” He turned, raising an eyebrow. “Somewhere from which they will never escape. Never even try.”


  Bryce stared placidly back at him. “Baron Carver is dead, you know.”


  Siddyus nodded. “Of course,” he said, slowly and deliberately. “How…rude of me not to express my gratitude.”


  Bryce narrowed his eyes. “He left me no choice.”


  Siddyus nodded. “Well, from now on, you’ll have a choice.” He gestured grandly to the window. “The question is, will you take it?”


  Bryce was in the process of opening his mouth to respond when the Doberman reappeared in the doorway, his big brown hand still on his radio key.


  “Sir!” he said, and for the first time he showed a trace of alarm. “Sir, Intake is calling.” He swallowed, looking nervous. “It’s time.”


  In front of Bryce, Siddyus nodded thoughtfully. He put his hands behind his back and nodded.


  “Excellent,” he said.


  Frowning, Bryce raised an eyebrow.


  [image: kensukethecat]


  The big tiger and the enormous wolf-malamute thing were waiting for them in the hallway.


  The security-looking Doberman remained at his post outside the conference room. He watched them go, wide-eyed, and Bryce Dillinger AKA the Crimson Crusader could tell how relieved the dog was to be staying.


  “So,” intoned the big lion, as they walked swiftly down the stairs deeper into the facility, to the lowest level to which they had yet descended. “I take it I’m about to see the real-real reason I was tricked into coming here?”


  Siddyus Tesal strode ahead of him, again moving startlingly fast for a little dog. “Do you remember earlier?” the corgi said, over his shoulder. “When you asked if I needed your help with super-villain procurement?”


  “Yes, that was two minutes ago,” Bryce snapped, thumping after the entourage. “You said that…” He trailed off and almost stopped in his tracks. “Wait, no, you didn’t say anything. Oh, my God, you’ve already have a super-villain, don’t you.” He thought it through another moment. “And you need me here in case he rejects the brainwashing!”


  Siddyus turned and nodded again. “He’s been through the programming. When he completed his…training…and you still hadn’t shown, we drugged him again.” He looked back over his shoulder. “You’re predictable, Crimson Crusader, but I can’t say I would set a watch by you. He’s waking up now.”


  “Who’s waking up now? Who do you have?”


  Siddyus glanced back at him, frowning.


  Bryce set his jaw. Things were about to get ugly.


  With a grunt, the big lion set his shoulders, and tugged his handcuffed wrists away from one another as hard as he could. With a loud crack! the chain between his cuffs popped out of place. The center link, split into two pieces, dropped to the floor and tinkled behind him.


  Still moving, Siddyus turned to glare at him. “When did you do that?!” he snapped, furiously. The two guards looked at him with barely-disguised horror.


  Bryce brought his hands in front of himself and rubbed his wrists, as best he could still wearing the cuff pieces. “I poured acid on them back in the control room. I could have done that at any time,” he said, dismissively. “I was just being polite.” He stretched his arms. “Who do you have?” he asked again, louder this time.


  Siddyus glanced back at him. “His name now is 215. I believe you knew him as Stormageddon .”


  His jaw dropping open, Bryce stopped in his tracks.


  The big tiger’s shoulder-radio crackled. The caller sounded staticky and borderline-panicked. “Intake to Patrol, he’s looking around! Need your guest here five minutes ago!”


  “May I politely suggest that we hurry,” Siddyus said.


  They ran.


  INTAKE


  The Intake Department was on the lowest level they had yet reached, which was fitting, because it was clearly also the most sinister. They dashed down a brightly-lit, wide white hallway, reeking of recycled air and antiseptic and the peculiar undertone of sweat. It looked exactly like a hospital but smelled more like a prison.


  The walls were punctuated every few feet with huge windows, made of thick glass interwoven with security wire. Behind the windows were huge gurneys surrounded by monitors, multiple IV poles, and a few pieces of startlingly-large equipment that Bryce couldn’t readily identify. All of the beds had extensive restraint systems built into them. They passed maybe two dozen rooms, each with a pair of beds, before turning the corner to their destination. Siddyus was set up to “process” enough men to comprise small militia, just from what he’d seen, and the hallway went a hell of a lot further down. Bryce didn’t like the implications of that.


  He forgot all about that when they reached their destination.


  There was a small army of henchmen wearing full body armor and tinted helmets, with assault rifles drawn, outside of a room labeled SPECIAL INTAKE 4. This room did not have windows and the doors were solid steel. When it swung open Bryce saw that the door was at least four inches thick.


  If Stormageddon was feeling…uncooperative, none of it would be enough.


  Bryce felt for the explosive charges in his belt. He had half a dozen. That would at least buy them some time.


  “Stand guard,” Siddyus told the wolf-malamute henchman. “Be ready to call for reinforcements. Or an evacuation, if necessary.”


  The wolf stared back at him, wide-eyed. “How will I know if it’s necessary?” he asked, alarmed.


  Bryce scoffed loudly. “You’ll know,” he said, patting the wolf on the shoulder.


  They crossed the threshold and the Crimson Crusader got his first look at the restrained monster.


  The hyena was massive, over eight feet tall, and he barely fit on the gurney. His enormous paws hung a foot over the end of the bed, and his massive shoulders spanned the entire width of the gurney, even though it was the biggest bed Bryce had ever laid eyes on. He could smell the beast as soon as he walked in the door – he smelled like sweat and metal.


  The hyena was clad in simple light-blue scrubs, which must have been quadruple-X, but which still left a few inches of his impressively-muscled abdomen exposed. He was restrained to the gurney with manacles, connected to the bed with actual chains. They were thick, but probably not thick enough.


  The size of the hyena alone was enough to convince Bryce of his identity, but he could clearly see the hyena’s modifications as well. The extra-large crocutan was missing his right arm at the shoulder and his right leg from the knee down. Both had been replaced with terrifying-looking cybernetic prosthetics, huge thick bolts of steel with cables and wires running throughout. A steel cage surrounding the hyena’s right thigh connected up his side to his shoulder cradle, bridging the gap and allowing the super-strong cyborg hyena to lift the weight of an apartment building and partake in insane, destructive, rampages. Last time he had been in Crimson’s city, the hyena had thrown a city bus into the 20th story of a building on Fairmont Street.


  Now, the hyena was clearly beginning to stir, the upper half of his bed slightly elevated, his eyes half-opened. Bryce felt his heart begin pounding.


  The hyena in the bed blinked slowly and sat up.


  Everyone gasped.


  The bedridden beast seemed confused and unsure of his surroundings.


  Then again, in the Crimson Crusader’s eyes, hyenas always kind of looked a little confused.


  Frowning, Bryce cocked his head. “How long until we know?” he hissed.


  Siddyus shot him a glare. “If your participation is required, I will inform you.”


  Bryce snorted. “Pretty sure I’ll be able to figure it out. You do know what he can do with those cyborg limbs, right?”


  Siddyus growled quietly. “An extensive part of his programming was appropriate use of his modifications,” he whispered loudly.


  The big spotted monster stared dazedly at each of them, frowning. His hazel eyes were narrowed and suspicious. His jaw was set in unhappy non-comprehension. And then he set his eyes on Siddyus, and something clicked.


  The big hyena narrowed his eyes, his curved ears tilting back a few degrees, and he sniffed the air, frowning. He swallowed, unsure of himself, and after a moment he whispered something, almost too softly to hear.


  “B…boss?” the beast asked, quietly.


  Siddyus’ face lit up in a grin. “Yes. Oh, yes.” His voice was warm and almost…loving? Bryce watched him intently. Siddyus hadn’t displayed anything like this thus far. It was fairly creepy.


  The corgi took a slow step forward. “What is your name?”


  The hyena thought for a moment, screwing his face up in a gaze of utmost concentration. He thought, and then something clicked again.


  He looked up. “Two…” he started. Hesitantly, he looked up at Siddyus.


  The corgi nodded.


  “Two…two fifteen,” the hyena rumbled, his voice shaking the room.


  Siddyus wagged his stubby little tail.


  Bryce swallowed. “My God,” he whispered.


  The hyena swallowed, blinking slowly. He looked very out of it. He took a few deep breaths, his nostrils flaring, and looked around.


  He settled on Siddyus again.


  “Sir,” the monster rumbled. “What are your orders?”


  “Wow,” Bryce whispered. “Holy shit.”


  Siddyus turned to him, scowling. “Do you mind, Crimson Crusader? This is something of a special moment for me.”


  The hyena tried to shift in bed, making his chains rattle. He looked down, confused. He pulled on his restraints, frowning, and as his massive biceps bunched inside his scrubs, the material tore loudly. Metal creaked.


  “Stop that, 215,” Siddyus said, loudly.


  The hyena beast immediately stopped moving. He looked up, wide-eyed.


  Bryce just watched, his jaw hanging open.


  Siddyus rumbled wolfishly. “Believe me now?” he asked, low and dangerous. He turned to Bryce and grinned sickly.


  The big cat shook his head. “He could be faking,” he said, softly.


  Siddyus blinked at him. He looked at Bryce for a long time, and then he turned to the restrained hyena. “You…do you think?”


  Bryce slowly approached the bound hyena. “Stormageddon?” he said, quietly.


  The hyena blinked at him, confused. He frowned lopsidedly.


  Bryce swallowed. “Tell him to hold still,” he said, never taking his eyes off the hyena.


  The big monster narrowed his eyes suspiciously.


  “215, do not fight the big cat,” the corgi said, behind him. “Do whatever he says.”


  I really should be more careful than this, Bryce thought, but if the hyena truly was a brainwashed henchbeast, the amount of fun he was about to have would more than make up for the risk.


  Reaching forward, he put both hands on the hyena’s face.


  He was warm, surprisingly so. Bryce could feet the warmth of the hyena’s muzzle and forehead even through his own gloves. The monster had to be running a good five or ten degrees over normal body heat.


  He stroked the big hyena’s head. His skull and his muzzle were on such a large scale, it almost felt fake. Like touching a museum mockup of a dinosaur.


  The spotted monster looked confused, and a little annoyed, but he did not look particularly murderous. Frowning, he turned to look at the corgi. “B-boss?” he rumbled, hesitantly.


  “Just relax,” Siddyus cooed, behind him. “Relax and enjoy it.”


  The hyena nodded curtly, moving his big shaggy head under Bryce’s hands, and turned back to face him. He half-closed his eyes, taking a deep breath, and that’s when Bryce started thinking of him as just another henchman.


  A grin slowly spread across the big lion’s muzzle.


  “215,” he said, quietly. “Lick my hands.”


  The hyena opened his eyes again, wider, and nodded curtly. He opened his muzzle wide, and slurped Bryce’s palms with the fattest, widest tongue the cat had ever laid eyes on. 215’s tongue was more like a separate slobbery limb. Bryce had to lean forward to keep his footing.


  The big hyena craned his shaggy head upward, completely focused on his task, exposing his throat and smearing hyena spit all over a superhero’s gloves.


  There were footsteps behind him. “Well, Crimson Cat, is he faking?” Siddyus asked sweetly.


  Bryce cracked a lopsided grin. “I require further investigation to be sure.” He glanced over his shoulder. “73, please come here and remove 215’s restraints.”


  “Do it,” he heard Siddyus say, behind him, and then the hulking tiger appeared at his side.


  Bryce let the hyena continue slurping at his hands while the tiger was removing his restraints. All the equipment was heavy, and he heard the huge tiger grunt under the weight of the restraints. The hench-hyena did as he was told, with a vacant expression bordering on boredom in his eyes.


  “That’s enough,” Bryce said, after the hyena’s thick flesh ankle and his cybernetic robotic ankle were released. He watched behind him as the big tiger retreated to the back wall and stood at attention.


  He looked back to the hyena. “Can you stand?”


  The hench-hyena licked his slobbery maw and thought about it. “Y…yes, sir,” he said, nodding.


  So agreeable.


  Bryce nodded. “I’ll help you. Come off of the gurney.” He held both of his hands up.


  The hulking hyena leaned forward swiftly, and then his eyes widened and he looked down, startled. His hazel eyes swam for a moment and he swayed momentarily. He looked dizzy.


  Bryce blinked in surprise. “How long was he…uh…in processing?” he asked.


  Siddyus appeared at his side, looking concerned. “Ah…some…time,” the corgi said, cautiously. “Certainly longer than the others. We’ve found that it’s best to get them up and about rather quickly,” he said, swallowing.


  Bryce frowned skeptically down at him, and then reached for the dazed hyena’s paws.


  The hyena’s flesh paw was startlingly warm. His metal paw was ice cold. Bryce grimaced.


  As Siddyus had promised, the hyena’s metal grip was as gentle as a mother cat carrying a kitten.


  The hyena took a moment to find his footing, but as soon as he planted his metal leg he seemed to solidify. The beast towered over Bryce, at least a foot and a half taller, breathing hot and moist down into his face, but after a few moments the color began to return to his wheat-colored fur and his eyes regained their focus.


  The hyena took a few deep breaths. “I feel strange, boss,” he said, licking his teeth. He seemed to be trying to get a nasty taste out of his mouth.


  “Are they usually this mouthy?” Bryce asked, feeling like the hyena’s dance partner.


  Siddyus frowned. “Not usually,” he said. “Perhaps because he’s a super…?”


  They made eye contact.


  Bryce suddenly felt less than confident.


  Time for a test.


  “I have a job for you, 215,” he said.


  The hyena turned from the corgi to stare at him. He moved his head slowly, like he was half-drunk.


  Gesturing with his head, he angled his muzzle at 73, still standing guard against the back wall. “215…head over to that big cat.”


  The big tiger hench’s eyes widened. He opened his mouth to object.


  “Shut it,” Bryce told him. “Stand at attention until you’re told to do otherwise.”


  The tiger stared at him, bore his big white teeth, glanced at Siddyus for confirmation, and the begrudgingly put his big hands behind his back. His uniform shirt strained mightily under the muscles of his massive torso as every muscle in his body tensed in fear.


  The hyena stared at him. He nodded, swallowing, and reluctantly let go of the lion’s paws. Bryce took a step backwards, and the hyena shakily held himself. His left knee quivered a little. His metal right leg of course stood as solid as a tree. He took a few hesitant steps toward the big tiger. If it really was a super-villain in there, he would expect an order to murder another hapless henchman.


  His hands behind his back, 73 watched him come with wide golden eyes.


  Bryce cleared his throat. “When you get to him, get on your knees. Take out his balls and cover them in spit.”


  The room went silent. The tiger’s eyes widened. The hyena stopped mid-step to turn and look at him, wide-eyed.


  Siddyus was the only one who didn’t react in surprise. “An interesting choice,” he stated. “Again, in certain instances, you are quite predictable, Crimson Crusader.” He clearly approved of the command.


  Bryce cracked a smile.


  The hyena looked around, confused.


  “It’s okay, 215,” Siddyus said, softly. “Do as the lion says. Henchmen should follow orders.”


  The hyena listened to him, processed that for a moment, and then nodded in determination. “Yes, sir,” he rumbled, gritting his teeth, and loped his way over to the tiger. Staring the other henchman in the eyes, he slid shakily to his knees. Even kneeling, the hyena had to look down at the tiger’s crotch. He stooped as best as he could.


  73 stared down at him.


  Hesitantly, the obedient hyena monster reached up and began to fumble with the tiger hench’s belt buckle. After a few tries it became apparent that he wasn’t going to be able to work a normal-sized belt buckle with his enormous paws.


  73 looked up at them, watched the lion and the corgi for a moment, and then reached down to undo his own belt buckle.


  The hyena lowered his hands, looking gratefully up at the other hench.


  Bryce raised an eyebrow. He turned to Siddyus. “Neither of us told him to do that,” he said.


  Siddyus nodded. “They are autonomous, Crimson Crusader,” he said. “They’re henchmen, not robots.”


  As they watched, the tiger opened his uniform pants and unbuttoned the bottom few buttons of his shirt. He tugged down his trousers, revealing a fat, fuzzy white-furred sheath and a fat hanging ballsac.


  “It’s okay,” he said, softly, staring straight ahead at attention. “It’ll be easier than you think.”


  Bryce felt his eyebrows jump upward in surprise.


  The hyena nodded curtly, and then thrust his head aggressively forward at the tiger’s balls.


  The tiger hench jerked in shock, his big shoulders crashing against the back wall with a loud bang! and then let out a loud shuddery breath. Gritting his teeth, the big tiger struggled to stay reasonably close to attention.


  The hyena slurped loudly, digging his head in, shoving the tiger bodily against the back wall of the room. His crescent-shaped ears folded back against his head at first, but as he continued, they flared forward, and Bryce watched the hesitance melt out of the big henchman.


  Bryce let out a shaky breath. He glanced downward. His loincloth was sticking straight horizontally out from his body.


  He glanced at Siddyus. The corgi was grinning smugly back at him. “Convinced?” he asked, sweetly.


  Bryce frowned. “Almost,” he said. “He could still be faking.”


  Across the room, Bryce had the satisfying sight of the corgi’s jaw dropping open in astonishment.


  The lion turned back to the duo. By now the tiger was gritting his teeth and shivering violently, the white parts of his jaw turning a gentle pink.


  The hyena’s bare paws, the real one and the artificial one, were splayed out behind him. The real one was on the same massive scale as the rest of the hyena, and was probably…what…was there even a size for that? Eighteen, maybe? Twenty?


  The Crimson Crusader reached down and drag-tickled his claws down the length of the hyena’s exposed bare foot.


  The hyena monster emitted an involuntary cackle, jerking violently in surprise. The tiger he was ministering to let out an alarmed yowl.


  They both turned to glare at him. The hyena let out an angry snarl.


  Frowning sternly, Bryce pointed back to the tiger’s dripping crotch.


  Letting out one last growl, the hyena went back to dutifully slurping at the tiger’s fat dangling ballsac.


  Bryce watched him, eyes wide.


  Siddyus appeared at his side. “And just what did that prove?!”


  Bryce cocked his head. “That settles it. Hyenas are super weird about their paws.”


  Siddyus frowed at him. “You know this for a fact?”


  Bryce shrugged. “You ever met one who wasn’t?”


  Siddyus rolled his eyes. “Highly scientific.”


  The lion nodded quickly. “Stormageddon wouldn’t have tolerated that without trying to murder me.” He turned down to the corgi. “You did it. He has a completely new personality.”


  Siddyus narrowed his eyes. “So I had gathered,” he said, cracking a proud little smile.


  Bryce nodded. “Well, that’s that.” He turned back to the duo. “Now for the fun part.” He strode over to the hyena, lowered himself to his knees, and nestled in behind him.


  215 jerked and growled as he was sandwiched between the lion and the tiger. Bryce’s head only came up to between the hulking beasts’ shoulderblades. He reached around the spotted monster’s metal-infused hip and grabbed a big lion fistful of hyena crotch.


  215 twitched so hard that he head-butted 73 in the stomach. The tiger grunted and slammed against the back wall with a bang.


  Bryce squeezed, and massaged.


  The big hyena let out a groan, and then threw his head back, letting out a sharp, high-pitched hunting cackle. “Wh-wh-what!” he gasped, loudly. His voice shook the room, and it took all of Bryce’s considerable strength to hold him in place.


  Bryce bit him between the shoulderblades. “It’s okay,” he rumbled. “You’re gonna like this part.” He kept rubbing.


  Immediately, he could feel stiffness through the thin material of the scrubs. The hyena shuddered against him, shaking like a huge engine with a misfiring cylinder, and Bryce just rubbed the huge growing meat in his paw. Previously, he’d thought the hyena’s head and hand had felt warm under his paw, but the hyena’s throbbing cock felt like it was on fire.


  Siddyus appeared at his side. “Perhaps a more comfortable position?” he suggested, delicately.


  Bryce turned to him and grinned. “But of course,” he said. He leapt to his feet and reached down for the hyena’s hands.


  The dazed monster stared up at him, eyes wide. He staggered unsteadily to his feet and let the lion guide him to the other side of the room.


  Bryce glanced briefly at 73, who was panting against the back wall with a fully-erect tigercock, and then to 215, whose had several inches of soda can-thick hyena-cock already pushing out past the elastic waistband of his scrubs.


  He grinned.


  Bryce took a step toward the hyena hench, who watched him warily.


  “I’m telling you,” he said, soothingly. “This is the fun part,” he said.


  The hyena stared nervously down at him, but also allowed him to close the distance.


  Bryce reached him and immediately settled his paws around the hyena’s meat.


  The eight-foot-tall monster had a cock that was probably 14 inches long and still growing. Now he was at least as big around as a wine bottle, and his cockhead was already deep red and glistening.


  Bryce clamped both paws around the hyena’s meat and massaged.


  215 leaned back until he was up against the gurney, which he grabbed onto with both of his hands. The hyena watched him, eyes wide, panting, but otherwise silent.


  Bryce massaged harder, reaching up to squeeze the hyena under the flare of his cockhead. Clear white precum oozed down the tip and Bryce’s glove, in a volume he had never quite seen before.


  215 gasped loudly, his eyes half-closing, letting out a shaky breath which wooshed over Bryce like a summer wind.


  “What’s happening?” the beast rumbled.


  “You’re doing a good job of following orders,” Bryce answered.


  The hyena nodded, dazed, and shuddered again.


  “Take your shirt off,” Bryce ordered, still massaging the hyena’s impossibly-giant cock. He thought for a moment. “Rip it.”


  The hyena nodded again, slowly, and reached up to grab his scrubs at the v-neck. His massive arms flexed for a moment, and then the fabric split down the middle with a loud rrrrrrrrrtttttttt!!! The hyena’s belly and chest were mostly yellow-cream, muscled to the level of an Olympic bodybuilder, and as Bryce pumped the hyena’s drooling meat, he stuck his head forward and bit him on his meaty pec.


  215 whimpered and arched his back.


  Bryce pulled his head out of the gap between the hyena’s pecs to steal a look behind him.


  73 was still standing at attention, eyes forward, uniform slacks around his knees. He was fully-erect and drooling precum all over the floor. Siddyus stood next to him, idly teasing the tiger’s fat hanging ballsac with nothing but the claw of his pinky-finger.


  The corgi frowned. “What are you doing?” he snapped. “Don’t stop on our account.”


  Bryce snorted at him and turned back to the hyena. “Pants, now. Follow orders like a good hench-yena.”


  215 stared down at him with his eyes half-closed, and nodded quickly. “Yes, sir,” he grunted, reaching for his elastic waistband.


  Bryce didn’t wait around to see it. He dove downward, taking the hyena’s entire cockhead into his mouth, opening his jaw as far as he could to take the entire baseball-sized flesh into his maw. It was a good thing Bryce was a big guy to begin with, or else he’d have done some remodeling of his jaw with the hyena’s meat.


  The hyena stiffened and let out a shrill hunting laugh, shivering and grinding his cockhead into the back of Bryce’s mouth, filling his muzzle with a seemingly impossible amount of sticky precum. At the same time Bryce heard fabric rending and the gurney shudder violently.


  He could only suckle on the hyena’s cockhead for half a minute before he had to pull off for air and to keep his jaw from cramping. As he did, he swallowed a mouth of sticky precum, but that didn’t prevent hyena juices and his own lion spit from drooling down the front of his chest armor.


  215 stared at him, dazed and subdued. Bryce reached up to wipe at his muzzle with the back of his hand, though it still left his muzzle fur dripping wet.


  Bryce slid to his knees, perching in front of the now-naked hyena beast, until his muzzle was parked directly in front of the spotted monster’s enormous dangling ballsac, between one muscular spotted leg and one whirring, shiny steel limb. Bryce dove in, slurping and nipping, at the fuzzy sac the size of his two fists.


  215 jerked in surprise, clamping his hands down on the gurney again, and Bryce saw the two nearer gurney wheels leave the floor, even though the bed probably weighed half a ton. They slammed back down, and 215 began squirming as never before, the hyena’s one real leg shivering in pleasure.


  Bryce looked up and found the hyena staring down at him, eyes half-closed in bliss, mouth half-open and drooling.


  Now was as good a time as any to press his luck.


  Still slathering the hyena’s balls with lion spit, Bryce reached up to slide his middle finger up the hyena’s taint, and felt for his asshole. He found it after only a moment, and before 215 could react, forced his gloved finger up the hyena’s vulnerable ass.


  “Nnnrrrgghhh!” 215 squealed, arching his back and whimpering.


  He seemed to like it.


  Bryce growled involuntarily. He stuck his finger in deeper, bending the knuckles, digging in against the hyena’s prostate.


  “Aaahh!” 215 gasped, bucking hard, and now the gurney slammed against the side wall. Bryce heard the guttural crunch of drywall fracturing, and a stainless metal tray clattered loudly to the ground.


  Bryce shoved his finger into him, deeper, as deep as he could. “Bend your knees,” he ordered, gruffly. “Impale yourself on my fingers,” he said.


  The beast complied, bending his knees, supporting himself mostly with his arms and his bionic leg, lowering himself a few inches and shuddering violently. Bryce straightened his arm and added his index finger, sliding both effortlessly into the hyena.


  “Whrrrrrnnnn!” the hyena whimpered, shrill and high-pitched, and the lion couldn’t stand it anymore. He had to be inside him.


  “Stand up!” he ordered, aggressively withdrawing his fingers from the massive writhing hyena. Above him, 215 jerked in surprise.


  Bryce lifted himself to his feet. He was growling now. He couldn’t help it.


  Alarmed but more so aroused, 215 stared at him, hazel eyes wide, his throbbing cock dripping all over the floor.


  “Turn around,” Bryce ordered.


  The towering hyena swallowed, nodded, and pulled a 180. Instinctively, the beast reached down to grab the bedrails, bending at the waist, exposing his pert hyena tail, which in this case was the size of a boomerang. His back was as broad as a barn door and covered in rich mustard-colored fur with deep brown spots. The beast had a shaggy brown Mohawk, running down the back of his neck and most of the way down his back. He was absolutely gorgeous.


  “Bend your knees,” Bryce ordered. “Lower yourself until I say so.” He reached forward and dug his thick fingers into the hyena’s meaty ass, squeezing hard enough to hurt him. If 215 was a normal-sized man he’d have been squealing in agony.


  The big henchbeast shivered and let out a shuddering breath. “Yes, sir,” he whispered, straining to catch his breath. He lowered himself into something of a crouch.


  “Stop!” Bryce ordered when the beast’s ass was level with his crotch. “This is going to feel amazing, 215,” Bryce told him.


  The hyena swallowed. “I believe you, sir,” he grunted.


  “Ngh,” Bryce grunted as a response. He turned his head to Siddyus. “LUBE!” he snapped.


  Siddyus himself left the tiger he was tormenting and strode to the supply cabinet against the back wall. He produced a tube of medical lubricant and wordlessly handed it over to the horned-up hero.


  His smug smile as he did so was all but unbearable.


  Bryce settled for glaring at him and then returned to his more pressing concern. He massacred the cap of the lubricant in his desperation to remove it and finally settled for stabbing a hole in the tube with his thumbclaw. He squeezed it, gooshing it all over his loincloth, his thighs, and his throbbing lion cock, and lined his goopy member up under the hyena’s short upraised tail.


  “Ready?” demanded.


  “Ready, sir,” 215 replied, though he didn’t exactly sound enthusiastic about it.


  “Here I come!” Bryce announced, pushing forward in one long, hard thrust.


  Lions were big as a general rule, and Bryce was big even among lions. Having said that, even as artificially horned-up and stimulated as the hapless hyena had been, there was a decent chance he’d had no idea what he’d gotten himself into when he declared himself ‘ready.’


  “NNRRRRGGGGGGHHHHHHHHH,” the hyena roared, his entire massive body tensing, clamping his hands around the gurney rail hard enough to make the metal creak. On his bionic side, the bedpost snapped like a toothpick with a startlingly-loud metallic tinnk!


  “RRRR don’t clench!” Bryce hissed as he speared his meat up into the hyena’s tight passage. It felt so amazing. The hyena radiated heat well beyond normal ranges. He was like a hot engine on a summer day. It almost felt like it couldn’t be real.


  “Aggghhhkphht!” the hyena gurgled, shivering violently, and Bryce realized he’d briefly forgotten about the hyena’s needs. He reached around the henchman’s flesh-and-metal right side and clamped onto his fat hyena meat again.


  215 had gone somewhat soft, but after jerking in surprise, he didn’t take long to return to full hardness. Bryce’s gloved paw slid and smeared along the spotted monster’s length in a combination of lube and both of their juices, and in just a few seconds the henchbeast was back to his ridiculous full size. The big man groaned loudly.


  Bryce pumped his shaft a few more times, feeling like he was jerking off a small fire extinguisher, and then set to humping and thrusting his lionhood up into the hyena again. He shallowly pulled his hips back, and then speared into him again.


  “Aaaahaanngghhh, bhhhaaaooosssssss!” the big henchman hissed, but this time he didn’t sound like he was complaining.


  “Unnnnnnnngghh!” Bryce hissed. “You’re sure taking well to this, 215,” he rumbled, biting the hyena squarely on the shoulder blade.


  The hyena arched his back and let out a deep moan. “Th-thank you, sir!” he moaned. The big beast shivered.


  Bryce thrust into him, gritting his teeth. The hyena was so much bigger than him. He wrapped his arms around the hyena’s thick spotted lats, lifting himself up onto his toes and pushing as hard as he could. He lost his rhythm in pumping the beast; regained it; lost it again.


  The big hyena shuddered violently. “Unnngh!” the henchman grunted, gritting his teeth. He turned back to glance at Bryce, his eyes half-closed and his face flushed with blood. The big beast lowered his chest even further, arching his back and panting loudly. He whimpered, and this time it didn’t sound like a sexy whimper.


  Bryce put a hand on his back, still pounding him mercilessly. “Not enjoying…the position?” he gasped, with what breath he could manage.


  215 glanced back at him, his tongue hanging out. “Little…stiff…sir,” he grunted, and of course he was; he’d been sprawled mindlessly out on a gurney for the last few days.


  Bryce nodded. He took a step back, aggressively withdrawing the entire length of his monster cock from the henchman in one go.


  “Awwwwrk!” 215 squealed, squeezing his eyes shut. He turned, eyes wide, and straightened up, gritting his teeth in discomfort.


  Bryce turned to the other room occupants. Siddyus was still teasing the big tiger hench. The cat had his pants around his knees and a small pool of precum on the floor at his feet. His face was as much red as orange, black or white, and his eyes were in a perpetual state of wideness. His tiger meat was as stiff as a crowbar.


  Siddyus just watched approvingly.


  Bryce snorted. That damn dog.


  Looking around, he settled on the gurney. Hefting himself up over what was left of the railing, he sailed smoothly through the air and landed on his back.


  His loincloth flopped up over his stomach, exposing his slick raging lion hard-on for all the world to see.


  He gestured at it, and made eye contact with 215.


  “Come here, boy,” he said. “Sit.”


  215 eyed him warily. Even over eight feet tall, the hyena was intimidated by more than ten solid inches of lion cock. Bryce was as thick as a soda can and achingly erect.


  Idly, he played with himself. “You aren’t disobeying an order, are you, 215?”


  Frowning, the hyena shifted his weight onto his right side. He ‘hopped’ with his robotic leg, and the colossal beast cleared a jump that was easily 9 lateral feet.


  Bryce gasped.


  The hyena landed on his knees at the foot of the bed, and the head end of the gurney leapt half a foot into the air. It jerked violently and slammed against the wall again, and this time Bryce heard the deep crackle of structural wood splintering as well as drywall fracturing. Glass shattered in the room. The lights flickered.


  The cyborg hyena crawled his way forward.


  “Never, sir,” he grunted, impassively.


  The Crimson Crusader grinned up at him.


  The hench-beast crawled forward until he was approximately on top of the armored lion. He stared down at him, frowning.


  Bryce reached for the hyena’s meat and rubbed it back to attention.


  The hyena’s eyes half-closed. His enormous shaggy head hanging just over Bryce’s face, he let out a hot deep breath.


  “Look,” Bryce rumbled, as he fondled the hyena’s enormous meat. “I’m being nice. I don’t have to be nice.” He wrapped both hands around the hyena’s cockhead.


  215 whimpered plaintively. “Thank you sir!”


  “Get up on your knees,” Bryce whispered.


  The hyena nodded quickly, planted his hands on either side of Bryce’s chest, and raised himself to a kneeling position. His mechanical knee let out a whirring noise and then made a series of loud ratcheting noises.


  Bryce never stopped stroking him.


  His hazel eyes half-closed, the huge hyena arched his back and positioned his ass over the prone lion’s crowbar-stiff erection. Bryce took one paw off the henchman’s meat to guide his own fat cock right up the hyena’s tailhole.


  “Come on down,” he rumbled.


  215 lowered himself, letting out a sharp gasp as the lion’s cock first penetrated him. “Ahh!” he gasped, squeezing his eyes shut, breathing fast and shallowly.


  “Further,” Bryce coaxed him, running his meaty paws all over the hyena’s muscular thighs. He stroked the beast’s legs, and hips, and sides, all the while pushing the obedient hyena further down onto his cock.


  215 settled with what could only be described as a grimace. He frowned, his face screwed up in discomfort.


  The hyena held himself almost in a crab position over the lion, his short stubby tail dug in between Bryce’s thighs, his fat balls resting directly on Bryce’s stomachplate. The weight of just the hyena’s balls was astonishing.


  Bryce frowned. Still not deep enough. “Lean back,” he ordered.


  The hyena let out a shaky breath and leaned his torso back. As he did so, his mouth opened in discomfort and he let out a long, low moan.


  Bryce shifted his hips.


  “Arrrdt!” 215 gasped, arching his back and grunted, gritting his teeth unhappily. It was probably the most intense reaction the Crimson Crusader had ever gotten out of the hyena formerly known as Stormageddon.


  The lion nodded, satisfied. Now he was deep enough.


  The hyena half-opened his eyes and looked down at him, panting hard. “Now what, sir?” he gasped, shivering. “What is your next order?” He breathed hard for another moment, and then swallowed, hard. The hyena clenched his hands into fists on either side of his big chest, making his flesh arm flex impressively.


  Bryce rumbled approvingly. “Now I make you squirm.” He wrapped the fingers of his right hand around the base of the hyena’s cock and grasped his huge hyena ballsac with his other hand. The beast’s nuts were easily the size of tennis balls and their weight on his stomach was mind-boggling.


  “Nrrrrnnnrrrggghhhh,” the monster rumbled, squirming in place on Bryce’s cock, sending waves of pleasure shooting up the lion’s spine.


  Bryce grit his teeth, writhing under the hyena. Each of their movements set the other one off, and the slow fire of their mutual writhing stared to smolder.


  “Hmm, those are some pretty sensitive puppymakers you have there, eh, 215?” He hefted the hyena’s balls up a few inches and released them onto his metal stomach-plate again.


  “Ahh!” 215 cried, his eyes wide. He arched his back, his chest tensed gorgeously. Bryce kept right on pumping the hyena’s fat meat, and at no point did he even come near to losing his crowbar-stiff erection.


  Bryce raised his gloved paw a few more inches and lightly smacked the hyena’s balls.


  “Ahh!” 215 gasped. His eyes grew wider still, revealing white all the way around the hazel irises. The big hyena shivered hard, tensing his chest and his flesh arm. His abdominal muscles stood out in sharp relief. His ass clenched around Bryce’s invading member. The beast’s entire body was a sea of tensed muscles. His cock was so throbbingly stiff in Bryce’s other paw that he couldn’t decide if it was the programming or the hyena was getting off on being tortured.


  “So sensitive!” Bryce growled at him. “Take it! That’s an order!” He turned his gloved paw over and smacked the hyena’s balls as hard as he dared.


  “AAARRPP!” the hyena squealed, his eyes opening perfectly round, and for just a moment Bryce caught a glimpse of the old hyena, his wide-eyed furious insanity, and then 215’s eyes rolled back into his head and he shuddered, his tongue lolling out the side of his mouth. He let out a panicked hunting-laugh, shivering violently, and jerked his muscular hips, frantically straining to stay put on his lion tormentor.


  The hyena wriggled and writhed on top of him. The weight was almost unbearable, but 215 was keeping himself from crushing the lion. He panted hard, and now he started drooling, and as he periodically shook his head warm bits of hyena spit spattered up onto Bryce’s face.


  “You want one more, 215?!” the lion demanded, pumping the hyena’s cock furiously. He started to settle into a rhythm. The beast was close. Bryce was close. Neither of them could hold out much longer.


  “Sir!” the dazed hyena gasped, his eyes wide and alarmed.


  Bryce pumped him furiously. His arm was starting to tingle, but so were his balls. “You want another one?!” He raised his other hand threateningly, turning the back of his hand and waving it over the hyena’s heavy ballsac. The henchbeast’s balls were wriggling with the furor of Bryce’s jerking. “I’ll do it!”


  The frantic hyena grit his teeth, letting out a strained whimper, and eyed him madly. He grit his teeth, whimpering in a high-pitched tone that was half an octave away from another crazed hunting bark, and reached behind him to grasp the railing on either side of the bed. “S-s-sir!” he squealed. “I don’t know! I don’t know what you want me to say!”


  “Do you want another one?!” Bryce demanded, his paw a blur on the hyena’s rigid member.


  “I want whatever you want, sir!” 215 gasped, squeezing his eyes shut, and Bryce genuinely believed that he meant it.


  Frantically pumping the hyena’s slimy cockhead, Bryce smacked his balls with a firm backhand.


  “ARGH!” 215 squealed, bucking his hips, as he came furiously all over the Crimson Crusader’s chest armor. “Aaaaahhrrrnnggghhh!” he squealed, arching his back and shivering violently. His flesh leg twitched rapidly and shook the bed as violently as an earthquake.


  It only took a moment of searing-hot henchman semen blasting all over his chest, mane, and face to send Bryce crashing over the edge into his own orgasm. He felt his balls tighten up and his entire massive back tingle, and he clamped his left hand onto the hyena’s thigh and pushed him down, bucking his own hips and blasting what felt like gallons of hot lion seed up into the henchman’s guts.


  215 came and came, blasting long ropes of hyena jizz that were improbable in both range and volume. Cum spurted onto Bryce’s armor with enough force to spatter hotly onto his face and soak into the fur of his arms. 215 was like a cum fountain, and the big hyena’s shivers shook the massive gurney and the entire room, and it was all Bryce could do just to hang on. The lion came like he had never come before, and he felt his own legs shiver involuntarily, or maybe he was just starting to go numb from the massive hyena’s miniature seismic shock.


  “Ungghhh shiiiiittttt!” Bryce hissed, gritting his teeth, arching his back and writhing under the massive monster. His lower body started to go numb. Inside his metal boots he curled his fat lion toes.


  215 didn’t make a sound other than gears whirring.


  Finally the beast stopped blasting him with cum. Bryce pumped him one more time and was rewarded with a glovefull of sticky jizz. He squeezed gently and 215 gasped as if in horrible pain.


  He stopped pumping and the big hyena looked down at him, dazed and wide-eyed.


  They just stared at each other for a moment, breathing hard.


  “Th-thank you, sir,” the hyena finally said. He stared at him, wide-eyed.


  Bryce grinned stupidly up at him. “I told you you’d like that part,” he said smugly.


  215 stared down at him, panting hard, and nodded shallowly. “Yes…sir,” he gasped.


  Bryce reached up and wiped his cum-drenched hand on the hyena’s shaggy thigh fur. 215 just watched him, dazed. As Bryce watched, the hyena’s eyes unfocused for a few moments.


  He reached for the hyena’s hands, the authentic and the artificial ones, the two paws like fire and ice. “Lay down,” he said. “That’s an order.”


  215 blinked at him, his eyes fuzzy, and nodded. He lifted himself up onto his knees, grimacing in discomfort as Bryce’s cock slid out of him, and finally positioned himself on all fours over the big lion. His eyes half-closed and his tongue hanging out, the huge henchbeast lowerd himself a few inches, and then all but collapsed onto the cum-soaked mess of the Crimson Crusader’s chest armor.


  Underneath the hyena’s weight, Bryce felt himself sinking into the mattress of the gurney. His armor was crush-rated for over 2000 pounds, but he felt the metal flex under the spotted monster’s weight.


  215 lowered his head, and from six inches away, he just looked like a big exhausted moron. “Thank you, sir,” he grunted, and then he put his shaggy, sweaty head down next to Bryce’s. The big beast let out a massive, contented sigh.


  Lying under the hyena was like having a hot truck engine lowered onto his chest – a smelly truck engine – but Bryce had endured worse. He reached up to stroke the hyena’s thick, neck, and 215 squirmed on top of him.


  He looked up and saw something he had somewhat expected.


  Siddyus was watching him.


  The corgi’s eyes left the pair of them for half of a heartbeat, and to the Crimson Crusader his thoughts were as clear as if he’d shouted them. The corgi’s eyes flickered to the restraints positioned within inches of Bryce’s arms and legs. Bryce had thought of this as he climbed onto the gurney.


  Clearly Siddyus Tesal had thought of it, too.


  He saw the corgi take a breath.


  Here it came.


  In the span of three seconds, he planned his next ten moves. Roll the hyena off. Flip off the table. Grab a stainless tray off the bedside table and fling it to disable the big tiger.


  Then the corgi did something that surprised him.


  He closed his mouth.


  Hmm, thought the Crimson Crusader.


  Smiling to himself, he resigned himself to enjoying the afterglow.


  


  After a few minutes, Siddyus Tesal cleared his throat.


  “215, I want you go to with 73 to the showers. Get cleaned up and get your standard-issue items.”


  The hyena stirred, raised his shaggy head, and nodded. “Yes sir,” he grumbled, and lurched awkwardly to his hands and knees. Lying under the monster henchman as he crawled off the bed, Bryce felt like he was lying under an SUV that was backing out of a parking space.


  He lifted himself onto his elbows as the big hyena carefully lowered himself off the bed. 73 appeared at his side.


  Bryce cocked his head. The tiger’s uniform pants were back up and belted but he clearly still had a monster erection tucked into his trousers.


  “215,” Bryce said. “Give 73 a nice blowjob while you’re in the showers. Get him off.”


  Now standing, the hyena nodded. 73 let out a relieved sigh. “Thank you, sir,” he all-but whimpered.


  Bryce chuckled as they left the room. He sat all the way up and flipped his loincloth back over his slowly-flagging erection.


  Siddyus wrinkled his nose at him. “You’re more than welcome to join them in the showers,” he said.


  Bryce smiled. “Thanks, but the way things are going here, I have a funny feeling I’ll be getting dirty again.”


  The corgi’s eyes widened. “Dear God, are you planning to go again?”


  Bryce scooted to the edge of the huge gurney and hopped nimbly to the floor. “Hey, doc, an adult male lion can mate 50 times a day!”


  Siddyus rolled his eyes. “Great, you can be here a week before you hit the same henchman twice.” He moved to the foot of the bed and picked up 215’s chart. It looked like it was about 300 pages long.


  Bryce smiled brightly. “That’s assuming I don’t have any group activites.”


  Siddyus scoffed, flipping through the documents. “What makes you think I wasn’t planning on that?”


  The lion stared at him. Once again, he was starting to get an idea of the massive scope of this place.


  Siddyus looked up from his chart and suddenly seemed to notice the state of the room. Bryce followed his eyes to the back wall, which appeared to have disengaged from the floor behind the gurney, and the floor was littered with stainless steel tools and trays. “Good heavens,” the corgi gasped. He turned. “81! Your services are required!”


  The husky-wolf appeared looming in the doorway. “Sir!” He blinked a few times.


  “Clean this up,” Siddyus ordered. “Get someone to help you and move this gurney so Engineering can take a look at this wall. Standard disposal for the bedclothes.”


  “Yes sir!” the big canine put on a pair of XXL gloves and reached for a basin.


  Siddyus turned back to Bryce. “I’m afraid that, for the Special Intake rooms, we should have thought less like a hospital and more like a prison,” he said, feigning embarrassment. “Oh well. Lesson learned! Always improving,” he said. He cocked his head.


  Bryce resisted the urge to smile. He knew a sales pitch coming when he saw one.


  “So, Crimson Crusader,” Siddyus asked him, sweetly. “Now that you’ve had a chance to see the true potential of my little project…” The corgi stared at him, wagging his stubby little tail. “What do you think?”


  Bryce watched him. “You’re right, it has massive potential. But before I make a decision, we need to address two items.”


  Siddyus stared at him. “Of course,” he said.


  “In the name of due diligence,” Bryce told him.


  “I understand,” Siddyus said, forcing a smile.


  Bryce nodded. “First of all, I’m going to need to take 215 with me. For…research purposes. In fact, I believe I’ll take him with me right now.”


  The little corgi nodded. “I thought you might ask that. Consider it done.”


  “I realize he’s your first super-villain conquest, but I’m going to…” Bryce stared. “Wait, did you just say yes?”


  Wide-eyed, the corgi nodded. “Of course.”


  Bryce frowned. “I didn’t expect you to give him up so easily. I thought you might want to make sure he’s…all the way…conditioned.”


  Siddyus nodded. “Of course I do.” He frowned distastefully. “However, if he isn’t, do you really think I want him here?” His upper lip curled up.


  Bryce blinked at him. “I…see.” He narrowed his eyes. “How…reasonable of you. And what, precisely, is the percent chance of that?”


  Siddyus thought for a moment, looking up and away. “I would say less than two hundred thousandths of a percent. At this point I would guess he barely comprehends that two of his limbs are the slightest bit unusual.”


  Bryce nodded suspiciously. “Right. Well then, for the sake of my mansion, I hope you’re as smart as you think you are.”


  Siddyus raised an eyebrow, smirking.


  Bryce narrowed his eyes. “And the second thing…I know what you were thinking as the two of us finished up.”


  The corgi stared up at him, and all the color drained from his face.


  “I’m quite sure I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Siddyus said, his voice climbing half an octave.


  The big lion snorted. “Oh? Are you sure it wasn’t along the lines of…’he’s so helpless…and distracted…the restraints are right there…215 could hold him, no problem.’ Are you suuuuure?”


  The corgi seemed to wither before him.


  Bryce cracked a humorless smile. “I understand the compulsion. Really, I do. No one understands temptation better than a lion.”


  Siddyus had the good grace to blush furiously.


  Bryce continued. “But I also need you to understand what a good, good choice you made in not attempting to capture me.” He grinned toothily.


  Siddyus nodded, turning his head away. “I understand,” he said. He swallowed. “You’re more useful to me as a partner anyway.”


  Bryce chuckled. “Right. And you’re more useful to me with your face attached to the rest of your skull.” He grit his teeth angrily. “Which is how you will stay, UNLESS, of course, you start getting ideas about crossing m–”


  “Yes, yes, yes,” Siddyus said, raising a paw to wave him away dismissively. “Is there anything else you require, Crimson Crusader?”


  Bryce thought for a moment. “Can I borrow the dobie for the week?”


  Siddyus rolled his eyes. “As I said, Crimson Crusader, they do have names–”


  “Fine. Can I borrow 41 to help me get 215 settled?”


  Siddyus blinked at him. “Yes,” he said. He cocked his head. “I suppose you have been paying attention.”


  Bryce raised and eyebrow and smiled. “I have my moments.”


  Siddyus nodded thoughtfully, unsuccessfully trying to hide a smile. “And do you like what you’ve seen, so far, Crimson Crusader?” he asked, innocently.


  The big lion cocked his head. “Mind if I have a look around?”


  Siddyus blinked at him, scoffed, and then nodded emphatically. “Stay as long as you like, Mr. Dillinger.”


  Bryce nodded absent-mindedly, eying the big wolf-husky.


  Siddyus let out a sigh. “Do try to have a look at the facility while you’re here, won’t you? Or anything besides the men?”


  Bryce nodded. He turned back and grinned. “Of course,” he said.


  Carrying 215’s massive chart, Siddyus started to leave the room.


  “Oh, one last thing!” Bryce said. “I left one of your guards hogtied in a dumpster on my way in.” He smiled sweetly.


  Siddyus stared at him, rolled his eyes, and nodded. “Yes, thank you,” he said. “I trust you will let yourself out?”


  Grinning, Bryce waved cheerfully at him.


  Siddyus stared at him, exasperated, and finally cracked a smile. He paused in the doorway. “It was nice finally making your acquaintance, Crimson Crusader. You’ve always been something of a hero of mine.” Without waiting for a response, the corgi spun on his heel and swiftly left the room.


  AIRSTRIP


  It was only six days before Crimson Crusader showed up with his first haul.


  He didn’t announce his arrival, either – just landed on the compound’s airstrip, about an hour after dark, in a small, unmarked black Cessna. Two entire patrol teams were all-but ready to dissect the intruder with their assault rifles before Siddyus realized just who was coming to call on them. He called off the defensive actions just as the Crimson Crusader was taxiing his plane to the small hangar, surrounded by half a dozen henchmen in battle-grade body armor.


  Angrily, the corgi strode out of the access tunnel into the cool evening air.


  “You could have let me know you were coming!” he yelled, loud enough to be heard over the drone of the aircraft’s propeller as it wound down. He let the irritation carry through into his voice.


  Stepping down out of the aircraft, the magnificent lion grinned stupidly down at him. “I wanted to surprise you,” he said. “I brought you a present.” He was laying on the charm.


  It was working.


  Siddyus felt his ears perk and fought to keep his stubby little tail from wagging. “Oh?” he said, feigning disinterest.


  The Crimson Crusader grinned. “Yeah. I try not to show up empty-handed. Have your men check the cargo hold.”


  Siddyus gave the order and watched. “I hope it isn’t a bottle of wine,” he said.


  The lion chuckled. “I wouldn’t insult your taste.”


  Siddyus resisted the urge to smile. “You have an awful lot of confidence in my ability to tell when aircraft are friendly,” he said to the big lion.


  The big lion grinned down at him. “And was I wrong?” he said. He reached up and patted Siddyus affectionately on the head.


  Siddyus fought the urge to blush.


  Before he could react, a series of grunts and thuds alerted him to the action at the rear of the plane. 78 and 65 were unloading a squirming cotton sack, which they carefully laid on the cool tarmac. The sack was quite large.


  “There’s someone in there,” the big lion told him, as if it wasn’t plainly obvious. His long tawny tail lashed back and forth behind him.


  “Uhm,” Siddyus commented. “So I had noticed. Who is that?”


  The big lion grunted. “His name is…well, you know what? His name doesn’t really matter, does it?” The lion cocked his shaggy head, pondering that question, and then turned to look down at the corgi.


  Siddyus shrugged. “Not especially, no.”


  The Crimson Crusader nodded. “What you will find relevant is that I put him away just before my visit last week, and a couple days later I find him prowling outside of a youth hostel looking for victims. And I got to thinking…this kind of guy would be right up ol’ Siddyus’ alley.”


  Siddyus resisted the urge to smile.


  “Mmm! MMMMPPPHHHH!” the sack groaned.


  78 and 65 looked expectantly up at him.


  Siddyus nodded. “Uncover his head.”


  They did. The occupant of the sack was a stocky boar in his thirties, bound and gagged with what appeared to be police tape. He had a huge wad of bright-yellow vinyl shoved into his muzzle, tied off to either of his tusks. He was covered in drool and sweat. Siddyus looked him over. He was quite large and appeared to be strong. He would make an excellent addition to the collection.


  The lion frowned. “I was hoping you would…take care of him.”


  The boar stopped struggling. He looked up at them with wide, alarmed eyes.


  Siddyus cleared his throat. “That doesn’t mean what you think it means,” he told the captive criminal.


  The big lion scoffed loudly. “Might as well.” He leaned down at the boar. “Goodbye, but not for long! I’ll see you when you’re a good little henchmen.” He stood up, chuckling. “And then BOY, are WE going to have some fun. You’ll love it. I promise.”


  Before them, the boar seemed to wither.


  Siddyus cleared his throat. “So you accept my proposal, I assume?”


  The big lion chuckled. “I guess you could say 215 convinced me. 41 was very persuasive also. I, ah, I’m going to need them a little longer, by the way.”


  Siddyus stared at him, cracking a smile. “So I had anticipated.” He looked the boar over again. “I’ll need his arrest records.”


  The Crimson Crusader laughed. “No you don’t. You probably have them already.”


  Siddyus frowned down at the terrified boar. “So is this a test then? See if you like my results with this particular…thorn in your paw?”


  The lion grinned. “More of a side project. You’ll get what you want, Siddyus. We both will.” He turned to the nearest armed guard. “Hi there! Could you please tell me how the hell to get inside?”


  The guard nodded and turned toward the hanger.


  Waving, the Crimson Crusader left Siddyus standing on the tarmac with his henchmen and his new acquisition.


  The boar stared up at Siddyus with wide, alarmed eyes.


  Siddyus stared down at him. “You needn’t be afraid, he said.” He cocked his head, and leaned in, narrowing his eyes. “In fact, it’s somewhat pointless.”


  On the cool tarmac, the terrified boar shuddered.


  Siddyus stood up and turned to the half-dozen men around him. “I believe you know what to do.”


  “Yes, sir!” responded a series of voices in perfect coordination.


  It was music to Siddyus’ ears.
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  Red and blue lights appeared in Richard Banks’ rearview mirror.


  He glanced down at the speedometer of his Camry. It read 48. And this was a 35. The lithe red fox frowned, flipping on his signal, and drifted to the side of the road. That’s just what he needed  another speeding ticket. If he got a ticket tonight, it would be his sixth lifetime offense, and he was barely 30. His last one had been just over a month ago… traffic school probably wasn’t going to get him out of this one.


  He frowned. There was one other option.


  He hoped the cop was cute.



  • • •


  The officer took his sweet time showing up at Richard’s window, letting him stew in the dark on the side of County Road 44. It took him ten full minutes to step out of the cruiser, blinding spotlight shining in through Richard’s rear window, and in that time period not one other car passed them by.


  That was probably a good thing.


  The cop’s silhouette finally appeared, ambling unhurriedly toward his car. He looked big. He looked mean.


  When he appeared at Richard’s window, the fox was reluctant to even roll down the window. The cop was a colossal German shepherd, with a dangerous black muzzle, and even through a thick police jacket, Richard could see he had massive shoulders and a thick bull neck. He was hot, gorgeous even, but he was also more than a little scary.


  The cop bore his teeth, pointing angrily at the window with one thick index finger.


  Hesitantly, Richard keyed the WINDOW DOWN button. The dog scowled at him as the glass slowly descended.


  “Good evening, Offic–” Richard began.


  “License and registration,” the cop grunted, interrupting him. He shined his flashlight right in Richard’s eyes.


  Richard frowned, wordlessly raising his documentation.


  The cop glanced at them, and turned away. “Stay here,” he grunted.


  Richard watched him go, frowning. Wow, he thought. What an asshole.


  It was another ten minutes, and then the huge cop was back. “What is your problem?” he opened.


  Richard’s jaw dropped. “Excuse me?” he said.


  The cop leaned down to the window, stooping well over. “You heard me. This is your third offense this year. Are you some kind of troublemaker?”


  Richard cocked his head, mouth open. “Troublemaker?” He stammered for a moment. “No, I was just speeding. Everybody speeds.”


  The cop scoffed. “Everybody speeds.” He said it again, mocking Richard’s voice. “Everybody speeds. You’re breaking the law, genius.”


  Richard glared at him. His heart was starting to pound. “Yes, everybody speeds. Who cares?” And then he played his ace. “It’s not like I’m drinking and driving, for fuck’s sake.”


  The cop fell silent. He just stared, amber eyes cold, light shined at Richard’s chest.


  Richard looked up, feigning guilt. “I’m not,” he said. “I was just saying.” He stared at the cop’s chest. His name tag said GRADY.


  The big dog stared at him another ten seconds, his black muzzle set in a tight frown. He was just waiting. It was the oldest cop trick in the book  stay silent long enough and your idiot suspect will often confess.


  Except Richard wasn’t an idiot. Not by a long shot.


  “Look, I’m not,” he said, too loudly. Defensively. “Look at my eyes, you’ll see.” He swallowed, trying to keep the grin off his face. “Look into my eyes.”


  The flashlight beam swung up into his field of vision. It made him blink for a moment, but he fought to keep his eyes open, staring straight up at the cop.


  The big dog leaned in, his face illuminated by his own spotlight behind them. He stared into Richard’s eyes, and after a moment, his eyebrows arched upward in surprise. He inhaled sharply, as if he’d seen something he didn’t like, but he didn’t pull back or avert his gaze.


  Richard stared.


  The dog stared back at him, amber eyes widened, jaw slightly open, as if in disbelief of what was occurring. Which was impossible, of course… if he’d had any concept of what was happening to him, or what was about to happen to happen, he’d have been much, much more than shocked. He’d have been terrified.


  But that was impossible.


  “Keep looking, Officer,” Richard suggested. “Keep looking.”


  The dog stared into his eyes, his thick eyebrows slightly raised. He frowned a little, his ears ratcheted backwards in mild alarm. Up close he was even more handsome, his jaw squared and blunt, his face covered in rich brown and soft beige fur, his eyebrows chocolate-brown. He was an even better-looking dog under Richard’s spell.


  “Do you see what you were looking for, Officer?” Richard asked him, softly.


  “I… .I don’t…” the cop said, softly. All the anger had gone out of him. “I don’t know… .” He stared at Richard as if afraid.


  “Keep looking,” Richard said, soothingly. “I’m sure you’ll find it.”


  The dog swallowed, very slowly, breathing hard. His ears slowly lifted upward, and he looked at Richard with something like wonder. “What… what was I…”


  “Don’t stop looking,” Richard whispered. “You’re a good cop, aren’t you, Officer Grady?”


  Dumbfounded, slowly, the dog nodded. “Yeah…” he said, very softly.


  “A good cop wouldn’t stop looking until he found what he was looking for,” Richard said, matching the police dog’s slow pace.


  “No,” the dog agreed, unblinking. His breathing was slowing down now.


  “Good,” Richard said. “You’re a good cop. A good, good, cop.” He grinned, his eyes twinkling at the entranced police officer.


  The cop’s mouth opened a little more. The flashlight beam slowly started to drift downward, down Richard’s chest.


  Without looking away, the fox reached up and flicked on the car’s dome light. Soft light filled the cabin. The cop’s pupils dilated, but he did not blink, nor did he react.


  “You’re a good, good dog,” Richard told him slowly.


  The cop stared back at him, seemingly astonished.


  “A good dog who feels safe, and warm, and relaxed.”


  The dog didn’t respond, but he was taking longer and longer between breaths. The flashlight dropped out of his paw and clattered on the pavement.


  Officer Grady didn’t seem to notice.


  “A good dog who feels relaxed and subdued, and follows orders. Because that’s what good police dogs do. Don’t you agree, Officer?”


  It took a moment, but the dog nodded slowly.


  “Good. Don’t you want to be a good dog, Officer?” Richard asked the zonked shepherd.


  The policeman thought about that for a long moment. “Yeah,” he finally whispered.


  “That’s good. Such a sweet, obedient dog,” Richard said, encouragingly. “Officer, what I want from you is for you to go turn off the lights on your cruiser, and then come back and sit in my passenger seat. A good police dog should be worried about following orders. Don’t worry about absolutely anything at all, until you’ve done what I asked. Will you do that for me, good dog?”


  The shepherd processed that slowly, and then nodded, still transfixed.


  “Good. Go now, Officer,” Richard told him. “Now.” He snapped his fingers.


  The shepherd jerked awake, pulled his head back, and blinked, surprised. His face clouded over immediately, and he scowled at Richard, his lips pulling up from his teeth. “Stay here,” he snapped, snatching up his flashlight. He disappeared from the window.


  Ten seconds later, the red and blue blinked off behind Richard’s car. A moment later, the bright spotlight followed. Fifteens seconds after that , the side door of the Camry thunked open, and the colossal shepherd climbed inside. The car bucked with his weight.


  Up close, inside the car, Richard couldn’t believe his luck. The shepherd must have been 6’2”, thick with muscle, huge arms and big hands on a massive canine frame. He was probably in his forties, his black muzzle peppered with grey, his face masculine and angular. With his jacket and police belt, he barely had enough room to squeeze into the Camry’s front seat, his face contorted in confusion, like he couldn’t remember what he was doing.


  “What…” he whispered softly, scowling up at Richard, and then the fox met his eyes again and the shepherd’s eyes widened. He gasped in surprise.


  “Relax, Officer,” the lithe fox suggested. “Just relax. A good dog would relax.”


  The cop blinked at him for a moment, and then let out a slow breath.


  “You don’t have anything to worry about,” Richard assured him. “A nice, strong, obedient police dog doesn’t have any worries. He just follows orders and his masters take care of him.”


  The dog stared dazedly at him, and took another slow breath.


  “You’re such a good, good dog,” Richard said, smiling. “You’re getting sleepy, aren’t you, boy?”


  The cop stared at him, his mouth opening slightly. He cocked his head, confused.


  “Yes, you certainly are,” Richard said, talking slowly. “You’re getting very tired.”


  The cop blinked at him, and he seemed to consider. His muzzle dipped down, just a fraction of an inch.


  “You work so hard… it’s such hard work being such a good dog… and you’re so very tired.” Richard reached up and gently held the dog’s muzzle. “Your eyelids are growing so heavy. You’re so tired and exhausted from being so good.”


  The shepherd followed his every word with great interest, his eyebrows arching upward in gentle surprise, and then his muzzle started to grow heavier and heavier in Richard’s paws. His fur was thick but incredibly soft.


  “You can’t even keep your eyes open,” Richard said softly, amused. “You’re falling asleep right in front of me.”


  The shepherd blinked at him, lazily, his eyelids drooping slowly downward.


  “You’re warm and safe and obedient and just so tired,” Richard said, quietly. “You’re a good dog and you’re about to fall asleep.”


  The shepherd’s shoulders drooped. Richard was the only thing holding his head up now.


  “You’re so tired, you’ll be asleep by the time I count down from ten. You’ll be fast asleep, too deep to wake up on your own. Ten… nine… eight…”


  The shepherd’s eyes finally closed. He exhaled mightily, slumping in the seat. His big hands slipped off his lap.


  “Seven… six… five…” Richard gently pushed the shepherd backward, against the seat back. He slumped further, doubling over, his shaggy head drifting over onto the center console. “Four… three… two… one.”


  Slow, even breathing met him as his response.


  Richard grinned, observing the thick, angry shepherd cop slumped helpless in his car. He rolled his shirtsleeves up, rehearsing the words in his mind. You don’t want to give me a ticket. I was only doing five over the limit. You’re feeling generous. You just want to go home.


  He stared down at the zonked police dog. The cop’s massive shoulders expanded, and then contracted slowly, as he let out a soft breath and drooled onto Richard’s center console.


  He cocked his head. He considered.


  “Officer Grady,” he said, louder now. “You can hear me, can’t you? Say yes.”


  “… yesh…” came the immediate reply. It was muffled by the vinyl pressed up against the dog’s face.


  “Sit up in your chair, but don’t wake up,” Richard ordered.


  Obediently, the shepherd straightened up. His face was expressionless, his eyes closed.


  Richard’s heart pounded softly. His cock came alive in his slacks.


  “Lean back, Officer,” Richard ordered. “Recline the chair. Not all the way… like an easy chair.”


  The dog moved slowly, but he did follow orders. His eyes still closed and motionless, he tilted his seat backward, pushing his massive upper body back.


  Stretched out, he was even more magnificent. His arms and chest were thick with muscle, his stomach small but round. He was thick and masculine and gorgeous.


  “Good boy. You enjoy following orders,” Richard told him. “You don’t mind following orders. I am small and non-threatening. You don’t even think twice about doing something I tell you. Tell me you agree.”


  “I agree,” the dog said slowly.


  “Tell me you don’t consider me a threat.”


  The shepherd let out a soft breath. “I don’t consider you a threat.” He sneered. It was almost a smirk.


  “You don’t mind me touching you, or making you do things, because secretly you’re positive you’re my alpha.”


  “I’m your alpha,” the dog agreed. A little bit of the growl was coming back. He sneered again, and Richard could see his teeth.


  “But you humor me,” Richard said, his eyes roving over the helpless dog. “You humor me and do whatever I say. Or the chief will get mad at you.”


  The shepherd’s smirk dropped off his face with that last sentence.


  Richard cocked his head. He might have been onto something with that last bit. “Yes, the chief wants you to follow the orders of civilians. Especially me. Or he’ll yell at you. Does he yell at you, Grady?”


  Grady’s face contorted unhappily. He nodded.


  Richard considered for a moment. “Because of your attitude?”


  The hypnotized shepherd nodded again, whining softly.


  Richard half-smiled. Big surprise. “He wants you to be nice to the civilians,” he said. “Or he’ll call you a bad dog. He might fire you.”


  Grady grit his teeth again, his black lips pulling away from his teeth.


  “You don’t want to be fired, do you, Grady? You’d have to find another job… new masters. You’d have no one to please, no one to work for. You’d be alone. All alone for being a bad dog.”


  The shepherd started breathing hard, like he was having a bad dream.


  Richard reached up and gently squeezed his forearm. “But you’ll be okay as long as you do exactly what I say,” he whispered. “Be a good dog.”


  The cop grunted, softly, relieved.


  Richard grinned. “Alright. Officer, you’re starting to feel extremely warm.”


  The cop processed that for a moment, and then let out a slow breath. His brow furrowed, though he did not open his eyes.


  “Very very warm… too warm. It’s too warm in this car.”


  The cop let out a soft breath, his tongue drifting out of his muzzle. He squirmed in his seat, his cheeks flushing crimson.


  “It’s so warm you have to do something. You have to open up your shirt.”


  The cop whimpered, his tongue lolling to the side. He started breathing harder, panting softly.


  “Take off your jacket, Officer, and open up your shirt.”


  The cop writhed in his seat, squirming out of his thick jacket. It was hard for him, in the confined space, but he shrugged out of it as fast as he could. He sat up, writhing out of the jacket, and Richard reached behind him and grabbed the thick collar. He shoved it into the backseat. It felt like it weighed about forty pounds.


  “Lay back down and get your shirt open,” Richard ordered, a hint of urgency in his voice. “Hurry, you’re burning up!” Richard’s cock was throbbing in his slacks.


  The cop thumped back into the seat and worked frantically at his buttons. He pulled his shirt open, his chest heaving, his soft-white fur flushing gentle red.


  He was gorgeous.


  The dog had a thick chest, like a professional bodybuilder. Make that a professional weightlifter  his chest was massive, his armpits thick and cavernous, but he had a significant gut on him. His chest heaved, and Richard couldn’t resist  he reached forward and ran his paw up the dog’s firm stomach.


  Growling softly, he cocked his head. “It’s not enough, Grady. You’re still too hot. Get your pants off. Underwear, too.”


  Exhausted, whimpering, the helpless shepherd set upon his thick police belt. He unsnapped the plastic, fumbled with the buckle, finally tugging the tongue out, slipping his thick thumbs under the waistband of his white boxers and shoving his pants down his thick quads.


  “Ungghh!” he gasped, squirming out of his thick cop workpants, shoving them down his tree-trunk legs and letting his thick sheath and heavy, dangling balls swing out. Richard could smell him, immediately, like he’d just stepped into a locker room.


  Grady kicked his legs, his boots crashing around in the Camry’s footwell, pushing his slacks down past his ankles. His heavy police belt landed with a thud.


  “That’s enough. You’re comfortable now,” Richard said, staring in wonder at the dog’s thick sheath. He licked his chops. It was quite apparent that Grady wasn’t compensating for small equipment… in fact, it was possible he suffered from overactive testosterone. Richard cocked his head. Either that, or he was part bull.


  The cop collapsed into his seat, sighing with relief. He leaned back, panting softly, exhaling mightily.


  “I am not a threat,” the fox said, reaching forward and cupping the dog’s balls.


  The shepherd squirmed in discomfort, letting out an unhappy growl, but he did not fight Richard’s paws.


  His balls were hot, heavy and full. Richard rolled them around in his paw, licking his teeth. He curled his fingers around the shepherd’s sac and tugged gently.


  “You enjoy being naked,” he told the shepherd. “Your body is perfect. You enjoy how it makes the other males jealous and afraid of you.”


  The shepherd growled softly, a grin spreading across his black muzzle again.


  “The power arouses you. The power arouses you when you’re naked in the presence of other males.”


  The shepherd frowned, his face clouding over. “N-no…” he said, softly.


  “Fine,” Richard said, gently stroking the helpless cop’s exposed nutsac. “In the presence of certain males, who aren’t nearly as powerful and strong as you, it arouses you. In my presence. In my presence, your powerful body and nakedness arouses you.”


  The shepherd settled down, letting out a soft breath, resting his thick arms at his side. His balls tightened in Richard’s paw.


  “You are incredibly aroused. You are the most powerful dog in the world, good and obedient, and that turns you on.”


  The shepherd started squirming again, and now his sheath was definitely plumping.


  “It’s good to be aroused. It’s good to show how powerful you are, and how comfortable with your power.”


  The shepherd shivered, sighing softly, and Richard gently stroked his sheath with the back of his fingers. The top of his sheath parted and a little sliver of red showed underneath.


  “Show me, Officer Grady,” the fox whispered. “Show me how big and powerful you are.” He reached up and trailed his claws over the dog’s chest, gently running a thumb over Grady’s nipple.


  The dog whimpered almost inaudibly, breathing hard. He arched his back, shuddering, and his cock slipped past the edge of his sheath.


  Richard massaged the dog’s balls now, harder, tugging on them, and the tension made the cop’s cock slide all the way out.


  “That’s a good dog,” he muttered softly, reaching up to firmly encircle the dog’s shaft. He pumped it firmly, working it to full hardness. “That’s a good, powerful, obedient dog.”


  The cop sighed softly, tilting his muzzle back. He seemed to be relaxing now. The dull waves of pleasure washing over him couldn’t be hurting.


  “That’s a good dog,” Richard cooed. “Nothing to worry about. Just giving a good show, with your power. Just enjoy how good you feel.” The dog’s cock was approaching full hardness, hot and heavy and rubbery. It was as thick around as his flashlight, nine inches if it was a centimeter. It was like a porno cock.


  “It’s good to have a hard cock,” Richard whispered, half-growling. He could smell the officer’s arousal now, the stink that was pouring off of him. “You are strong and powerful and such a good dog, and this is your reward.” He began pumping the dog’s shaft harder, now, letting his paws slide up and down the dog’s hard meat.


  The shepherd angled his muzzle upward, letting out a soft hiss.


  “Good dogs like having their cocks worked over,” Richard told him, licking his chops. “Good dogs don’t care who’s doing it.” He leaned over, his muzzle approaching Grady’s stone-stiff dogmeat. “Don’t cum,” he whispered breathily, licking his teeth one final time as he closed his lips around the dog’s cockhead.


  Officer Grady shuddered violently in his seat, bucking his hips, and Richard finally found his mouth full of hot dog cock. He sucked hard, enjoying the rubbery sensation of throbbing dogmeat in his muzzle, tasting salty pre and dog sweat. He tugged hard on the cop’s balls, and the shepherd shivered and whined softly.


  Richard pumped the dog’s shaft, letting his warm saliva run down the dog’s pole, rumbling softly and enjoying the taste. He lowered his head, seeing how much of the officer’s cock he could stuff in his mouth.


  Officer Grady, helpless, whimpered and shivered in his chair, arching his back and sighing loudly. He moaned loudly, clenching his paws into fists, and writhed in the passenger seat.


  His mouth full of salty dogcock, Richard ran his paws all over the helpless shepherd’s body, violating him. He felt up his chest, his stomach, and his moist armpits, pulling hard on his heavy balls and running his thin fingers invasively between the dog’s legs, toward his asshole. Grady drank in the sensations, panting and shivering.


  After a full minute of siphoning precum out of the shepherd, the fox raised his head, wiping his muzzle with the back of his paw.


  Grady whimpered softly, his big paws clenching into fists.


  “Grady,” Richard said, huskily. “Sucking cocks is a good thing,” he said. “Agree with me.”


  The officer nodded softly.


  “You know it’s good for hard cocks to be sucked. It’s a good thing. It’s a great thing. Agree with me.”


  Grady grunted again, still squirming in his seat.


  “Good dogs do good things. That’s how they earn rewards. That’s how they keep their chiefs from getting mad at them.”


  The cop shivered again. His cock hadn’t flagged one bit. It twitched gently, with the big dog’s heartbeat.


  “Grady, when I tell you, I want you to start pumping that thick cock of yours. You won’t be able to cum, but you will get closer and closer… and as you get closer, I want you to come out of your trance. Come out of your trance, but continue to obey me. When you wake up you will still be under my power. Completely.”


  Grady’s thick brown paw made its way toward his swollen meat.


  “Pump hard and fast, and as you get closer, slowly wake up. Wake up, and see my cock, and show me what good dogs do. Do you understand?”


  Grady whined softly. He was not happy.


  “Grady, you know what good dogs have to do. Don’t you want to be a good dog?”


  The shepherd nodded.


  Richard grunted. “Then get to it. Begin.”


  The shepherd’s paw squeezed his throbbing cock, ran up and down it one time, and then slowly began jacking in earnest. He obeyed Richard’s command to the letter, working his red cock furiously, leaning back in his chair and letting out a shuddery breath.


  Richard reached for his own crotch, fumbling with his belt buckle. He had something for the dog.


  Grady mercilessly abused his fat cock, gasping faintly. He seemed to be coming out of his trance, his face becoming more emotive, his lips pulling back in a faint snarl. “Hrrrr!” he growled. His thick creamy paw was a blur on his dark red cock. He was moving right along, his knot already slipping past his sheath and beginning to expand. “Hrrrr! RRRRRR!”


  Richard frantically unzipped his dress slacks, shoving them partway down his narrow hips. He tugged open his thin silk boxers and fished out his own hot, slimy meat. As soon as he got his trousers open he could smell himself reeking of precum  the Officer was going to get quite a noseful. And a muzzlefull as well  Richard’s black cock was seven inches long, but nearly as wide as a soda can.


  “Ungh!” Grady moaned, craning his head back and squeezing his eyes shut. “Oh shit!” he gasped, his paw working like mad, slick wet precum drooling off his head. “Uhhgghhhnnnggggg!” he groaned, gritting his teeth and snarling. His knot was fully inflated now, and he was pumping his shaft like a piston, but he couldn’t get himself to shoot.


  “GRADY!” Richard shouted.


  “AHH!” he barked. The shepherd jerked in surprise, flailing his paw away from his meat, slamming it against the door panel. He spasmed in shock, snapping toward Richard with wide amber eyes, his paw reflexively flying toward his gun belt.


  Except his belt was around his ankles.


  Wide-eyed, Grady looked down and saw his muscular, powerful body helpless and exposed. He gasped, horrified.


  “This is all perfectly normal!” Richard told him.


  Calming, Grady blinked down at himself, and then looked up at Richard, baffled. “What… why…?” He seemed a little scared.


  Now that the dog wasn’t barking orders in his face, Richard reconsidered his looks. He looked confused and alarmed now, lost. Richard felt a twinge of guilt.


  “It’s too hot in here,” Richard explained. “That’s why you stripped down. It’s fine… you’re just doing your civic duty. You’re a good dog. You got aroused because you’re so proud of being so powerful.”


  The shepherd considered that for a moment, and then nodded hesitantly. He looked down and saw Richard’s throbbing black cock, and then his eyes widened again.


  Richard grinned. “That’s another part of your civic duty. Do you remember what you’re supposed to do with this?”


  Grady frowned at it. He thought for a moment, and then his brow furrowed.


  Richard chuckled. “I know you do, Officer. Your chief was very clear on his instructions.”


  Grady blinked at the fox’s cock, and his ears slowly ratcheted backward.


  Richard frowned severely. “Officer Grady… I know you’re extremely familiar with police protocol. Are you disobeying your chief’s orders?”


  The big shepherd dipped his head submissively. His ears tilted back, and he looked down toward the steering wheel, letting out a little whine.


  “It’ll be fine,” Richard told him. “You’re going to enjoy it.” He reached up, slowly, and guided his paw past the shepherd’s bull neck. “I’ll see to it.”


  Grady watched his paw warily, breathing hard, and gasped in surprise when Richard curled his fingers in the shepherd’s ruff. He arched his back and grunted, hissing in anger as Richard tightened his paw into a fist, gathering up the loose skin and holding him restrictively.


  “It’s okay,” Richard said, soothingly. “I’m going to help you.”


  Grady grunted, squirming in place, his shoulders tensed and murder in his eyes.


  “Do not fight me,” Richard told him. “What is the chief going to do if you get one more behavioral complaint?”


  Grady stopped growling immediately, like a record needle being lifted. His eyes opened wide.


  “Because you’re sitting right here, disobeying a civilian and not doing your job. I’m trying to help you, Grady. And look, my cock’s all soft now.”


  The shepherd looked down. The fox’s cock was indeed flagging, though not by much. Grady gasped.


  “Pump it and make it hard again,” Richard ordered him.


  The cop reached up, and clumsily wrapped his thick paw around Richard’s meat. It was heaven.


  The fox had expected a rough, calloused paw on the shepherd, but his leather pawpads were incredibly soft, like a worn leather couch. His fingers were thick and the strength in them was unlike anything the fox had felt before.


  “Ahh!” Richard gasped. “Good! That’s a good dog!” He squeezed Grady’s ruff, squirming in his seat.


  Grady stared up at him, his eyes narrowed dangerously, and let out a soft breath. After a moment, he swallowed, relieved. He pumped the fox’s stiffening cock; he was squeezing too hard, but Richard didn’t care.


  “Run your thumbpad over my cockhead,” Richard ordered him.


  Obediently, Grady raised his paw, and ran his broad thumb over Richard’s blunt cockhead. He caught a bit of precum and smeared it, grimacing.


  “That’s it,” Richard whispered. “That’s such a good dog. Feel how easy it is? How easy to do your duty? Make the chief proud of you?” He shivered, bucking his hips forward gently.


  Grady considered, and nodded, reluctantly.


  “Now,” Richard ordered, “Get over here and suck my dick.”


  The shepherd grimaced at the very words, and let out a shaky breath. “Don’t rush me,” he growled.


  The fox frowned at him. “Time’s wasting, Officer,” he said.


  Grady leaned over, sighing unhappily, and growled in apprehension, low in his throat. He hovered his big shaggy head a foot over Richard’s waist, his ears folded back against his skull.


  Richard released his scruff and stroked the back of his head. “It’s okay,” he said. “I’m going to make it feel good.” He stroked down the officer’s muscular back, down the deep crevasse of his spine, digging his claws through the shepherd’s shaggy fur.


  “Rrrrrggghhh!” the shepherd snarled, squealing as if in pain. “Stoppit!” he screamed, right in Richard’s face. “Do not fucking touch me, faggot!”


  Richard stared at him a moment, and then snarled back in his face “Shut it!” he snapped. “Do not ever yell at me again!”


  Grady fell silent.


  “You are a bad dog, Officer Grady. You are a bad dog and a bad officer!”


  The shepherd recoiled, eyes wide. His ears folded backward, and his jaw opened in shaky surprise.


  “BAD,” Richard snapped at him. “Your chief is going to destroy you.”


  Grady dipped his head in submission. He didn’t seem to know what to do. He just crouched in place, bent over in the small car. After a moment, he began to shiver.


  “You get one more chance,” Richard growled at him, softly. “You will suck my cock, until I cum, and then you will hold my seed in your muzzle until I tell you what to do with it. You will let me touch you wherever I want, and furthermore, it will feel amazing. It will be the best claw-on-skin contact you’ve ever had, and it will make you feel calm and relaxed.”


  Grady stared at him, alarmed, submissive, cowering.


  “Now get the fuck back over here, stupid son-of-a-bitch cop,” Richard said, pumping his own cock this time.


  Wordlessly, Grady complied. His eyes were still a little wide.


  He paused once again over Richard’s throbbing cock, frowning in fear and hesitation, and again Richard reached up and dragged his claws over the dog’s shoulders. This time, however, Grady let out a soft sigh and arched his back at the touch.


  “There you go,” Richard whispered, taking a deep breath and lowering his voice. “That’s a good puppy.” He ran his claws down to Grady’s side, stroking his thick muscles, running his claws through the valleys and peaks. “So strong and obedient.”


  The colossal shepherd shivered, his eyes half-closing. “Unnhhh,” he moaned. “That feels… so good… .” He took a few deep breaths, through his mouth, rolling his thick shoulders under Richard’s touch. “Ohhhh… .” He shivered, and the dog was built on such a colossal scale that it made the entire car shake.


  His head was drooping as he relaxed, his muzzle coming closer and closer to Richard’s meat. He could feel the dog’s hot breath.


  “It’s time, Grady,” he whispered, reaching around to scratch the dog’s neck. “Be a good dog.”


  Grady started to descend. Richard heard him lick his chops.


  “Be a good dog, Grady. Be a good dog.” A little drip of doggie drool landed on his cock. He gasped. “Be a good dog!”


  Slowly, Grady’s warm, wet muzzle closed around his cock.


  “Ahhhh!” Richard gasped, bucking his hips. He resisted the urge to stand up and shove the remainder of his meat in the dog’s mouth. Likewise, he resisted the urge to grab Grady’s ruff and shove him down on his pole.


  Grady closed his mouth experimentally, hesitantly. He chuffed unhappily, exhaling roughly through his nose, making angry grunting noises. “Hrrrrf!” he snorted. His wide, flat tongue softly pressed up against Richard’s shaft, and pulled away after half a second. Grady’s lips were half-closed around Richard’s cock, halfway down, his cock enclosed in a warm, wet prison but not actually being worked.


  “Suck on it, Officer,” Richard ordered him. “Close your lips around it. Run your tongue over it. Do it.”


  Grady snorted bitterly, shivering in revulsion, but after a moment he sealed his lips around Richard’s shaft. His tongue began working over the fox’s cockhead, massaging it. Grady whined in displeasure, but he did not stop. He couldn’t stop.


  “You like that, Grady?” he whispered. “You like sucking another man’s cock? Tasting my juices?” He grinned down at the cop.


  Grady gagged, shivering.


  “You’re tasting precum right now, Officer… that means you’re doing a good job of getting me off.” He sighed happily. “Go deeper. Take more. Go down until you can feel my cock against the back of your throat.”


  Grady let out a soft little whimper. He growled unhappily, but his lips began descending Richard’s cock, until the bristly hairs of his muzzle were brushing Richard’s stomach and thighs. He felt his thick cockhead enter the dog’s throat, and it was like pushing into a virgin.


  “Unnnhhhh!” the fox groaned, and this time he didn’t resist the urge to buck his hips. He pushed upward, choking the dog on his cock, and shoved down on the back of his head.


  Grady whined explosively, struggling to lift his big shaggy head.


  “Don’t fight it!” Richard ordered. “Relax! Do not pull off me! Concentrate on not gagging!”


  Grady tried to pull away another second, and then shivered violently, whimpering and snorting explosively through his nose. His hot breath ruffled the fur on Richard’s thighs.


  “Keep going, Officer,” Richard gasped, pressing down on the cop’s head. “It’s starting to feel okay now. Like second nature. Like you can do this.”


  Grady slowly began to settle down. His breathing started to regulate, and his tongue began moving again, tenderly massaging Richard’s meat.


  “That’s it,” he said, soothingly. “It feels good in your muzzle now,” he whispered. “Warm and powerful and tasty.” He sighed, dragging his claws through Grady’s hair. “You’re even starting to like the taste. The taste of my precum tells you you’re doing a good job, Grady.”


  The dog snuffled again, cocking his head, and sucked, writhing across the two seats. Next to Richard, Grady’s tail began to wag. It thumped against the leather, thunderous in the car’s quiet cabin.


  “Go ahead and pull off a little if you want, Grady,” he suggested. “Suck on the end of it. You can taste it better up there.”


  The shepherd immediately lifted his shaggy head, parking it on the end of Richard’s swollen meat. He nursed eagerly on it, trying to suck it dry, bathing Richard’s head with his strong tongue.


  “Do you taste it, Grady?” he whispered. “Tell me.”


  Grady lifted his head off Richard’s cock for a moment. A long stream of drool connected the two. He licked his chops. “Yeah,” he whispered, his voice like gravel. He immediately descended onto Richard’s meat again, working it furiously.


  Richard leaned back and closed his eyes, enjoying the warm waves of pleasure washing over him. “That’s right. You’re being a good dog, Grady. You love being a good dog. Don’t you?”


  Grady opened his mouth again, but didn’t leave Richard’s cock. “Uh-huh,” he slurred, around the fox’s meat.


  “You love doing this. You’re doing such a good job. You almost feel as good as if your cock is being sucked.”


  The dog shivered, sliding his muzzle further down Richard’s meat. He moaned softly.


  “Bob up and down on my cock, Grady,” Richard instructed him. “This is giving you such pleasure. You feel so good you’re starting to get turned on. Your power is so great… you’re powerful at this, too. You love my cock in your mouth.”


  Grady shivered mightily, whimpering around Richard’s meat. He arched his back, lifting himself onto all fours as best he could in the cramped cabin. He braced his paws on the center console and the steering wheel, bobbing his head up and down furiously. He was snarling, sucking as hard as he could. Richard could smell the dog’s arousal now, too, and knew the big helpless cop was probably leaking pre of his own all over Richard’s leather seats.


  Nearly pinned by the thick dog, his left hand still buried in Grady’s ruff, Richard leaned hard to his right, following the thick, deep ridge of muscle down Grady’s powerful back. He came to the shaggy base of Grady’s tail, and strained hard, leaning over further, digging his claws in. “You love this! My touch feels so good! You’re so aroused!”


  Grady writhed in ecstasy under his paw. Bobbing furiously on the fox’s cock, he snorted explosively, shivering like he was half-frozen. He started twitching, losing control of his thick body.


  “This feels so fucking good!” Richard cried, bent nearly sideways in the seat, as he finally found Grady’s asshole and dug one clawed finger inside.


  Grady’s entire thick body stiffened, and he jerked as if jabbed with a live wire. His big shoulders twitched, and he sucked in a furious breath, his paws clamping into fists. “Nnnrrrgghhh!” he squealed, and Richard lost it.


  “D-don’t swallow!” Richard squealed. “Hold it in your muzzle till I tell you!”


  The cop growled, loudly, and it made his entire muzzle vibrate. Richard reached up and pushed down hard on the back of his neck, bucked his hips, and blew his load straight into the helpless cop’s throat.


  The lithe fox was entirely used to being in control of his body, but now he completely gave in to his instincts. He pushed the cop’s head down until his arm burned, digging his claw up inside Grady’s ass, and the dog gagged and thrashed, his big booted feet thrashing around in the small car, slamming into the door panels and dashboard. The windshield wipers started flailing back and forth. Richard barely noticed, his sleek stomach muscles burning as he choked the muscular shepherd on his spasming cock.


  His fingers dug into Grady’s ruff, Richard tilted his head back and howled, high-pitched and deafeningly loud, his cock jerking mightily. He felt electrified, on fire, pouring burning seed right into Grady’s throat, securing his physical control over the pathetic cop as easily as he’d secured mental control. He had him. He owned him, and it felt so good to use him. He gave the dog cum instead of air, gushing slimy fox seed into his gullet for what seemed like forever.


  Finally, the warm, wet sensations washing over him slowed and ceased, and he collapsed back into his chair, shivering and gasping for breath. He released Grady, sliding his hooked finger out of him, sinking back into his chair, and dropped his paws onto the armrests.


  Grady snapped his head back and gasped, coughing explosively, swallowing hard and gagging. He flailed back into the passenger seat, squeezing his eyes shut, snorting hard through his nose. “Agh, the taste!” he gasped, his lips curled back in revulsion. Richard had seen him swallow, but based on the peculiar sound of his voice he was following instructions and there was more in his muzzle. Richard watched him whimper, clamping his big paws over his muzzle, trying very hard not to throw up.


  “The taste is amazing,” Richard told him, his eyes half-closed. He took a deep shuddery breath. He felt so good. It was like he was drunk. “You love the taste. It’s the taste of victory.” He pulled a pack of disinfectant hand wipes out of the center console and wiped down his paws, dabbing at the little puddles of doggie drool on his slacks.


  Grady blinked at him, and then gradually calmed down. His eyes drifted away, as he thought about it. He cocked his head, his brow furrowing and his nostrils flaring.


  “You love the consistency, too. It lets you know you were a good puppy and you did what you were supposed to. Feel it on your tongue.”


  Grady considered, cocking his head, his muzzle working but not opening. Richard could see he was somewhere between blind acceptance and gay panic, and decided not to push it. He felt too good, and the dog had given him a wonderful blowjob. “Swallow the rest now, Officer,” Richard told him. “Feel how nice it feels sliding down your throat.”


  Blinking, Grady swallowed hard, his thick Adam’s apple bobbing, the big dog squirming in discomfort. He gasped after he did it, his big tongue lolling out, and Richard was pleased to see little streaks of his semen on the dog’s tongue.


  “You still taste me, don’t you?” he asked the confused dog.


  Grimacing, swallowing again, Grady nodded.


  The wipers were still flailing back and forth, the tiny motor loud inside the car. Whirr whirr whirr whirr! Richard reached up and shoved the lever back into the off position. Feeling charitable, he turned. “Grady, you’re feeling sleepy again.”


  The dog blinked at him, and then frowned severely. “But… but…” he protested.


  “Shut up, Grady. I want to give you some more commands… make you the best plaything I ever had.” He reached forward.


  “P-plaything?!” Grady’s eyebrows arched upward in horror, and then furrowed in rage, and for a moment Richard was afraid he was actually going to lose him. But then he curled his fingers around the dog’s thick cock, and Grady was right under his spell again. The big dog’s face relaxed into blissful stupidity.


  “Very sleepy,” Richard assured him. “You’re so tired from doing such a good job sucking your master’s cock. Exhausted. Too tired to keep your eyes open.”


  Grady blinked slow and lazily, and then took a deep breath, his nostrils flaring. His head started to tilt downward, his eyes half-closed and motionless. He fought it, but he was losing the battle. “No,” he whispered softly. “Gotta stay… ‘wake…” he mumbled.


  “No, Officer,” Richard told him softly. “Staying awake would be disobeying. It feels bad to disobey. It’s hard to disobey.” He pumped the dog’s thick shaft, rolling his thumb over the ridge. It felt impossibly heavy in his paws. “If you obey, your master gives you pleasure.”


  Grady’s muzzle ratcheted downward another few notches. “Don’t wa’a be… playth… play…” he whispered. Richard could barely hear him at all. His eyes were nothing but slits.


  “It’s okay, Grady. Being a plaything feels nice. So nice that you’re almost asleep again. Your body is so heavy… and it’s so easy to just relax.”


  Grady’s eyes closed all the way, and he started tilting over drowsily. He whined softly  it sounded like just a soft whimper, but Richard was half-certain it was a word.


  It sounded like it could have been “please.”


  “Grady, it’s okay,” he whispered, leaning in close to the colossal shepherd. “It’s your duty to give in and relax. It’s your privilege to give in and relax.” He took a breath, licking his sharp teeth. “It’s so easy to give in and relax. It’s hard to fight… it’s hard because you’re feeling heavier. You’re getting sleepier and heavier. You can’t even hold your chest up anymore.” He lifted his paw off Grady’s meat and gently pushed the zonked dog backwards.


  Grady tilted toward the rear of the seat, and just kept going. He settled into the reclined seat with a soft thump, breathing slowly and evenly.


  “Sleep, Grady. Hear my voice and sleep. Hear my voice and fall deeper and deeper, so far down there’s nothing around you but blackness and warmth and my voice.”


  The thick shepherd settled into silence. He held perfectly still, his eyes closed, his mouth half-open.


  “I am all you need to focus on, Grady,” Richard whispered to him. “All that matters is making me happy. All you have to do is listen and obey,” he said, softly.


  Grady simply lay still, and absorbed.


  Richard nodded thoughtfully. “You’re so very tired.” He cocked his head, working his cock back into his slacks. “You’re so tired you don’t mind getting more commands. You are warm and safe and relaxed, and nothing in this car can hurt you. Even if it makes you do things you don’t… usually do.” He cocked his head and eyed the dog’s flagging cock.


  Grady’s breathing slowed down, and for a moment he sounded like he was actually asleep.


  “Grady,” Richard whispered. “Can you hear me? Respond.”


  The dog grunted softly.


  “That’s a good dog,” Richard told him. “Grady, I want you to picture your chief. Are you picturing him?”


  Reclined in the chair, Grady shifted ever-so-slightly in his seat. “Yuh,” he whispered.


  “What’s he like? What species?”


  Grady’s nostrils flared. “Bear,” he breathed.


  “Is he bigger than you? Older?” He paused. “Stronger? More muscular?”


  Grady’s ears flicked, and he nodded, almost imperceptibly.


  “Do you trust him?”


  Grady’s nostrils flared again, and he took a sharp breath. “Yes,” he said, his brow furrowing. Just for a moment, he looked offended at the question.


  “Do you submit to him? If he has asked you to, would you bare your throat to him?”


  The shepherd’s lip twitched at this question, pulling up in a barely-noticeable snarl.


  “A good dog tells the truth, Grady.”


  “Yes,” the shepherd said, immediately.


  Richard nodded thoughtfully. “Alright, Officer. Here’s what an obedient puppy needs to do. When I bring you out of your sleep, I want you to see me as your Chief. What’s his name?”


  “Parsons,” Grady whispered, eyes still closed.


  “Alright, Grady. I’ll be Chief Parsons, the hot daddy-bear chief.” He smiled. “My mannerisms, my voice, my touch, my scent… everything you perceive will be related to him. You will believe I am him. Nothing in the world will make you question that you are in a car with Chief Parsons. Do you understand?”


  Grady nodded softly, still reclined, his muzzle pointed at the dome light.


  “Excellent.” Richard thought for a moment. “You are also tied into your chair.”


  Grady’s thick eyebrows furrowed.


  The fox grinned evilly. “Yes, that’s right. Put your arms at your sides, dog. On either side of the passenger seat.”


  Grady lowered his muscular arms and crammed his huge hands into the gap on either side of his seat, next to the center console on one side and the door on the other side. His hands were absolutely massive, and they barely fit in either space.


  “Alright, dog. Where your wrists are touching the seat… you are manacled. Thick metal is encircling your wrists, and you are unable to move them away from the seat.”


  Grady’s brow furrowed again, and he shifted uncomfortably. A soft whimper slipped from his muzzle.


  “Yes, Grady. That’s right. You don’t like it very much. But you are manacled, tighter than handcuffs, and you cannot escape.”


  “No,” Grady whimpered, gritting his teeth. He looked scared.


  “Yes,” Richard told him. “Grady, I’m going to count to ten, and as I do, I want you to wake up. I want you to reach almost a state of full awareness. Only…” He thought for another moment. “Only you don’t feel quite yourself. Everything’s a little slow, a little blurry, like you’ve maybe had a few drinks.” He grinned. “Or somebody’s slipped you something. Do you understand me?”


  Grady squirmed uncomfortably, his eyes still closed, like he was having a nightmare.


  “Do you understand me?” Richard asked, louder this time.


  “Yes,” Grady hissed, showing a bit of teeth.


  “Okay, dog,” Richard said, cocking his head. “Start waking up, puppy. Your body and mind will still be under my control. 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9… 10.”


  Grady snapped his eyes open. He blinked for a moment, and then reeled in his chair. He blinked stupidly, squinting at Richard’s tapered muzzle.


  “… Chief?” he whispered, softly.


  Richard grinned. “Yeah. It’s me,” he said. He reached up and dug his claws into the dog’s floofy chest fur.


  Grady watched his paw, wide-eyed. “Chief?” he asked, hesitantly. “Whu’s goin’ on?” His voice was soft and restrained. Submissive. The big dog shifted uncomfortably, blinked in slow confusion, and looked down at his paws.


  “Don’t panic, Grady,” Richard told him, gravely.


  Eyes widening, the shepherd tugged hard on his wrists. They held as if chained in place, and he let out a soft gasp. “S-sir?” the dog asked, his voice growing louder.


  “It’s okay, Grady. I’ll explain in a minute.” Richard trailed his claws down between the dog’s thick pecs, over his round-but-firm stomach.


  Grady groaned in discomfort, arching his back. “Wha’ss going on?” he asked, loudly. “You did… you did some’fin to me?!” he gasped, eyes reeling. He had a look about him, half-crazed and half-drunk.


  “Calm down, Grady,” Richard growled at him. “Yes, I gave you something, to help you relax. I also stripped you and chained you down. It’s all right  you know you can trust me.”


  Grady listened, and cocked his head, wide-eyed. “But… but whu’ss going on?”


  Richard cocked his head. “Grady, how long has it been since your last behavioral complaint?”


  Grady stared at him, and then swayed slightly as he thought about the answer. “Four mo’s,” he finally answered.


  Richard raised an eyebrow. That long, huh? He resisted the urge to roll his eyes, as the twinges of guilt faded away into nothingness. “Well,” he said, softly. “That’s, um, quite an achievement… and I’ve brought you out here to reward you.”


  Grady blinked at him. He squirmed uncomfortably, looking down and away. “R-reward, sir?”


  Richard smiled devilishly. He imagined himself as Grady saw him, a thick, masculine bear with a curiously foxish grin. “Yes, reward. Good dogs who follow orders get rewards.” He dragged his claws through Grady’s stomach fur, down under his navel. “This feels great,” he informed Grady. “You love my claws on your vulnerable stomach.”


  Grady’s eyes widened at the words, and then half-closed as he shivered in pleasure. He fought the sensation. “B-b-but,” he protested, weakly.


  Richard stroked the downslope of Grady’s small paunch, just above his waistline, that magic spot dogs loved so much. He reached up with his other paw and set it on Grady’s thick shoulder, reaching up to scratch through his cheek ruff. “You love this,” he whispered. “It’s turning you on. You’re starting to get a big fat erection.”


  The thick shepherd shivered, squirming in place, and the car began to rock gently with the movements of his massive body. “Ch-chief!” he gasped. “Stop it!” he whimpered. “Please!”


  Richard summoned as grave a frown as he could muster. “Grady,” he stated, threateningly. “Who is the chief here?”


  Grady stared at him, swallowing. “You are, sir!” he answered quickly. His ears tilted back submissively.


  “And who makes the rules at this station?”


  Grady looked away, blushing hotly. Richard was still stroking his stomach, violating him, and Grady’s thick cock was starting to rise again. “You do, sir!” he whispered, squirming uncomfortably.


  “And who rewards the good dogs who follow the rules?”


  Grady squeezed his eyes shut, his ears folding against his head. “B-b-but I don’t want to… I’m not… I can’t… .” He choked back a whimper, writhing in displeasure.


  “You do what I say,” Richard growled at him. “This is your reward, Grady. You should be honored.” He worked a thumb in under Grady’s jaw. “I am the chief. You think I do this for just anyone?”


  Grady risked a glance at him, frowning guiltily.


  “I am your chief,” Richard repeated. He let his left paw trail downward, toward Grady’s cock. “I am your chief, Grady.”


  The dog stared into his eyes, helplessly, his lips parting. His eyes widened, dull and lifeless.


  Richard let his fingers brush Grady’s shaft, and then encircled it. He squeezed the thick meat, hard.


  Grady took a deep breath, and his member twitched energetically in Richard’s paw, but his expression did not change. He kept staring into Richard’s eyes, caught, dull and stupid.


  Richard grinned. Grady ‘s eyes might as well have been filled with concentric circles. He pictured him this way now, and it pleased him.


  “I am your chief,” Richard whispered, tightening his grip and beginning to pump Grady’s shaft.


  The dog’s eyelids ratcheted another few tiers downward. “No,” he whimpered, his cock throbbing in Richard’s paw.


  “Yes,” the fox told him, reaching down with his other paw to squeeze the dog’s balls. They were heavy, full, and radiating an incredible amount of warmth. “This is your reward. This is the reward for being a good dog,” he said, pumping the shepherd’s stiff shaft.


  Grady squirmed very gently, letting out a shuddery breath. “Sir… please…” he whispered. He finally closed his eyes all the way. “It feels so good,” he whimpered.


  “Yes, it does,” Richard told him. “It feels so good, you know you are going to cum. You are going to cum for your chief.”


  “No,” Grady whimpered, his voice high and alarmed. He fought his imaginary manacles, whining in frustration. His ground his hips back into the seat, trying to pull his balls out of Richard’s paw.


  “Yes you are,” Richard assured him. “Your chief wants you to cum, as your reward. You followed orders, and you deserve pleasure. You feel pleasure. Such incredible pleasure, from your chief’s paw on your cock.” He squeezed Grady’s cockhead, running his thumb over the head, smearing slick pre-cum all over the dog’s throbbing head.


  Grady grit his teeth and hissed, shivering. The entire car shook. “No!” he groaned, tossing his head back and forth.


  “Good dogs let their chiefs reward them,” Richard warned. “Good dogs let their chiefs pleasure them,” he insisted. “It feels so good to give in, and feel the pleasure.” He started pumping Grady in earnest now, marveling at the length and width of his shaft. It was like jerking off the end of a fire hose.


  “Please, it’s not right!” Grady whined. He grit his teeth again, growling, and shivered violently, bucking his hips. “Ahh!”


  “It’s so amazing,” Richard told him. “You’re so honored and obedient. You’re such a good dog… you can feel yourself ready to cum already.”


  Grady snarled, shaking his head violently. “No!” he cried. “I can’t! I won’t!”


  “You are so turned on, such an obedient puppy, that I’m going to count to ten, and when I reach it, you’re going to cum.”


  The big dog let out a little yelp, shuddering. “Please!” he gasped.


  Richard kneaded the dog’s balls. Both his paws were starting to ache. “You’re so obedient that you could cum right now, except your body won’t let you disobey your master. Your master wants you to wait until ten.”


  Grady opened his eyes again, dull and unfocused. He stared at Richard uncomprehendingly, his tongue lolling out.


  “One… two… threee…” Richard counted slowly, relishing every word. “Fouuurrr… fiiiiiiiiiiiiiiive…” As he ascended, Grady’s cock reached new levels of hardness. His ridge felt sculpted out of modeling clay, his entire member so rigid it was like it was made of glass.


  The dog regarded Richard insanely. “Chief, please! I’m begging you!”


  “No, you’re not,” Richard snarled at him. “You can’t think of anything but how good this feels. Six.” His paw was like a black piston on Grady’s cock. “The pleasure, the joy of pleasing your master, that’s all you care about. Seven.”


  Grady shuddered, jerking violently in his seat. He thrashed back and forth, snarling loudly. His eyes rolled back into his head. “Ahh!” he gasped, his cock oozing precum like a leaky faucet. His balls were hot and full.


  “You love it, boy. You love being manhandled by your master. Eight. You love being his bitch, his plaything, his toy. Nine. You love being a good dog. You love it.”


  Grady let out a panicked squeal, shivering as if in pain. He opened his eyes and stared desperately at Richard with his dull, confused, helpless eyes.


  “Ten,” Richard said, softly.


  The immense dog threw his head back and howled explosively, thrashing madly in his chair. His cock jerked mightily in Richard’s hand, like it was trying to escape, and then began gushing hot dog seed. Pumping his thick spasming cock was like holding a pressure hose at a car wash  it had weight, and force, all its own.


  Grady’s load was immense, immediately filling the car with the ammonia-burn reek of dog cum, spurting great white loads onto his stomach and between his thick pecs. He didn’t hump, but both his massive legs shook intensely, and to Richard it felt like a huge truck was passing his car.


  Grady snarled and yowled, thrashing his head back and forth, his teeth grit, his lips pulled viciously back. Little flecks of white foam flew out of his mouth, spattering Richard’s side window and covering him with warm bits of dog spit. The dog’s thick arms were tensed to a seemingly-impossible degree, and Richard felt his heart pound that such a massive, powerful beast was literally helpless in his little paw.


  “Stop! Stop! Make it stop!” Grady squealed, arching his back and hissing, his cock twitching and spurting. Richard had to strain to keep his grip on it.


  “That ain’t me!” Richard said, grinning. “That’s all you, big dog.”


  Grady squealed one more time, digging the back of his head into the Camry’s headrest, and finally his cock ceased its rhythmic pounding in Richard’s paw. The last gooey load of dog cum spurted half-heartedly out and barely cleared his cockhead, coating Richard’s paw in slimy dog seed. He grimaced.


  Grady collapsed into his chair, shuddering violently. He gasped for breath, panting desperately, and within seconds the passenger window began fogging up. The big dog practically sank into his chair, his muzzle hanging open, his massive tongue lolling out. He half-closed his eyes, writhing and shivering, and just tried to breath.


  “Relax, puppy,” Richard told him. He lifted his paw off Grady’s cock – his fingers ached, having been bent into such a wide circle for so long  and reached up. He wiped Grady’s gooey cum on the dog’s chest, frowning unhappily, and ran his claws through the cop’s chest fur. “It’s okay. Did that feel good?” He suddenly remembered he was supposed to be in-character. “Did you enjoy your reward, Officer?”


  Still panting like a drowning victim, Grady regarded him with wide, confused eyes. “Ch-chief!” he gasped. “Wh-wh-what did you do to me?” he gasped.


  Richard reached in and dug his left paw in under Grady’s chin, digging his claws gently into the dog’s soft cheekruff.


  Grady inhaled sharply again, his eyes drifting shut all the way. He moaned in soft pleasure, grimacing faintly.


  “That feel good, Officer?” Richard asked him.


  Grady blinked sleepily, shivering again. “Wh-wh-why are you being so nice to me?” he whispered. He swallowed, hard, and his Adam’s apple nearly pushed Richard’s paw away. “You don’t even like me.”


  “Because you’re a good dog. Good dogs who submit get rewards.”


  Grady half-opened his eyes again, his lips parting slightly. “I don’t,” he whispered, softly.


  Richard cocked his head. “You do now,” he said, definitively.


  Grady stared dumbly at him. Richard suddenly felt guilty again.


  “Grady… since you’re such a good dog… why don’t you sleep for your master again?”


  The dog’s eyes drifted close, and he instantly relaxed against the seat. His thick jaw parted again, and his tongue lolled out once more.


  Richard smiled to himself. It was taking less and less effort to put the shepherd under now. Either he was born to be tranced, or he was enjoying the release.


  In any case, it didn’t really matter.



  • • •


  Ten minutes later, the fox was reasonably satisfied that the dog had all the information he needed. He had no doubts as to the dog’s compliance after the insanity of hallucinating his Chief jerking him off, anything would get by the helpless dog’s conscious mind  but he wanted to make sure the muscular cop had the details right.


  “Alright, Grady. Tell me what you’re going to do when you get home tonight.”


  The dog’s eyes did not open. “Masturbate,” he said dreamily. He licked his teeth in anticipation. Richard had told him how good it was going to feel, and some part of the dog’s mind was incredibly eager to get going.


  “… and?” the fox prompted.


  “Play with myself,” Grady rumbled. “With my nightstick.”


  Richard grinned. “And think of whom?”


  “Chief Parsons,” Grady said. “And Officer Carter. And… you.” He seemed a little perplexed by this.


  “And what will we be doing to you, Officer Grady?”


  The dog squirmed uncomfortably. “Fucking me. Like… like a bitch.” His brow knit together. “Like you own me.”


  “And what will that make you, Grady?”


  The dog was silent for a moment, eyes closed, perfectly still. “A good dog,” he finally whispered.


  “And don’t you want to be a good dog, Grady?”


  The dog’s thick eyebrows pushed together again. When he spoke again, it was nearly too soft to hear. “All I ever wanted,” he said.


  Richard blinked for a moment, and then grinned again. “Very well. Tomorrow after your shift, at precisely 7:15 p.m., what will you be doing?”


  Grady frowned again. “Investigating a noise complaint. At 1215 Carpenter Drive. Those damn kids.”


  “Will you call in your response, Officer?”


  Grady shook his head. “No need. I know these kids. I can handle it myself.”


  The fox lifted his paw and began inspecting the tips of his claws. “And what will happen when you get through the door?”


  The limp shepherd let out a soft breath. “Relaxation.”


  Richard nodded thoughtfully. “Good. Good, good dog.” He reached up and firmly rubbed the dog’s chest, between his thick pecs. “Feel how good you are.”


  Grady’s eyelids fluttered, and he let out a soft sigh.


  Richard grinned. “Excellent. Now get your clothes on, Officer… it’s time to send you home.”



  • • •


  Officer Charles Grady was tired  so, so tired  so he closed his eyes for a moment. Just a moment.


  When someone spoke, directly, next to him, he was so startled he nearly jumped out of his skin.


  Jerking in shock, Grady’s eyes shot open. “Ahh!” he cried, making the speaker jump, too. It was a fox, a small one, in a plum-colored dress shirt and platinum tie. The fox jumped back from the side of his patrol car, eyes wide and alarmed.


  “I’m sorry!” the fox said, meekly. “It was… it had just been awhile… I was… I didn’t know if you were okay or not…”


  Grady blinked, looking around himself. He was behind the wheel of his squad car. In front of him sat the fox’s Camry, its right turn signal blinking monotonously into the night.


  He’d pulled him over. He’d pulled him over, and he’d been running the plates, and then he’d gotten so tired. He’d only closed his eyes for a second…


  Blushing madly, he glanced back at the fox. “How long was I…?” he muttered.


  The fox shrugged. He took a hesitant step closer. “Twenty minutes or so.” He frowned. “After awhile, I was afraid you’d had a heart attack or something.” He smiled grimly. “I’ve been having that kinda day.”


  Feeling his face burning up, Grady nodded. “Sorry about that,” he mumbled. “Must have dozed off.”


  The fox stared thoughtfully at him, and cocked his head. He’s looking into my soul! Grady thought, insanely, and a sense of horror and panic roared up inside him… but then, just as quickly, it was gone. He stared, wide-eyed.


  “Are you alright, Officer?” the fox asked, softly.


  Grady nodded. “Yeah. I’m fine. Just… just a little tired, that’s all.” He looked back up, feeling his ears tilt back and hating himself for it. “How about I let you off with a warning, huh? I don’t need this getting back to my Chief.”


  The fox processed that for a moment, and then grinned. “Sounds good to me. I don’t need another speeding ticket.”


  Grady chuckled. “No, you sure don’t. Not with your record.” He gestured toward the laptop inside the cruiser, but the screen was an uninterrupted expanse of blackness. The registration program had timed out.


  That was odd.


  While he was cocking his head in confusion, he saw movement at the window, and just as he turned, the fox reached into the car. Grady froze. He willed himself to flinch, to push away, to bite him, to do anything, but it was like his body was betraying him, and he just stayed still and let the fox firmly grasp his muzzle.


  To his astonishment, dull waves of pleasure washed over Grady’s body, and for a moment it was like lying on the beach. It was like lying in the warm sand, stripped down to his swim trunks, his big feet bare and splayed out, while the sun warmed him and the ocean lapped reassuringly onto the shore.


  The fox retracted his hand, and Grady tilted backward, blinking quickly. He let out a soft, shaky breath, trying to process what had just happened, but a little voice inside him told him everything was all right, and besides, fighting was just so, so hard.


  He stared up at the fox.


  “You should get some rest, Officer,” the fox told him. He smiled, and Grady felt himself relax.


  “Yeah… I guess so,” he said, softly.


  The fox nodded thoughtfully, and cocked his head again, but this time Grady didn’t feel the sensation of being seen through. Only a dull, relaxing happiness.


  “Well… be seeing you,” the fox said curtly, and turned to walk back to his car.


  Grady watched him go.


  That was weird, the dog thought, inhaling shakily. He glanced at the dash clock. 6:50 already! His shift was nearly over! The last hour had really flown by.


  The Camry shifted into gear and rolled away silently. Grady saw the fox hold one paw out the window, a kind of static wave. He cocked his head curiously.


  The dog watched his tail lights recede into the darkness, dropped his Crown Vic into Drive, and clumsily executed a 3-point-turn. The station house was the other way down County 44, and if he left now he’d just make it.


  He left the window down as he drove, enjoying the feeling of the wind ruffling his fur. For some reason the evening felt warm to Officer Grady, and the night air cooled him as he went. Feeling good, he took a few deep breaths of the cold, wet air, filling his lungs and sighing contentedly.


  He balled his fingers into fists and squirmed in his seat, curling his toes and rumbling. He felt good, tonight, relaxed, like the usual tidal wave of annoyances that constantly clawed at him had taken the night off.


  He waited, for one demon or another to find him. Night was generally their domain, after all.


  None appeared.


  Smiling for no particular reason, his headlights carving out the darkness, Officer Charles Grady cruised toward home.



  • • •


  Fishing out the Bluetooth from inside his briefcase, Richard Banks couldn’t help but grin to himself.


  He made one call, reached a voice mailbox, and left a message that was only sixteen seconds long:


  “Matt, it’s me! Remember that perfect subject we talked about? I think I found one.” There was a pause.


  “And I’m gonna make him mine.”


  [image: ]
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  It was cool and drizzling lightly, the night of the noise complaint, which only served to piss off Officer Grady even further.


  Even months after he knew the truth, Grady would always think of it that way: the night of the noise complaint. The truth was: there had been no noise complaint at 1215 Carpenter Drive. Not Friday, not that year, and in fact not in the entire time since the residence had been built in 1978. But someone deep inside Grady’s mind had instructed him to believe there had been a noise complaint, and so Grady believed. And until he was instructed otherwise, Friday September 9th would always be The Night Of The Noise Complaint.


  He rounded the corner onto Carpenter a little before 7:15, already shaking with anger. Officer Grady had a temper problem, which he knew, but – in his mind – this was the fourth or so noise complaint in the last month from this address, and he was fit to smash some heads. Grady vividly recalled the same set of smarmy vulpine brats grinning mockingly at him the last few times, and just the thought made his head pound with rushing blood.


  He turned into the driveway, too fast, and cruised right past the house, to the detached rear garage. It wasn’t police procedure – in fact, it was expressly against police procedure – but Grady knew he was doing the right thing. A little voice told him this was the right thing to do. He was a good police dog for following orders.


  Grady’s only remaining goal in life was to be a good cop, and God fucking help any shit-eating kids who wanted to party hardy in his jurisdiction.


  Grady killed the engine and pried himself from behind the driver’s seat, thumping his boots onto the concrete, 6’3” and 285 pounds of seething, angry canine muscle. He was mad, as mad as he’d been on any of the days of his previous behavioral complaints, his mind full of screeching and snarling. His heart pounded dangerously fast, his paws sweating and his head throbbing, his thundering pulse clearly audible in his own ears.


  Grady stepped onto the covered porch and up to the house’s rear door. His ears were level with the top of the frame.


  Call for backup, the sane part of his brain ordered. Let them go in first.


  Reaching back, Grady curled his big paw into a meaty fist pounded on the door hard enough to shake the entire house. A dozen feet away, the kitchen window rattled in its frame. Grady saw a sliver of light appear at the top of the door with each impact, the wood flexing under his intense strength. It hurt his paw like hell, shaking him hard all the way up to his shoulder, but Grady couldn’t help it. He was angry. He was so fucking angry. He was burning up.


  “Who is it?” a voice asked meekly from the other side of the door.


  They were playing dumb. Grady didn’t have time for this bullshit.


  “POLICE!” he roared, his voice echoing through a dozen silent backyards. “OPEN THE FUCKING DOOR!”


  There was the rattling of a chain, and the door pulled slowly into the house. A wide-eyed fox peered around it, staring at him.


  Grady shoved the door, hard, pushing it open the rest of the way. The fox barely had time to scramble out of the way before the heavy door swung into the kitchen, banging against the near wall hard enough to swing back, quivering.


  The fox looked alarmed and exposed. He was in his thirties, short and lithe, chocolate-brown ears tilted backward in alarm, his white chin coloring crimson. He had spiky hair and a well-cut white polo, with black slacks and bare brown paws.


  Grady disliked him immediately.


  “Where’s the party?” he demanded, raising his lips into a snarl. He curled his big meaty paws into fists, feeling his shoulders ache with the desire to swing, claw, rage, tear apart the nearest living thing.


  The fox stared at him for a moment. “Uh, I don’t know, um, what–”


  “Duh duh duh!” Grady exploded back, leaning into the house to snarl. “I asked you a question! The front room, I guess? No way your shit kids are making so much fucking noise from the basement.”


  The fox swallowed, taking a step back. “I don’t have any kids! I don’t know what you’re talking about!” he snarled back, his cheeks coloring deep crimson. “There’s no party here.”


  Grady scowled ferociously at him. He took a breath, resisting the urge to backhand the fox until he told the fucking truth. “It is not,” he growled, “a good idea… to lie to me,” he said, through his teeth.


  The fox snorted. “Why? Are you going to take away my house license?” He narrowed his eyes. “Break up my party? You can see for yourself there’s nothing going on here.”


  “I’m gonna need to have a look around,” Grady said, menacingly. He would find due process, and then he would ruin this shitbag fox’s night just for daring to fuck with him.


  The fox rolled his eyes. “Not a chance,” he snapped, and he had the nerve to look angry about it. “Why don’t you go make sure you have the right house, first, Officer Fuckstick?”


  Something happened to Grady.


  It wasn’t a snap, as tended to run the go-to definition for amateur authors. At least, it wasn’t for Grady, as it never had been. For him, it was the rising of a tide, a tide of dark, scalding, viscous liquid in the seething cave of his mind. A blood tide, fueled by steam and hate, rising inside him, until he literally saw red and his mind was nothing but the screaming for blood and violence. He snarled, and the fox flinched as if struck.


  Lightning-quick, he reached out for the fox’s throat.


  “Gurk!” went the little vulpine as his windpipe cinched shut. He reached up and clamped his paws around to Grady’s forearm, but it was as thick as the fox’s quads. He didn’t stand a chance.


  Grady pulled the fox forward, off his feet; the vulpine’s toeclaws skittered on the kitchen tile as he scrambled for purchase. The big shepherd stooped low, heaved with all his might, and hurled the fox ass-over-teakettle into his own kitchen.


  The fox sailed in a gentle arc through the air, backwards, and crashed down on the kitchen table, tableware and place settings skittering away like frightened insects. The fox careened off the far side, taking the last chair with him, and crashed out of Grady’s view with a panicked vulpine squeal.


  Grady stepped into the kitchen, his thick chest and arms burning with the desire to punch, and punch, and keep punching.


  As soon as he crossed the threshold, he realized something was wrong.


  His anger evaporated like cigarette smoke in a strong wind, and as clear as a summer’s day he smelled blood and fear and some kind of kitcheny lemon scent. Oh God, what have I done, he thought, panicked, but then a black cloud descended upon him and he realized he had more pressing problems.


  A terrible weakness suffused his massive arms and legs, and Grady realized his body was shutting down. He was having a heart attack. Or a stroke. He’d finally blown a blood vessel in one of his fits. His head spinning, he crashed to his knees on the white ceramic tiles. It hurt, but it didn’t hurt as much as it should have, and deep in his chest Grady felt cold, wet fear.


  His radio. He had to call for help. He had to get… someone… out here. Grady tried to reach for his radio key on his shoulder, but his arm felt like it was rubber-banded to his waist, and when he tried to reach up all he did was double over. He sank onto all fours, his head and muzzle drooping, and strained to stay conscious. It was hard to think. It was so hard to think. He couldn’t even hold his head up any more.


  His body was heavy, too heavy. He couldn’t stay up. Grady slowly flopped chest-down onto the white ceramic tile. He went limp, sprawled out on the cold tile, and his body was so weak and useless that even his long canine tongue lolled out and drooped onto the cold ceramic tile.


  His vision blurred all the way out, and as it happened, Grady saw the fox’s paws as he limped up to Grady’s helpless body, his bare brown paws stopping inches in front of Grady’s face. A drop of stark crimson blood appeared on the white tile between the fox’s paws, and Grady realized with fatal certainty that the vulpine would not be helping him in any way.


  So this is it, he thought, his ears filling with a rush of silence. I should’ve known it couldn’t go on forever.


  And then he was out.



  • • •


  Holding a dishtowel to his bleeding nose, Richard Banks willed himself to stop shaking.


  And what will happen when you walk through the door? Banks had asked the officer, during their traffic stop a few days prior. Relaxation, Grady had answered. The command had just been a convenient built-in induction, but it had probably saved Banks from a fairly substantial pummeling.


  Obedient and emotionless, as helpless as a newborn pup, Charles Grady sat slumped in one of Banks’ kitchen chairs – formerly a set of six, now a set of five; Banks had smashed the last one as he careened off the kitchen table. Grady sat in the center of the living room, where the coffee table had been an hour ago, on top of a thin, soft area rug over maple hardwood.


  The massive shepherd was nearly unconscious now, his thick hands restrained behind his back, his big booted paws fastened to the chair legs – as far as he knew. The dog’s navy-blue uniform shirt was open to the waist, exposing a sea of white chest and stomach fur. Banks had relieved him of his tool belt, as well as his holster.


  I underestimated him, Banks thought, holding both paws to his muzzle. He’d assumed that Grady’s occasional “behavioral complaint” was along the lines of handling a suspect too roughly, or maybe even just a verbal confrontation. Perhaps some high-maintenance trophy wife who didn’t like being told what to do. He’d never dreamed that Grady was capable of the level of violence he had displayed. It had sent him reeling. Literally.


  Banks had now come to the conclusion that the complaints against Grady must have been seriously understated, probably because the complainants were afraid of having their faces removed. Otherwise he never would have been allowed near a gun or a citizen. Banks’ flight into the kitchen could easily have left him paralyzed.


  Lowering the towel, letting out a shuddering breath, Banks watched the shepherd.


  Grady stayed still, slumped, breathing shallowly.


  Frowning, the slim vulpine cocked his head. His original plan was woefully inadequate, he realized. He’d thought that one good night of raunchy fucking – or maybe a couple of nights, depending on how good the dog was – would relax the shepherd enough to give him an edge on his behavioral problems.


  But this called for something more drastic.


  The shepherd whimpered in his sleep, his brow furrowing. Richard hadn’t put him down very deep – he was probably still scared and confused.


  Banks could fix that.


  He would be doing Grady a favor, really… not to mention the Chief, who would be free to worry about criminals and not his own officers going on crazy, violent crime sprees. Not to mention whatever poor asshole would have crossed Grady’s path next.


  Yes, Banks thought. Focus on them.


  Approaching the shepherd, the fox cleared his throat.


  “Grady,” he said.


  The shepherd huffed, squirming in his chair. He made another faint whimpering sound.


  “GRADY,” Banks said, louder. “WAKE UP,” he ordered.


  The shepherd opened his eyes, blinking slowly, lifting his upper lip in a sneer. “Whuzziz—?” he growled, slowly shaking his head. “Hrrrrrrrrrr…” His head canted to one side, his maw lolling open and a thin streamer of drool slowly drizzling onto his uniform shirt.


  Banks let out an annoyed sign. “GRADY!” he yelled, snapping the dishtowel at Grady’s nose.


  The shepherd jerked awake, eyes wide and alarmed. He saw Banks and his face seemed to collapse in on itself, his eyes narrowing, his big shepherd ears folding forward, and his gaze darkening murderously.


  Murderously, Banks thought. Truly, he hadn’t known the meaning of the word. Not the real meaning… now until now.


  “Grady,” Banks said, cordially. He crossed his arms over his blood-stained white polo.


  Charles Grady just growled.


  Banks snorted. “That’s it? No orders? No biting insults?” He cocked his head, smiling. “Fox got your tongue?”


  Grady licked his teeth, already shaking with anger. The shepherd’s exposed chest began to color crimson under his stark white fur. He tugged uselessly at his arms for a few moments, trying to separate them, and then re-concentrated his death-glare on Richard. “You have thirty seconds,” he said, simply.


  Banks sighed, uncrossing his arms. “Well. At least I’m talking to Normal Asshole Grady, instead of Insane Murderous Hulk Grady.” He stepped around the shepherd, purposely putting himself behind him – in part to unsettle the shepherd, but mostly to get out of line of his glare. “Those are quite the behavioral complaints you got there, Officer… I’m surprised they didn’t kick your ass off the force.” He rounded the big restrained dog. “One single outburst like that and I’d expect you would be collecting trash a week later.”


  Grady stared at him, his brow furrowing. “Who says I’ve got more than one?” he asked.


  Banks blinked. “You sa- Oh. Right. You don’t know how I know that. Sorry, I forgot I’d blocked your memory. Grady, sleep.”


  The shepherd’s face went slack and he slumped in his chair again.


  “Grady, I want you to remember our encounter the other night – everything I learned from you.” He grinned. “And everything I did to you.”


  Still slumped over, eyes still closed, the shepherd grimaced unhappily.


  “Awake.”


  Grady raised his shaggy head, blinking slowly, and frowned in displeasure. His eyes faded out and he stared at the carpet, remembering, and when his eyes came up again his mouth was contorted in horror.


  Banks cocked his head. “Right. Now where were we.” He took a step forward.


  “HAAAALLLLPPPP!” Grady bellowed, the house shaking with his deep bass.


  Banks jerked in surprise. “Mute,” he snapped, frowning.


  Grady’s mouth stayed open, but he ceased making sound. He tried to scream again, remained silent, and looked up at Banks, horrified.


  The fox stepped up to Grady, grimacing. “Must you, Officer?” he asked, sighing. He reached for his bloody dishtowel and tied a thick knot in the center, wrapping it around twice to make a big knot, the size of a softball. “Open your mouth and hold your head still,” he said.


  Grady’s jaw unhinged, his eyes widening to vast circular orbs. Banks could see an awful lot of white. The huge dog began struggling, pulling frantically on his wrists and legs, but he held his head perfectly still and he was restrained quite securely, a fact Banks could see evident in the dog’s panic-flattened ears.


  “Good boy,” Banks told him, cramming the towel into Grady’s mouth, fighting to cram the huge knot past Grady’s canines. The big dog’s muzzle was barely big enough to fit the gag, and as Banks shoved it into place, his amber eyes rolled back into his head. “Bite down now, puppy. And try very hard not to throw up.”


  Grady clamped his muzzle shut, making a faint gagging sound, his barn-door shoulders shaking.


  “There, that’s a good dog,” Banks told him, stroking the dog’s ears and face, enjoying the way Grady shuddered. “You can go ahead and un-mute now.” He gently scratched behind the dog’s thick ears. Grady’s ears were the size of each of Banks’ full paws, soft and hot to the touch. “You already gave me enough trouble with your screaming when you first showed up,” he said, frowning. “Brought half my neighbors out.”


  Grady blinked at him, face contorted around the huge cloth gag, and his eyes lit up.


  Banks cocked his head. “Don’t get so excited,” he said. “I already sent you out there with a reprogrammed personality and your shirt open.” He took a step back to admire the gagged shepherd, crossing his arms. “Right now my neighbors think I’m enjoying the company of a very big, very buff, cop-themed german shepherd stripper.”


  Grady stared at him, horrified. He swallowed, chuffing through his nose, and his eyes changed as he strained to look out the side window.



  • • •


  Banks sighed again. “I told you, don’t get so excited. I know you’re looking for your squad car, Grady,” the fox said.


  The shepherd blinked, plainly astonished.


  “Well, the truth is, there is no squad car out there,” he said. “Just a piece of crap red Explorer.” The fox planted himself in front of the dog and grinned. “Looks a couple years old. Not what I would call salable condition.” He leaned forward.


  “That’s… your car, isn’t it, Grady?”


  Grady stared at him for a moment, and then his eyebrows went up in pure unadulterated horror.


  Banks nodded. “Lift your muzzle and hold still for me, puppy.”


  Shaking, helpless to do otherwise, Grady complied.


  “This is my favorite part,” Banks told him, sidling in close to the shepherd. “You won’t fight me, will you, Grady?” He chuckled, reaching in under the shepherd’s muzzle to stroke his throat.


  Grady made an enraged, panicked choking noise and shivered from ears to tail.


  “Noooo, you won’t,” Banks muttered, leaning in close to the shepherd’s big shaggy head and letting his paw slide down into Grady’s open shirt, between his thick, slab-like pecs. His fur was so soft. He curled his left hand up in Grady’s ruff, snuggling up to the helpless dog.


  Grady growled low in his throat as Banks explored his vulnerable chest, breathing hard through his nose, his entire chest tensing and untensing as he fought to move his own body.


  Banks stroked the dog’s left pec, probing through the dog’s soft fur to find his nipple, gently taking it between his fingers. He squeezed it, a little too hard.


  Grady snorted explosively.


  “Aw, don’t like that, do you, puppy? The big mean cop doesn’t like being forced to hold still while some pussy civvie fox plays with his nipples?”


  Grady growled, deep in his chest, the veins and muscles standing out on his neck like iron cables under sheer cloth.


  Banks chuckled. “Well, I can take care of that for you, puppy,” he said. “I could turn you into a big buff stripper, if I wanted to.” He leaned back, grinning. “How would you like that, Grady? Dancing for my singles? Arms up over your head, doing pelvic thrusts to the latest Ke$ha single, begging me for permission to give me a lap dance?”


  By the time he was finished talking, Grady’s every fast breath was punctuated with an angry snarl. He stared straight up at the ceiling, shaking with anger.


  Banks stood up quickly, turning his back on the shepherd and walking a few steps away.


  “By the way, you aren’t really chained down, or even handcuffed,” he said, casually. “I just programmed you to think so. You’re free, now.”


  When he turned back, Grady was sitting upright in the chair, breathing hard, staring at his own paws. He had his thick fingers spread wide; his eyes were widened in shock and anger, his thick eyebrows furrowed.


  Banks frowned distastefully. “Why don’t you take that gag out of your mouth?” he asked, cocking his head. “It looks uncomfortable.”


  Glaring at him, Grady reached up and wrapped both his thick hands around the ends of the towel. He yanked on it, hard, wrestling with it, and for a moment he looked like a big dog playing tug-of-war with himself.


  Banks had to smile.


  Grady finally extricated the sodden gag from his teeth. He scowled at it for a moment, working his jaw and finally settled on a toothy frown. He looked around the room and lifted the gag to shoulder level, letting it fall onto the hardwood with a sodden plop. He stared defiantly at Banks, his eyebrows furrowed and his golden eyes narrowed in anger.


  Banks raised an eyebrow. “That was rude,” he said.


  “I am going to fucking murder you,” Grady said, matter-of-factly.


  Banks chuckled. He took a few steps backward, toward his big chocolate-colored leather sofa, and sat down on it. The sofa faced Grady, positioned in the center of the large living room, occupying the spot where the coffee table had been. Several feet behind him was a wall-mounted 50-inch LCD HDTV, and Banks’ sofa faced the dog like he has been place there on display.


  “I believe you,” the fox said, “Especially after your little outburst earlier.” He cocked his head. “Is this a common problem for you, Officer Grady?” He lifted one leg and crossed it over the other.


  The shepherd stared at him, and then looked down in the general direction of the fox’s bare paw, glaring murderously with lowered eyes.


  Banks took a deep breath. “Okay, Grady. Here’s what’s gonna happen. I’ve got you programmed. You’re not a dog anymore. You’re a robot. A…” he thought for a moment, trying to come up with something less stupid, and eventually decided it didn’t matter. “A dogbot.”


  Grady looked up at him, eyes angry and surprised.


  “As the latest model of canine robot slave, you are programmed to appease my every whim and desire.” He cocked his head. “And you will not try to get the help of the neighbors. Surely you’re not a complete imbecile, Grady… you have to understand that every pathetic attempt to escape me only makes me more likely to turn you into a floor lamp.”


  Grady glared at him. “You are out of your fucking mind,” he growled, his teeth visible from canine to canine.


  Banks nodded slowly. “Mmm-hmm. DogBot, on your knees.”


  Grady took a moment to process that, and when he did, he was slow to move. He slowly slid out of the chair, moving like both his legs had fallen asleep, onto his knees, grimacing and shivering all over, his eyes wide and alarmed. He started to look scared again.


  “Bad knee?” Banks asked.


  Grady thought about it, and then growled softly.


  Banks clucked his tongue. “Right then. All fours.”


  Breathing hard. Grady complied. He lurched forward and caught himself with his big hands, hunching over, struggling like he was caught in concrete. His wide palms stayed planted firmly on the thin rug. “St-st-stop it,” he grunted.


  “Grady, crawl toward me,” Banks instructed. He leaned back against the soft couch, right leg over left knee, wiggling his thick vulpine toes absentmindedly.


  The shepherd jerked like a marionette, chugging slowly toward the fox’s seat, huffing and squirming in place. He let out a soft whimper. “Stop it!” he cried, an edge of panic in his voice.


  “Don’t be scared,” Banks rumbled. “I’m not going to hurt you. Surely you must have realized that by now. Come closer.”


  “Goddammit, cut it out!” Grady snarled, his entire body shaking. His ears flattened against his head and his tail curled up between his uniform pants. “Banks, stop it! Let me go!” he screamed, crawling toward him, his voice firmly between rage and panic. “Let me go, motherfucker, or I’ll break your fucking arms!”


  “Mute,” Banks said, casually.


  Grady clamped his jaw shut, eyes widening to compensate. He was just a few feet away, and Banks could see his fur vibrating as the officer shivered in fear and anger.


  “Sit in front of me like a good puppy,” Banks told him. He watched Grady impassively.


  Grady parked in front of him, his amber eyes practically illuminated with hatred for the fox, and obediently parked on his haunches, staring up at Banks.


  Slowly, the fox angled his toes away from Grady’s muzzle. He settled the ball of his foot right on the end of Grady’s cold nose.


  Grady couldn’t make a sound, but Banks saw his Adam’s apple bob up and down as he fought for the freedom to growl.


  “Open your mouth,” Banks said, letting the annoyance show in his voice. “Surely I don’t have to explain this to you, do I, Grady? This is the part,” he said, slowly, relishing the moment, “where you worship my feet.”


  Grady slowly opened his mouth, shaking with rage, his ears tilted forward and vibrating. He slowly extended his tongue, and the sensation of warm dog saliva on Banks’ toepads made him shiver.


  “That’s very good,” he said, and even to himself his voice sounded like gravel. “Now you’re being a very good DogBot.” He uncrossed his leg, lifting his foot up over Grady’s head, and planted the ball of his foot squarely against Grady’s lips. “Keep going. Do a good job.”


  Grady stared daggers into him, his breath hot on Banks’ toes, and snorted angrily. He extended his tongue again, and it was literally the size of Banks’ foot; like all foxes Banks’ paws were arguably a size bigger than they should have been, but Grady was built on such a colossal scale that he probably could have fit one of Banks’ size tens entirely in his mouth. The feeling of Grady’s long, wide tongue slickening Banks’ pawpads while the shepherd tried to burn holes into him with his eyes made him shiver with arousal.


  He was stone-hard inside his slacks, and he let out a little moan. Grady grazed his toepads with his teeth, and Banks snorted, bracing himself on the couch and shivering.


  The big dog blinked at him, his brow furrowing, and he slowly reached up to hold Banks’ ankle. His touch was gentle, his thick fingers hesitant and unsure, but after a moment of questing he held Banks’ paw steady while he turned his muzzle to nuzzle against it.


  Banks planted his other paw in the shepherd’s crotch, and as he expected, found the shepherd’s meat thick and swollen.


  “Go ahead and unmute, puppy,” Banks told him.


  “You programmed me,” Grady gasped, bending Banks’ toes back with his lips and biting gently at his toes. “This is turning me on,” he whispered, letting out a shuddering breath. “It’s turning me on as it turns you on,” he said, looking up at Banks, eyes wide in alarm.


  The fox blinked. That was exactly how he had programmed Grady. “That’s right, puppy,” he said, cocking his head.


  “How?” Grady whispered. He gently ran his thick fingers up Banks’ calves, and the feeling was divine. Grady was observing, and responding, to Banks’ preference for a light touch. “I hate this!” he snarled.


  Banks let out a shaky breath. “Grady… every arousing thing you’ve ever seen is coursing through your subconscious at this moment.”


  Banks’ black paw between his teeth, the big shepherd froze.


  The fox grinned down at him. “Every gorgeous body at the gym… every frisk where you wish you could have gone a little slower… every boy-crush and dirty fuck and raunchy porno you’ve ever experienced.”


  Grady stared up at him, swallowing.


  Banks nodded slowly. “Yes, Grady,” he said. “I can do that.”


  The shepherd’s eyes widened a little.


  Banks gently pulled his foot back. “Grady,” he said. “Straighten up a bit.”


  Warily, the shepherd complied.


  Banks leaned in, their muzzles coming slowly together, and the shepherd’s eyes widened in panic as he realized Banks was about to kiss him. “Don’t move,” the fox ordered.


  Grady shivered in place as Banks closed in for the kiss, and held as still as a statue for him. He was immobile and warm. He was old stone, heated in the sun.


  Banks let out a shaky sigh. “Kiss me back, Grady,” he whispered.


  Letting out a little whimper, the shepherd followed orders. His muzzle worked against Banks’ awkwardly, but as Richard snuggled up against him, wrapping his hands around the shepherd’s neck, Grady picked up on his arousal and shivered gently. The shepherd half-closed his eyes, and after a moment Banks felt his tongue gently probing at his lips.


  He broke the kiss. “Grady,” he whispered huskily. “Take your cock out. Play with it. Pleasure yourself.”


  “No,” Grady whimpered, shivering, as he reached down to fumble with his uniform slacks. “You bastard,” he said, pushing his muzzle back against Banks’, his lips half-closed in lust and arousal.


  “Good dog.” Banks dove into the kiss again and fought against the shepherd’s muzzle, enjoying the feel of the much-larger canine, sucking hard on his tongue and gently biting at him. Even kneeling, Grady was almost as tall as he himself seated. He broke the kiss again. “Kissing is a big deal for canines, isn’t it,” he whispered. “Tactile communication. Part of the bonding process. This is one of your most intimate gestures.”


  Grady grunted, pushing his muzzle in again like he was scrounging for a dropped piece of food. He whimpered, flashing a little teeth at being denied. Banks glanced down, and the shepherd was slowly and methodically pumping his thick red meat, his chest and stomach light pink with flush.


  “How long has it been, Grady?” Banks asked. “Since you really made out with somebody?”


  The big shepherd stopped moving, amber eyes wide and alarmed.


  Banks cocked his head, frowning. “Are you lonely, Grady?”


  Grady blinked at him, his brow furrowed, and slowly opened his mouth. He started to say something, frowned in confusion, and then slowly shook his head.


  It wasn’t an answer. He was refusing the question.


  Banks watched him thoughtfully, and then nodded slowly. “Alright. Fair enough. Well… I can take care of that for you, Officer Grady,” he said. “You can be a good dog for me,” he said. “You’ll never be lonely. And you won’t ever hurt anybody again. You won’t even have to worry about it.”


  Grady stared at him. “You’re… you’re talking about making me… making me your…” he stammered.


  Banks stroked the side of the shepherd’s shaggy head. “Yes. And you’ll be such a good pet, Grady,” he whispered. “I’ll be the best master you could dream of.”


  Eyes wide, Grady shook his head again. “No,” he whispered. “No!” He shook his head, eyes wide in panic. Banks felt bad for scaring him but in the end it was for the shepherd’s benefit. “You can’t! You’re crazy! I won’t let you!” He grit his teeth, his big arms flexing ferociously as he struggled to squirm away.


  Banks frowned, and let out a little sigh. “Grady,” he said, softly. “The ropes are back. They’re alive, and they’re crawling all over you.”


  Grady blinked at him, and suddenly jerked in panic. “EAUGH!” he shrieked, looking at his shoulders and his arms. “WHAT ARE THESE?” he squealed. He crashed onto his back, writhing in terror. “HELP ME!” he screamed.


  “They’re alive,” Banks told him, loudly, standing up. “They’re starting to restrain you. They’re curling around your arms and legs, pulling them wide,” he told him, standing over the struggling shepherd.


  “NO!” Grady shrieked, eyes wide and horrified. “BANKS, HELP ME!” he screamed. His thick arms and legs began to slowly take on the shape of a spread eagle, his massive muscles roiling under his fur like steel cables. “Ungh! Ungh!”


  Banks watched. The imaginary ropes would be crawling over Grady like tentacles in a Japanese cartoon porno. The feeling must have been horrifying.


  Finally, the big dog was trapped. He quivered, his arms and legs held out perfectly straight from his body, his eyes wide and panicked.


  Banks leaned down over him.


  “Grady,” he said. “I want you to look into my eyes.”


  The shepherd stared up at him, his ears folding back, and inhaled sharply. “No no no no no,” he whimpered, his eyes locked on Banks. “Please. I’m begging you.”


  “I’m going to count down from ten,” Banks said. “When I get to one, you’ll be asleep,” he said, firmly.


  Grady shook his head. “Jesus, man, give me another chance.” He swallowed, his ears flattening against his head. “I know I don’t deserve it but please give me another chance. I know I fucked up. I can change. I can be a good cop.”


  “Ten…” Banks started.


  Grady stared at him, helpless to look away. “Think about what you’re doing, man… I have a life… a job…” He shook his head in denial, whimpering. “I worked so hard for it. I’m working hard to keep it.”


  Banks cocked his head. “Nine. It’s for your own good, Grady. Eight.”


  Grady blinked a few times, his eyes taking a moment to reopen. “I… I have a good arrest record. I put… I put bad guys in jail.” He watched Banks, captivated.


  Banks shook his head. “It’s not enough, Grady. Seven. You’re going to kill someone. Six.”


  Grady’s eyes blinked closed and barely reopened, watching the fox through narrow slits. “I’ll be a good dog. I promise,” he whimpered, his ears relaxing. “Please.”


  “It’s gonna be better, Grady. Five. You won’t have aaaannyything to worry about. Fourrrr,” Banks said, dragging out his words.


  “Scared…” Grady slurred, his eyelids flickering. The terrified expression on his face started to relax, and now he looked like he was going to fall asleep… which he was, whether he wanted to or not. “Dun… dun trust you.”


  “Ssssshh. Threee… .twoooooo… .”


  Grady blinked one final time, his eyes barely open to slits, and Banks was startled to see a tear drop slowly down each side of his face. “Please,” he whispered.


  Banks swallowed. “One,” he said, softly.


  Silently, without further protest, the massive, helpless shepherd went limp.


  Taking a deep breath, Banks let out a shaky sigh.


  “Oh, Grady,” he said, quietly, reaching up to rub at the bridge of his nose. “What am I going to do with you?”



  • • •


  Charles Grady sat bolt-upright in bed. “AH!” he cried.


  Wide-eyed, he looked around the dark room in alarm. Nothing looked familiar for a few panicked seconds, but then the objects around him started to take on normal shapes.


  His heart pounding, he clutched his hands to his chest. A dream. It had all been a dream.


  Swallowing, Grady shook his head back and forth, running his thick fingers through his hair. He couldn’t even remember what he’d been dreaming about. He just remembered the terror. Like he was dying.


  Taking a few deep breaths, his massive heart finally starting to slow down, Grady lay back down on his pillow. He stretched out in the bed, concentrating on his breathing, closing his eyes. Breathe in… breathe out. Breathe in… breathe out.


  Who had taught him that? One of the many therapists the department had sent him to see? He supposed it didn’t matter. The thought left him in a moment and he focused again on the air entering and exiting his body.


  Calm washed over him like warm ocean waves, and Grady felt sleep returning to him with surprising quickness. His arms and legs felt like lead, and even his eyes didn’t want to stay open. He lifted his thick muzzle, breathing deeply, and let out a deep sigh. He was relaxed. So relaxed. Completely relaxed.


  Someone sat down on the bed next to him.


  Slowly, Grady turned his head, half-opening his eyes, and with mild surprise realized that he couldn’t see anyone else in the room. There was a depression on the edge of the bed right next to him, but no one sitting in it.


  It must be a ghost, he thought dully.


  That made sense, right? A ghost. He heard that happened occasionally. Grady hadn’t known that he had a ghost, but it was possible, he supposed. His brain was working slowly, like he was drugged or something, but he wasn’t afraid. No sense in getting scared until he knew if it was a friendly ghost or not. No sense at all.


  The depression in the bed reversed itself, lifting back up, and still Grady saw nothing but the comforter un-flattening. He watched, idly, with half-closed eyes, waiting.


  Slowly, the sheet and comforter started to pull off of Grady’s thick chest. He watched it drag slowly down his body, exposing his bare, white chest and stomach, and then down past his naked sheath and balls. He shivered in the sudden coldness, but his arms and legs still felt like they were pinned down, so he didn’t move. He watched the comforter slide down his tree-trunk legs and oversized black paws, and then drop off the foot of the bed.


  Watching dully, Grady wondered why he wasn’t scared. He thought of the scene in Poltergeist where something similar had happened, and the lady in that movie had been downright terrified. Lazily, Grady wondered if he, too, would be dragged along the ceiling.


  Grady looked down at his muscular canine body, helpless and exposed, and let out a soft, shaky breath. He was at the ghost’s mercy now. He was nothing but a plaything. He hoped the ghost was a nice one.


  The bed jiggled again, and Grady watched the top-sheet next to him flatten and depress. It was kind of odd that a ghost had weight, but Grady supposed if they could move things like bed sheets they could flatten a top-sheet. Idly, he watched the depression lengthen and inch closer to him. His heart finally sped up with excitement and anxiousness.


  The ghost touched him, and he let out a soft, involuntary whimper. It touched his chest, digging in gently with sharp, manicured claws, and began gently scratching between his pecs.


  Lazily, Grady blinked a few times. The ghost flattened its palm against him, rubbing him hard and fast, and Grady was surprised to feel warmth in its touch. The ghost rubbed him over his sternum, and then kneaded both of his pecs, and Grady couldn’t help but feel pleasure at the sensation. He let out a little moan.


  The ghost responded to this, reaching up to stroke his upper chest, and then his neck. Grady squirmed at the intimate touch but raised his muzzle nonetheless, shivering gently.


  The ghost seemed to like his reaction, because it pressed up against him. Grady felt warmth all along his right side, from his armpit to his upper thigh, and again he reflected on how strange it was that a dead specter had warmth and softness, but he hadn’t ever met a ghost before so he would be rude to judge. And if he was honest with himself, the sensation of another smaller being snuggled up to his side was not a bad one.


  Grady half-closed his eyes, tilting his muzzle back even further, and the invisible being responded by stroking his thick neck and the underside of his black muzzle. Grady growled softly, arching his back, and finally some of the feeling was starting to come back to his thick, useless body. He spread his thick legs reflexively, taking a deep breath, unable to keep himself from letting out a soft moan again.


  Something cold and wet pressed into Grady’s armpit, and he jerked gently in mild surprise. The sensation was followed by something warm and wet, both of them to extremes, and Grady immediately felt his body respond. He curled his right arm at the elbow, flexing his cantaloupe-sized bicep and holding it, tensing the thick muscles framing his cavernous armpit. He knew he was being worshipped, on some level, and he wanted to prove his worth.


  There was snuffling and snarling in his armpit now, and Grady arched his back, taking a deep breath and letting his tongue poke out. It was impossible to deny his arousal at this point – through half-closed eyes he could see his sheath plumping and preparing to release his thick cock. The ghost was seducing him, and it was working. He didn’t know why. He didn’t care why. It felt good, and intimate, and arousing, and so he allowed it.


  The ghost bit the side of his pec gently, making him shudder, and Grady felt its snuffling nose cross his shoulder and ride up the side of his neck. He shivered, his fur floofing out at the intimate and invasive sensation, and then the ghost’s muzzle found his and his mind blanked out except for that.


  Stretched out, naked, and helpless, Grady closed his eyes and made out with the invisible creature. It felt… oddly familiar. His nose filled with a familiar fragrance, but he couldn’t quite place it. Idly, he felt his big cock slide out in one long push, his cockhead grazing his soft stomach fur, and it made him shudder.


  The ghost’s muzzle lifted for a moment, breaking the kiss, and after a moment Grady had the oddest desire to manhandle it, like he suddenly knew what the ghost wanted. He raised his big left paw and reached slowly in toward ghost’s head, stopping when he felt soft fur and triangular ears. He stroked the side of the ghost’s head as he sucked on its tongue, reaching down to gently dig his claws into its neck, and felt further downward until he could feel thin, muscular shoulders.


  The muzzle left his mouth again, and after another few seconds Grady once again felt a desire pop into his head. He grabbed the ghost by its scruff – ghosts had scruff, apparently – and pushed hard, shoving its head into his armpit again. He folded his thick bicep up, trapping the ghost’s face, and squirmed in muscular discomfort as the invisible beast snorted and snuffled under his arm. The creature shivered, and Grady knew he had done well. It was like he was receiving instructions on some level, and he was helpless to resist.


  Not that he would have resisted, anyway; he could smell his own throbbing cock now, and the big shepherd wanted this as much as the ghost did.


  Its muzzle still buried under his arm, the ghost’s paw groped along his upper chest, clawtips digging into his skin, questing lower and lower. It found Grady’s pecs, and then his stomach, and then slowly slid downward and curled around his cock.


  Grady shuddered, letting out a soft hiss, arching his back and groaning. “Unnnhhh,” he let out, half-closing his eyes again. He surrendered his grasp on the trapped ghost, and laid his big arms out at his sides again, unresisting.


  The ghost squeezed his thick member, gently pumping the top half of his meat, and whatever vestiges of flaccidness Grady had left disappeared in an instant. His cock throbbed with a hardness he seldom attained, quivering in the ghost’s soft paw, and it sent dull waves of pleasure crashing over him.


  Grady felt the ghost shift, and then most of its weight was on his chest and stomach, pinning him gently to the bed. He squirmed underneath the sudden weight, letting out a stupid, contented sigh. It felt good, to lie here and be pleasured by this unseen entity. He wanted it. He loved it.


  “Yeah,” he whispered softly, watching his cock throb and pulse. It stood up from his stomach, his foreskin pulling down and sliding back as the invisible paw worked it over. It was repetitive and cyclical and hypnotic, and Grady felt himself focus helplessly on the display. His eyes half-closed and he felt his tongue loll out.


  The weight on his chest shifted, and just as Grady felt hot breath on the top of his member, a warm, wet muzzle encircled the thick head of his cock. The shepherd moaned, spreading his legs and shuddering violently, and the warm muzzle sucked hard on his head, the heavenly paw still pumping his shaft. “Unh! Unn-rrrghhh!”


  Grady held obediently still, closing his eyes and lifting his muzzle up, feeling his cock jerk and swell to an almost painful hardness. The sensation of pleasure just kept building, and Grady felt his heart pounding. The whole world was bliss.


  The feelings began to overcome him, and Grady shifted and squirmed, the thick muscles in his legs tensing and shivering, making the entire room shake. He heard a soft rattling and looked up to see a large piece of framed art bouncing gently against the far wall; he could see the reflection of the bedside alarm clock jiggling back and forth.


  “It feels… so good…” he all but whimpered, arching his back and panting. He was so hard. This was so erotic. He would do anything the ghost wanted. He would stay here forever.


  The big shepherd watched through lidded eyes, but felt more than saw the invisible creature’s muzzle slide gently off his cock, leaving it slick with warm drool. The paw slid into the saliva and redoubled the pumping on his member, now greased by the creature’s wet drool, and then a tongue came into play, slurping greedily around his thick, throbbing cockhead, digging into the ridge at the top of his glans.


  Grady tilted his head back and moaned loudly. He was slowly climbing toward orgasm, and he let himself climb, humping shallowly at the entity’s invisible muzzle and paw. It felt so good to use his muscular body for such authentically erotic activity; a big dog like him was built to fuck, and to use his body for its intended purpose thrilled him on an instinctual level. He had been bred to fight and fuck and use his muscular body for all it was worth, and now he felt like he was doing all three.


  He knew he wouldn’t cum, though – he was a good dog, and he wouldn’t cum until he was told.


  The ghost clamped onto his balls, pulling hard downward on them, and Grady grit his teeth, snarling. It hurt like hell – the ghost was squeezing, too, like it was trying to pull his nutsack clean off – but Grady was a tough dog, and he could take it. He let out a strangled moan to show he was still in the game, clamping his big paws into fists as the pressure on his balls sent electric jolts of pain shooting into his legs and stomach.


  The ghost squeezed him, hurting him, until Grady threw back his muzzle and cried out, and then suddenly the pressure was gone.


  Blinking, his cock still throbbingly hard, Grady looked down. He searched the room, muffling his panting breath as best he could, furrowing his brow.


  He didn’t feel the ghost anymore.


  Swallowing Grady sat up in the bed. He lifted himself onto his huge arms, scooting his black-and-tan rear back toward the pillows, bringing himself into a sitting position against the headboard. His cock was still embarrassingly hard, throbbing with every beat of his heart, standing straight out from his modest gut.


  He had the strangest feeling of being watched in this position, naked and exposed on the bed. Studied. He puffed his chest out, staring warily into the room, clenching his meaty paws into fists again.


  A soft grating noise came from the nightstand next to him.


  As he watched, a drawer in the nightstand slid opened, and a tube of lubricant levitated out toward him.


  Grady just watched. He was going to be a good dog, and he knew that a good dog would hold still.


  The lube uncapped itself and upended, and now a blob of clear goo emptied out, only dropping a few inches before flattening out in thin air. The gel formed the light outline of a modestly-sized paw, and then slowly approached him. Grady furrowed his brow and squeezed his eyes shut as the ghost-paw circled around his cock and then worked him over from glans to balls. He shuddered, closing his eyes, and redoubled his efforts to hold perfectly still. Be a good dog be a good dog be a good dog BE A GOOD DOG DAMMIT.


  “Unngghh!” he cried, shivering violently deep in his quads. The headboard thunked against the back wall, repeatedly. Grady felt himself rise toward orgasm again but willed it back down. He couldn’t cum. He mustn’t cum, even if this was the most amazing sensation he had ever felt, even though it had been so long since someone tapped into his raw canine sex drive and gave him exactly what he wanted.


  The bed shook gently as a ghostly depression appeared in the mattress, and then another, and Grady realized the creature was crawling toward him. He scooted his butt away from the headboard, though he didn’t know why, and waited, holding his breath.


  Something soft and warm hit him in the chest, making him grunt, and Grady realized that the ghost had straddled him. He felt a fluffy tail on his slickened, throbbing member and something hard and rigid poking him in the stomach. His eyes widened in alarm as he realized he was being jabbed in the gut with a thick, hard ghost penis, but then he remembered that ghosts didn’t really have gender so it was all okay. It was completely okay. He had no problem with it.


  Grady started to feel sleepy again, his body betraying him once more, and all he could do was hold perfectly still, leaning his thick shoulders against the headboard, his crowbar-stiff cock glistening with clear gel. He was only dimly aware as the phantom goo blob descended to a point just in front of his penis – the ghost is lubing itself, he realized, didn’t know ghosts needed to do that – and then smear out into his chest fur as the ghost wiped its paw clean. He felt a firm paw on his cock, holding him so roughly it started to hurt him, and then the creature raised itself up, carefully lined up Grady’s cockhead, and slowly descended onto him.


  Grady jerked suddenly, banging his skull against the headboard with a hollow thunk, as his cock was suddenly encased in warm and incredible tightness. It was a sensation he had never felt before, his cock pressing hard against what felt like a ring of warm, strong muscle, and then suddenly sliding inside. “Hrrrrrrrnnnggghhh!” he groaned, squeezing his eyes shut and baring his teeth, as the ghostly specter slid slowly down upon him. “Hrrr! Hrrr! Hrrrrrgh!” Grady couldn’t catch his breath, so tight and hot was the creature sliding lowering itself onto his stone-stiff dogmeat.


  He held perfectly still – he could do nothing but hold perfectly still – and tried not to faint. The creature was taking it slowly, and to Grady it was like his cock was on fire – the sensation of being squeezed applied to every nerve in his member. “F-f-f-uck,” he gasped, shivering.


  The ghost finally reached the end of his shaft, and Grady felt the creature shiver, its passage clamping down on the base of his cock. He stared dully into space, his eyes focused on nothing, cast off uselessly into the dark room. He felt stupid, dull, clueless, ruled by his cock and his muscles. It was getting hard to think. It was getting hard to do anything but sit and let the ghost own him.


  Somewhere in his mind, the little part of Grady’s cop brain that was still functioning reported with absolute horror that the ghost had taken control of his mind, that this was not a nice ghost, that it was using some sort of evil supernatural power on him. Grady realized it all right then – he had been duped, and the monster was making him its slave. That he still had a chance at escape, but not for long – if he let the creature go any further, he would never get away.


  Grady was still dully considering the possibility when he felt a warm muzzle press against his, and abruptly, he lost track of what he’d been thinking about.


  The big dog closed his eyes and opened his mouth, welcoming the ghost’s tongue into his muzzle, kissing it back slowly and firmly. He tasted it, exploring the entirety of its small muzzle with his thick tongue, letting out soft snorts and moans as his entire body coursed with hot pleasure. The little creature’s firm kiss made his heart race, made him breathe hard and fast.


  The creature broke the kiss, pulling away, and Grady swallowed a muzzleful of their combined saliva. Some of it escaped his tongue, and when he started panting again it tipped out his muzzle and ran down his chest. He stared at it, puzzled. He was drooling. But that was okay, because no one minded when a big dog drooled. When a big, dumb dog started drooling, nobody was even surprised. Some folks even liked it. It was just fine that he was drooling, so Grady drooled, staring stupidly into the dark bedroom as a streamer of hot dog spit ran down his chest and soaked into his fur.


  The creature shifted on his cock, wrenching itself half an inch off his meat, and Grady’s eyes rolled back into his head. He couldn’t believe the tightness. It ruled him. The ghost’s legs shook as it lifted itself slowly, and then relaxed as it impaled itself on him again. Grady wanted to reach up and shove the creature down on himself, but he didn’t. He wasn’t worried about hurting it (you couldn’t hurt a ghost, he reasoned), but he didn’t want to be rude.


  The ghost set up a hesitant rhythm, lifting itself and then sliding back down onto him, and Grady stared into space, dazed. The creature was so warm, it was like standing in front of a bonfire, and Grady felt a thin trickle of sweat run down the center of his back. His fur was damp and matted to his body, and as he heated up his tongue hung out even further, and he watched, entranced, his own dog spit soaking his chest and stomach. He was held down on the bed by the creature’s weight, its lithe muscles encasing him and pinning him against the headboard, and he held as still as he could as the ghost used him like a toy.


  He knew he was being a good dog, and the sense of pride was nearly as much pleasure as the invisible muscle grinding against him. He puffed out his chest, drooling happily, and stared into the darkness. He was a good dog. He would always be a good dog. The ghost was his master now, and the ghost would see to that. Master would always see to that.


  He tried the word, hesitantly, his voice soft and gravelly. “Master,” he whispered, trying not to shiver. “Master,” he said again, an edge of a whimper in his voice as the creature worked itself over his cock.


  The ghost paused in its pumping, and for half a second Grady was terrified he’d done something wrong, but then two thick paws grasped his face and the ghost was kissing him again. Grady liked the sensation of being held roughly in place; he liked the sensation of being controlled. He loved that the ghost was controlling him.


  The ghost broke the kiss again, and began riding him once more, and Grady realized with a gasp that he could see the faint outline of two eyes, hovering in the room. “M-master?” he whispered, hesitantly, but after a moment all his apprehension left him. He saw the two most beautiful eyes he had ever seen, blue or maybe green, strong and compassionate and controlling. He stared, his big canine body completely entranced, and felt honored and privileged and excited beyond description that Master was allowing him this pleasure. He shivered, his tail thumping behind him.


  Master started riding him again, faster this time, and Grady realized the ghost must be getting close. He shivered with pride that the master-ghost was getting so much pleasure out of using him. He felt strong and powerful and capable. Swallowing, Grady raised his thick arms and flexed, tensing biceps the size of softballs, and he felt the ghost shiver violently. Then there were warm paws on his arms, and the ghost leaned in close to him, licking his face and grinding its cock against his stomach, and Grady let out a high-pitched moan at the waves of bliss washing over him.


  The ghost pushed away from him, suddenly, and Grady felt it twisting around behind him. He spotted something on the bedspread he hadn’t seen before, as the ghost picked it up and raised it toward him. He gasped in surprise.


  It was a dog collar. It was a huge dog collar, at least four inches thick, with a buckle the size of a compact-disc case. It probably weighed half a pound. He smelled the leather as it came toward him, and as the cop part of his brain shrieked in a panic, he just watched it slowly approach him, because big stupid dogs like him didn’t have anything to worry about as long as their masters were watching over them.


  Drooling, he began to wag as the buckle opened and the thick leather closed around his bull neck. The buckle clanked loudly as it was fastened under his chin, and Grady looked up into his master’s eyes and shivered with pleasure.


  Once his collar was tight around his neck (but not too tight), Grady wagged proudly, flexing his big arms again. He felt so good that he couldn’t help himself, and wrapped his arms around his ghost-master’s torso, pinning its arms down, letting his tongue loll out and nuzzling him hard. He flexed his hips, shallowly humping his master’s small frame, and felt the smaller creature shiver in pleasure. He grunted softly and humped harder, encouraged by his silent master’s response. He could almost hear him, whispering into his ear. Harder, Grady. Harder. HARDER.


  Grady bear-hugged the invisible ghost, pinning its arms to its sides, and bore down, pushing down with his thick arms and grinding the ghost against his legs and cock, spiking shallowly up into him with every thrust of his hips. He felt his knot begin to swell, but he was already hilted inside the smaller creature, so as it began to grow he was already inside. He let out an urgent, high-pitched moan, squeezing his eyes shut and digging his muzzle in against the nape of the creature’s neck. He held him as tightly as he could with his thick arms, whimpering in pleasure so intense it nearly hurt him, feeling the ghost angle its neck and shove its tongue deep into Grady’s expansive ear. He was right on the edge of orgasm, staring down into its blackness, ready to fly over at any moment.


  All higher brain functions slowly faded for Grady as he came closer and closer to orgasm, his thick knot swelling inside the smaller beast, trapping Grady underneath him. The ghost completely took control of him, erasing his thoughts, making his mind and his life fade into nothingness in the background, and even the concept of spoken word retreated for Grady, replaced by a sense of obedience and pride and arousal and power. Grady humped like a machine, his mind a complete blank, completely unaware of anything in the world beside the strength and captivity he felt grinding upward into the willing beast who controlled him, bound to him mentally and physically: his Master.


  The shivering creature in his grasp suddenly stiffened and jerked, and Grady felt his chest swell with pride as the ghost clamped down on his knot and spurted hot spectral semen all over his stomach. It was an incredible amount, and now Grady’s entire torso felt slick with saliva and his master’s cum. The acrid-ammonia scent of semen hit Grady’s nose and made his eyes burn, and he shivered violently in pleasure at what a good dog he had been.


  The grinding and clamping of his spasming master made his cock feel raw and electrified, and then suddenly the block that had held Grady back was gone, and the moment it happened his cock took over his body, erupting into his master with a force that Grady had never experienced before. He squeezed the ghost hard, snarling viciously, drooling and foaming down his master’s back, shivering hard enough to shake the entire bed and make the walls creak. Grady lost control of his body, digging his muzzle into the nape of the ghost’s neck, feeling his big arms shake and quaking deep in the thick muscles of his leg. The bed rumbled like an earthquake and he was dimly aware of a sharp CRACK! as the bedside alarm clock rattled off the nightstand and dropped to the floor.


  “Earrrrrrrrrrgggggrrrhhhhhh!” Grady roared, his cock jerking like a fire hose inside his master’s small frame, blasting the ghost’s insides with jet after jet of hot dog cum, and Grady shook violently. His master squirmed and writhed in his grasp as it happened, shaking as hard as Grady himself, and as he poured waves of his seed into the specter he held on to him as much to be supportive as for his own pleasure. Grady snarled into the night, foaming down his master’s back, and he was suffused with the sensation of being the best dog in the entire world.


  Fine dots of color appeared in the corners of Grady’s vision, and just when he started to feel light-headed the throes of his orgasm started to fade. The sensations went slowly, and Grady could barely stop shivering, but he reasoned that his master must be very tender so he held as still as he possibly could. Grady panted, hard, releasing the ghost’s small frame, shivering with the echoes of his orgasm, trying desperately to avoid moving his painfully-sensitive cock. He whined plaintively.


  Strong hands, wet and smelling of sweat, reached up to stroke at his muzzle and face, and Grady shivered with pleasure. He panted joyfully, licking at the ghost’s palms and fingers, and chuffed loudly, he was so happy.


  And then something amazing happened.


  Master spoke.


  His voice was soft and gentle, and so beautiful that Grady’s fur stood on end to hear it.


  “You’re a good dog, Grady,” his master said, and Grady’s heart soared into the heavens.


  Then it told him to sleep, and Charles Grady did not hear any more.



  • • •


  His feet up on the coffee table in front of him, Richard Banks looked down and studied the shepherd snoozing in his lap.


  Grady was curled up next to him, naked except for his thick collar, his big body taking up two full cushions even with his legs tucked up against his chest. He lay on his side with his head in Richard’s lap. The big dog was breathing slowly and evenly, his eyes closed and his ears limp against his head. He was perfectly motionless, except for the gentle rising and falling of his chest. The dog smelled a little like a weight room in use, but at least he was dry – Banks had wiped most of the liquid off of his chest.


  The fox sat with one hand on Grady’s shoulder, and reached up with his right hand to gently stroke Grady’s thick muzzle. He heard a soft, rhythmic thumping noise, and glanced over to see Grady’s thick tail fwumping repeatedly against the couch.


  He smiled. Grady looked so peaceful and calm while he was asleep.


  Ruminating on that, Banks’ smile slowly faded.


  “They always do,” he said, softly. Cocking his head, he let out a sigh.


  Grady snuffled softly, stirring, but only for a moment.


  Banks had put everything in place. But he hadn’t actually made a decision yet. He had Grady under control either way, but if he did what he was thinking of doing, there was always the possibility of failure.


  Grady wouldn’t kill anyone. Not anymore – Banks had seen to that. But there was always the capacity for disappointment. If he left Grady as he was, a mindless obedient slave, the big canine wouldn’t have the chance to let him down. Or let himself down, which would arguably be harder to watch.


  Banks watched the sleeping dog.


  I know I don’t deserve it, Grady had said, but give me another chance.


  Rolling his eyes, Banks snorted loudly. “Richard Banks, you are such a fucking pushover.”


  Reaching awkwardly around the big dog’s head, Banks reached around for his collar and clumsily worked the thick tongue out of the buckle.


  “Alright, Grady,” he said grimly. “Don’t make me regret this.” He opened the collar and gently lifted it off of Grady’s neck. He tucked the collar in next to him, between his cushion and the armrest, and reached down to gently stroke Grady’s face.


  The big dog slowly stirred.


  Snuffling, Grady blinked slowly awake, his eyes opening half-way at best. He squinted in the bright light of the living room, frowning in displeasure, and grunted unhappily.


  Banks swallowed. “C’mon, Grady. Wakey wakey.” He roughly scratched the top of the dog’s muzzle, digging his claws in gently.


  Grady groaned and squeezed his eyes shut, rolling his head back and forth. He opened his mouth impossibly wide and yawned silently, and when he was done he looked cautiously up at Richard.


  “Hi,” Banks told him, lamely.


  Grady nodded silently, and then looked warily around the room, taking it all in. He considered for a moment, rolling onto his back, and looked down at his chest. Then he lifted himself onto his elbows and looked at Richard.


  “What happened?” he asked, gruffly.


  Banks stared at him for a moment. “I haven’t blocked any of your memories, Grady,” he told him.


  Grady stared at him, and then his eyes drifted away. He shifted uncomfortably on the sofa, his fur bristling, and let out a shuddering breath. “I… I remember,” he said, softly. “It’s faint. Like a dream.” He thought for another few moments, and then shivered. The entire couch quivered gently.


  Banks cracked a smile. “A good dream, if I gauged your participation correctly.”


  Grady cast a sidelong frown in his direction, and then scoffed, quietly. He shook his head. “I wasn’t even thinking. I couldn’t even think.” He turned his head away and stared off into the distance.


  The fox shrugged. “Only toward the end. I left you mostly intact for the rest of the… encounter.”


  Grady processed that for a moment, and then nodded grimly. “Yeah.” He thought for a moment, reaching up to rub his neck, smoothing the fur that had ruffled when Banks had removed his collar. Squirming awkwardly into a sitting position, he abruptly turned to face the fox. “Why did you release me?”


  Banks blinked at him, eyes wide. “Uh… beg pardon?”


  Grady cocked his head. “You had me. All I could think about was making you happy.” He set his jaw, the tips of his ears shaking, and it occurred to Banks how brave the dog was even to broach the topic. “But now we’re having his conversation like nothing even happened.”


  Banks nodded thoughtfully. “Well… you asked me for another chance.” He shrugged.


  Grady watched him and stayed silent for a few moments, his nostrils flaring. “Didn’t think that would make a difference.”


  Banks shrugged awkwardly. He could feel himself blushing. “I’m not completely unreasonable.”


  Grady cocked his head, considering him. “So… now what?”


  Banks swallowed, looking away. He could feel himself flushing already. “Now… we’ve got to test something.”


  Grady furrowed his brow, puzzled.


  Setting his jaw, Banks reached forward and smacked him across the face. Crack!


  “Unf!” Eyes wide, Grady’s muzzle snapped to one side. He looked back at Banks with wide, incredulous eyes.


  Banks narrowed his eyes. “C’mon, Grady. That’s not the oversensitive asshole we know and love. Ain’tcha gonna get angry?” He swung his paw back, cracking Grady across the muzzle again.


  The shepherd’s head snapped back the other way. His face wrinkled murderously. “Watch it, fleabag,” he growled softly. “I’ve got a short fuse.”


  Banks grunted. “Yeah, and I’m lighting it.” He flicked Grady on the nose, making the shepherd snort and recoil. “C’mon, you fuckwit, get mad. Or I’ll make you suck my cock again. Slut.”


  Grady’s eyes squeezed almost shut, and he snarled viciously, leaning forward, his ears raised and aggressive. He lifted his lips into a terrifying, tooth-filled sneer, and then suddenly… stopped.


  Grady’s growl cut off like a record without a needle. His death mask faded in a heartbeat, and he stared at the fox with no emotion more involved than mild curiosity.


  His heart pounding, Richard swallowed hard. “Good, it works. Jeez, I was about to start running.” He gently rubbed his own chest, trying to will his pulse back down. “Tell me what you’re feeling, Grady.”


  The dog puzzled over it for a moment. He considered the answer for a long time. “Nothing,” he said, finally. “Absolutely nothing.”


  The fox nodded slowly. “Okay. Take me through it. You felt anger, rising anger… and then…?”


  Grady pondered, and then looked up at him, with all the emotion of a librarian consulting a card catalog. “At first I wanted to squeeze your neck until your head popped off.”


  Flushing, Banks nodded. “Go on.”


  Grady stared woodenly back at him. “But then I realized the consequences made that option impossible. I would lose my job and go to jail.” He thought for another moment. “Then I realized you had probably programmed this… detachment… into me, and you were still in control of my mind. With that understood it seemed irrational to do anything but wait until your next command.”


  Banks nodded thoughtfully. He sat back on the couch, his heart finally slowing to a normal rhythm. “Mmm. DogBot, that language is a bit too formal. Try to sound a little less like Mr. Spock.”


  Grady nodded. “Yes sir,” he said. He puzzled for a moment. “Obviously you were still running the show, so I waited to see what your next move was,” he grunted.


  Banks nodded, smiling thoughtfully. “That’s better.” He cocked his head. “Feeling any better, Grady?”


  The shepherd blinked at him, and suddenly his face filled with expression again – his brow furrowed and his lips tightened anxiously. Grady was back in control. “Wh-wh-whut the hell?” he whispered.


  Banks cocked his head. “You tell me, Grady. Figure it out,” he said, softly.


  Grady swallowed, thinking furiously. “You programmed me with… an override?”


  Banks nodded. “I sure did.”


  Grady eyed him, alarmed. “Like… like a… steam… release valve or something.”


  Banks smiled. “Yep. If your pressure goes too high… DogBot takes over.”


  Grady let out a shaky breath. “It was like… it was the strangest thing.” He shook his head slowly. “I didn’t feel anything. Just facts and figures and training, scrolling through my mind.” He frowned piercingly up at Banks, his muzzle wrinkling. “You don’t think I can keep control on my own.”


  The lithe fox thought for a moment, and then shrugged. “It’s a safety measure. I don’t expect to crash my car, Grady. But I wear my seatbelt anyway.”


  Grady scowled at him. “This isn’t going to interfere with my work, is it?”


  Banks shook his head. “It shouldn’t. If ever you’re in the mood to beat somebody senseless, your emotionless counterpart will take over. It’s still you in there, just without the blinding rage to get you into trouble.” He grinned sardonically.


  Grady stared at him, and then nodded thoughtfully. He looked down, lost in thought, and finally sighed softly. “This is just a band-aid though, isn’t it?” he said, swallowing.


  Banks nodded. “I’m afraid so.” He reached forward slowly, risking a gentle paw on Grady’s knee. “But this will give us the edge we need to work on the real problem.”


  Grady blinked at him. “To work on… how… whut?” He swallowed.


  Banks waved a black paw dismissively. “I’ll explain later, puppy,” he said. “But right now… aren’t you a little more interested in cleaning up?” He looked down at the matted fur on Grady’s chest.


  Grady stared at him, wrinkled his nose abruptly, and looked down at his damp chest. He shuddered, grimaced, and swallowed hard. “Alright,” he said, gritting his teeth. “Where is it.”


  Banks furrowed his eyebrows. “Beg pardon?”


  Grady rolled his shoulders, shivering. “Ugh. My skin is crawling, and a little sweaty fur never bothered me before. You programmed me to be as prissy as you are.” He grimaced. “Probably triggered by asking about it. So where’s the shower?”


  Banks blinked at him, and let out a soft breath, smiling. “Grady, you are a hell of a lot smarter than I give you credit for. You must be one impressive fucking cop.”


  Grady stared at him for a moment, and then turned away. His black muzzle hid most of the coloration under his fur, but Banks thought he saw just the trace of a blush.


  Banks chuckled. “Upstairs, through the master bedroom. Use whatever you want in there, and when you come back down I expect you to smell better.”


  Grady nodded and got to his big feet. “And then… I can go home?”


  Banks smiled at him. “When you get back down here, we’ll talk.”



  • • •


  Grady padded softly upstairs. He was exhausted, and aside from the skin-crawling sensation of being unclean, he was eager for the shower as a way to ease his big, worn out muscles.


  He passed through the master bedroom, which he immediately recognized from his encounter with the “ghost,” and thumped slowly through to the shower.


  The stall was more than big enough for a dog of his size, and after a few minutes Grady was lost in the heat and the steam. He took his time, forgetting all about the fox and the behavior complaints and his divorce and everything about his life that had seemingly gone off track. When he finished, he smelled of lilacs and lavender, and he was so relaxed he could have gone to sleep right in Banks’ bed.


  There was a pair of sweatpants and a white t-shirt on the bed when he finished toweling off. The shirt was a little tight in the shoulders, which kept Grady from being too creeped out that Banks happened to have it on hand, and he padded slowly downstairs in bare feet and relative comfort.


  Banks was in a room Grady hadn’t seen before, a medium-sized space off the living room. It had a big oak desk with its back to the window, a series of bookcases lining the walls, and a large leather sofa. The sofa was chocolate-brown with small brass buttons every few inches, and it looked expensive. There was a small matching chair, with Banks inside it, and a number of small lamps in the room on desks and small tables. The room looked cozy and inviting.


  The fox had changed into a fresh shirt and tie, and he was perched expectantly in the chair. He smiled. “Welcome back, Grady. I trust you’re feeling better?”


  The shepherd nodded cautiously.


  Banks gestured toward the large sofa. “Why don’t you have a seat, Officer?”


  Frowning warily, Grady nodded, and turned toward the sofa. As he was approaching it he noticed a large framed diploma on the wall over the couch. It was flanked with several smaller frames, all holding diplomas, but it was the big one that caught his eye.


  It said RICHARD A. BANKS, LICENSED CLINICAL PSYCHOLOGIST.


  Grady turned, his eyes wide. “No fucking way. You’re a fucking shrink?”


  Banks smiled proudly at him. “Have a seat, Officer Grady.”


  The dog slowly turned and cautiously lowered himself onto the sofa. “So this is–”


  Banks crossed his legs, leaning to one side in the chair. He adjusted the clipboard in his lap, folding his paws over it, and studied Grady. “This… is where we work on the real problem.”


  Grady swallowed hard. “Do I even have to tell you how fucked up this–”


  Banks chuckled. “No need, Officer. I’m afraid we’re both… somewhat lacking in the basic tenets of our job expectations.” He cocked his head, grinning. “But I won’t tell if you won’t.”


  Grady snorted. “Like I have a choice.”


  Banks grinned. “That’s the spirit! Now then, Officer… why don’t you tell me about your family?”


  Grady sighed, rolling his eyes. “I know the drill. He closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and started talking.



  TWO HOURS LATER


  Banks followed Grady into the foyer, marveling at the difference in the dog’s demeanor. Clad in his uniform, looking professional and polished, Grady took long, confident strides, his back straight, his ears up. He was relaxed now; tired, but somewhat at peace. Banks had seen this before, usually in first-time clients. A lot of times, it really did help just to talk. Banks wouldn’t have stated that they’d “gotten anywhere” yet, but the change in Grady’s behavior was undeniable.


  The shepherd glanced back at him, and didn’t quite smile, but the corner on one side of his mouth did tug just a little. Banks decided to amend his earlier thought – Grady wasn’t just adorable when he was sleeping. Anytime he smiled, even just a little, he was arguably the most handsome shepherd Banks had ever laid eyes on.


  “So,” Banks said, ignoring the blush creeping up into his cheeks. “How do you feel?”


  Grady paused at the door, and looked back at him. “Better, I guess.” Now he did smile, lopsidedly. “I don’t think I’ve ever talked about myself that much before.”


  Banks nodded. “What about your prior therapists?” Grady’s face fell at the question, and Banks chuckled. “Sorry, I’m still doing it. Forget it. No more questions.”


  Grady smiled gratefully, and then took a deep, relaxed breath. “Thanks. Well… yeah, I guess I do feel better.” He glanced at the door, and then frowned back at Banks. “So… now what?”


  Banks cocked his head. “Well, you’ve still got the override trigger. So you’ll be okay for the time being.” He thought for a moment. “I’m free Tuesdays and Friday evenings. Why don’t you come by around eight?”


  Grady frowned crookedly. “Do I have a choice?”


  Banks smiled. “I’d be happy to reschedule for another time block.”


  Grady snorted.


  The little fox shrugged. “I won’t even bill you for your copay,” he said, grinning.


  Grady smiled grimly. “Sure. You’ll just take it out of my black-and-tan ass.”


  Banks grinned. “You bet. You can’t spell ‘therapist’ without ‘rapist,’ after all.”


  To the fox’s surprise, Grady laughed out loud at that, and it made Banks grin.


  The big shepherd shook his shaggy head, his eyes fading out. “Gahd. This is so fucking weird.” He shook his head again, and finally looked sideways at Banks. “Do you really think we have a shot at beating this?”


  Banks thought for a moment. “Yeah, I do.” He stared up into Grady’s eyes, concentrating on the tiny spark of hopefulness he saw. “You mentioned a lot of possible sources of unresolved issues, and I think with time we’ll easily get to the bottom of your anger.”


  Grady frowned, clenching his jaw so tightly the line between his black lips seemed to disappear. His nostrils flared, and then he spoke. “My old man never did beat this whole anger thing,” he said. “He was a raging asshole right up until his stroke.”


  Banks nodded. “I know. In fact he’s one of the possible triggers.” He reached forward and gently touched Grady’s forearm. “We’ll get it, Grady. I promise.”


  Grady swallowed, his eyes widening a little, and for a moment Banks caught a glimpse of what he had come to understand was fear. “And if we don’t?” the dog asked, a hint of desperation in his voice.


  Banks took a deep breath, watched the dog for a moment, and stepped toward the living room sofa.


  When he returned, he was carrying the dog collar.


  Grady’s eyes locked on it and widened immediately. His anxiety melted away in an instant, replaced by a glazed-over expression of blissful canine stupidity. “Master,” he said dully, his eyes locked on the buckle.


  Banks gently swung the thick collar, letting the buckle act like a pendulum’s weight. He stepped slowly toward the towering shepherd.


  Grady slid effortlessly to his knees, his jaw opening and his tongue lolling out, and stared up at the buckle with absolute mindless worship, thin droplets of drool spotting the front of his uniform.


  Grinning, Banks slid the collar into his back pocket. The buckle barely fit.


  Grady snapped out of it the instant the collar was out of sight. His eyes widened into a panic, and then he scowled, clamping his mouth shut and swallowing. Clearing his throat loudly, he staggered awkwardly to his feet, crouching over in humiliation but still a head taller than Banks.


  The fox grinned. “That’s what happens if we don’t get it. Plan B is your enslavement.” He cocked his head, showing most of his teeth. “Feeling motivated?”


  Grady just glowered at him.


  Banks winked. “Good dog.”


  Grady rolled his eyes, reaching for the doorknob. He turned back. “Oh yeah,” he said. One more thing.” He looked out the front door, dipping his muzzle. “It’s… not what you think.”


  Banks frowned. “What? What’s not what I think?”


  Grady swallowed, still refusing to make eye contact. “I know what you were thinking when I told you why my wife divorced me.” The big shepherd glanced at him, and then concentrated on the doorknob in his paw, like it would skitter away if he took his eyes off it for a second. “It really was over my… problems in the bedroom.” Blushing furiously, Grady looked back at him, his eyes focused in the center of Banks’ chest. “But I bet you think I’m a… a… repressed…” He swallowed hard, choking on the rest of the sentence.


  Banks shook his head, letting out a breath. “Grady, don’t worry about it,” he said, quickly. “I haven’t come to any conclusions at all yet… we’re still in the learning stage.” He put a comforting paw on Grady’s forearm again and smiled brightly at him.


  Grady clenched his teeth and nodded grimly.


  Banks reached up to clap the shepherd on the back. “G’wan home, Grady. Get some sleep and I’ll see you Tuesday.”


  Grady nodded, hiding a little smile, and stepped through the front door. He took a few steps and stopped.


  Banks blinked at him.


  The big dog turned back. “Is this… Carpenter Street?”


  Banks’ eyes widened. “Uh, yes it is,” he said. “Something wrong?”


  The big dog grinned again, and this time Banks immediately detected a hint of evil in it. “Did you get your ticket yet?”


  Banks stared at him, and then felt his jaw drop. “My ticket? My speeding ticket? You never gave me one!”


  Grady grinned toothily at him. “Yeah, I did. I wrote it out before you put me under.” He licked his teeth, wagging in self-appreciation. “I found it in my book the next morning and submitted it.”


  Banks shook his head. “But… I never signed anything!”


  Grady grinned proudly. “I know. I forged it.”


  Banks stared blankly at him, his jaw hanging open, and snarled in annoyance. “For fuck’s sake, Grady… you really are an asshole, aren’t you?!” he snapped, and slammed the door.


  The last thing he saw was Grady’s grinning face.


  Stepping away from the front door, Banks couldn’t help but smile.
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  Matthew Barnes needed an oil change.


  Well, technically, Matthew Barnes’ aging Honda Civic needed an oil change, but since the gray fox was the vehicle’s sole owner and the Civic wasn’t going to drive itself to a service station, the issue at hand was Barnes’ responsibility.


  All but silently, the gray fox piloted his decade-old hatchback off Galen Street into the small parking lot of Ray’s Auto Shop.


  It was ten to 6:00, a few minutes before closing, and this late in the fall it was all but dark out. It was unseasonably cold, close to freezing, and as far as Barnes could tell he was the sole customer at the service station.


  Perfect.


  He pulled up against the side of the building.


  


  A small bell jangled over his head as he pulled open the glass door opening into the tiny lobby. The front room was barely the size of a large sectional sofa, flanked with cheap metal chairs, with an ancient television and coffee pot stuffed in one corner, and informational posters about various car parts all over the walls.


  There was a service desk barely bigger than a podium, and since one entire wall was open to the service area, the room was barely warmer than the outside. Most of the real estate at Ray’s Auto was taken up by three large repair bays, two of them with car lifts and one open to a lower level for oil changes.


  There were two people in the tiny lounge. Leaning against the wall nearest the service desk was a large bull in navy blue coveralls, coffee brown with a white chest and muzzle, built like a brick shithouse with foot-wide horns. He had his thick arms crossed and an annoyed look on his face when he saw the door open, but his eyes widened noticeably when he saw who was stepping through the door.


  The other person in the room, planted in one of the battered metal chairs, was a young boar whom he had never met, just as Barnes had been advised.


  He put on his best smile. “Sorry to squeeze in right as you’re closing,” the fox said. “I’m about 400 miles overdue for an oil change. Got time for me?”


  The bull said nothing, just stared at him with too-wide eyes, but the boar leapt energetically out of his chair. “Sure thing, Mister!” he said. “Give me something to do before we close.” He was friendly, over-eager. Brand-new, obviously so.


  But of course, Barnes knew that already.


  “Thanks,” he said, awkwardly playing with his silk tie. The idea was to appear nervous and grateful. “I work till after you close most nights. I was also, uh, hoping I could run a squeaking noise past you, and you could tell me if the car is going to explode.”


  He stared right at the bull as he said it. The bovine’s nametag said HAROLD.


  “New guy,” the bull said, hollowly. “You get ‘im.” He never took his eyes off of Barnes, nor had he budged from the wall.


  The boar nodded enthusiastically, and gestured toward the door. “Lead the way, sir. I’m Doug.”


  Barnes grinned toothily. “Matt Barnes. The pleasure is all mine.”


  


  Doug let out a low whistle as they approached Barnes’ Civic. “Wow. Bit of an old soldier here, huh?” he said, grinning.


  The boar looked like he was in his mid-twenties, solidly-built in the shoulders and packing a bit of paunch in the gut. He had a thick frame, big hands, and two tusks protruding from his lower jaw that Barnes found absolutely adorable. He was golden brown, the color of caramel sauce, except for a thick, well-trimmed black beard running around the border of his chin. He was gorgeous, in a boy-next-door sort of way, and he would have been welcomed into the arms of any frat-boy porn site.


  “It’s an ’89,” Barnes told him, grinning openly. “I’ve had it since grad school, and I bought it used at the time anyway.”


  Doug cocked his head, his green eyes widening a little. “Wow. I’m only two years older than your car,” he said, grinning.


  Barnes shrugged congenially. “Why don’t I pop the hood for you?” he asked.


  Nodding feverishly, the boar stepped toward the front of the car.


  In the driver’s seat, Barnes started the engine, stepped to the front of the vehicle, and put the hood up. With the vehicle against the side of the building and nothing at their backs but trees, the hood hid them nicely from the rest of the world.


  Also perfect.


  The engine was already hot and provided a bit of warmth as it idled quietly.


  The boar cocked his head. “How many miles on this bad boy?” he asked. He leaned over the engine block.


  “Two hundred ten.” Barnes grinned proudly.


  The boar glanced at him, his thick eyebrows arching upward. “Damn, that many? I’d have guessed under two hunnert thousand. This is the quietest I ever heard an engine over 150K.”


  Barnes wrinkled his muzzle, trying to appear visibly disgusted. “Not completely quiet, I’m afraid. I just had the serpentine belt replaced, and I think it’s developed this little squeak. I’m told this means the belt is too loose.”


  Doug blinked at him, looking alarmed and nervous. “Uh, if there’s a problem with somethin’ you had did here, I should probably get my manager so he can–”


  Barnes held up his hands. “Relax, I’m not mad. I’m not even sure I hear anything. I was hoping you could be my second set of ears.”


  Doug stared at him, and then looked longingly back at the service building.


  “It’ll just take a second,” Barnes pleaded. “I don’t want to seem crazy dragging your boss out here if I’m imagining the noise in the first place.”


  Doug frowned uncertainly at him.


  Barnes let out a little sigh. “C’mon, Doug. It’s cold. Just listen to the stupid engine, willya?”


  After an unsure moment, with Barnes’ heart pounding in his chest, the young boar nodded.


  The fox resisted the urge to grin. “Great,” he said. “Okay, I’m going to rev the engine a little. After hard acceleration, I always get this goofy squeak for a few miles. You ready?”


  Frowning with concentration, Doug nodded. He stared at the engine block like a puppy waiting for a treat.


  Barnes cracked a smile, reaching forward for the acceleration wire, just behind the radiator. “Okay, I’m going to goose it. Listen close, okay?”


  Doug blinked at him, impressed. “Wow. You know where the drive wire is. Most people don’t know that exists.”


  This time Barnes did grin widely. “That’s nothing,” he said. “I’m just full of surprises.”


  Doug’s brow furrowed and he looked like he was going to ask for clarification, but Barnes yanked on the drive wire and he didn’t get his chance.


  VRRRRRRMMMMMmmmmmmmmm mmmmmm the Civic roared indignantly, and then dropped in pitch until it was rumbling contentedly. The boar leaned over the engine block expectantly, bracing his hands on the radiator assembly.


  Vrrrmmmm mmmmm mmmmmm mmmm went the Honda.


  “Listen closely,” Barnes told him. “This might take a few minutes,” he said.


  Staring at the valve covers like he was expecting them to leap up and skitter away, Doug nodded absent-mindedly.


  “Do you hear anything?” Barnes asked.


  Frowning, Doug shook his head. “Sorry,” he whispered. “Fraid I can’t tell if there’s–”


  “Listen closely,” Barnes chided him. “I’m sure I heard something.”


  Doug glanced at him for a moment, frowning cutely between his tusks, and went back to staring at the engine block, his thick eyebrows furrowed unhappily.


  “If you listen close enough, I’m sure you’ll hear it too,” he said to the boar, lowering his voice. “If you just listen for a few minutes.”


  The boar nodded. “Okay,” he said, softly.


  “Get to know the sound of the engine,” Barnes told him, slowing his voice even more. “Listen to its soft rumble. Like ocean waves. Soft and slow and even. Do you hear it?”


  Still staring at the engine cover, Doug nodded. “Yeh,” he said.


  “Just concentrate on the soft rumble of the engine,” Barnes said softly. “It’s a beautiful sound, isn’t it. The sound of a well-maintained engine.”


  His eyes fading out a little, the thick boar nodded slowly. “Yeh,” he said again, softly, nodding ever-so-faintly.


  “You love the sound of a healthy…well-maintained…engine,” Barnes said slowly. “Don’t you. You would listen to the sound of a healthy…well-maintained…engine alllllllll night long if someone would let you, wouldn’t you, Doug,” he whispered.


  The boar nodded faintly, staying silent this time, his eyes swimming in and out of focus.


  “You love the sound of this engine, don’t you Doug,” Barnes told him. “The sound of this engine, and my voice.”


  “Muhh,” the boar whispered, staring blankly. Barnes could practically see concentric circles swirling in his eyes.


  “Then just listen to the sound of my voice, Doug,” Barnes whispered. “I’ll let you listen to the sound of this healthy, well-maintained engine…as long as you like,” he rumbled.


  The boar nodded again slowly, his mouth slowly opening.


  “Listen to the soothing sound of my voice, Doug. It sounds good, doesn’t it? It makes you feel good. It makes you feel good and relaxed after a long, hard day.”


  Doug grunted softly. He was still staring at the Civic’s chugging 3.1, as silent and even as a brand new car’s.


  “You work so hard, and it’s tough being the new guy, isn’t it, Doug. So just listen to the sweet, soothing noises, and relax.”


  Doug’s eyes faded in and out.


  “Doug, you are feeling relaxed, aren’t you.”


  The boar’s breathing was growing slow and even, like he was asleep.


  “Doug, when I tell you, I want you to lower yourself to your knees. You’re so relaxed, and the engine is so warm and soothing, that you want to lean your chest against the bumper and rest your head on the hood rest.”


  Doug grunted something softly.


  “Doug, get on your knees. Slowly.” He reached forward for the boar’s shoulder, thick with muscle, and guided him as the thick boar slid to his knees in the parking lot of his own garage.


  “Mmmmmhhhmmmmmmmmm,” the boar sighed, as he rested his head gently on the hood supports.


  “You’re feeling sleepy, Doug. The warmth and my voice are lulling you off to sleep. You’re so sleepy you can’t keep your eyes open.”


  The boar slowly closed his eyes. His mouth opened slightly and he began drooling onto Barnes’ radiator housing.


  Barnes stared at him. This was way too easy. Either the boar wasn’t playing with a full deck, or he’d been deeply hypnotized before. The fox had encountered this with subjects before, and had always later found out they had some sort of experience being hypnotized for some kind stage show. Barnes could picture him charging up to the stage to volunteer for some sort of college hypnosis entertainment program…the boar would be just the type.


  The fox smiled. Well, he thought. It would be rude to let this conditioning go to waste.


  “You’re falling into a deep sleep, but you can still hear the sound of my voice. Can you hear the sound of my voice, Doug? Grunt for me if you can.”


  “Hrrrm,” the boar grunted. Other than his nostrils he was absolutely motionless.


  “Very good, Doug. I want you to stay in this sleep, deep in this warm satisfying place, until I bring you out of it. Is that clear, Doug?”


  “Hrrrrmmmmmm.”


  Barnes thought for a moment. “Now, Douglas, you may think Mr. Leigh is the boss here, butI’m really the boss. It’s your job to do what I say, no matter how strange or unusual it may seem. Do you understand?”


  “Hrrrrmmm,” the boar rumbled.


  The fox grinned. “Excellent. Good work, Doug. You’re a very promising new employee. Your coworkers put up much more resistance.”


  The helpless boar gurgled contentedly.


  Barnes leaned over him. “And now for you to really prove yourself…I’m going to give you a few commands.”


  The boar let out a soft, contented sigh.


  “Doug, you want to fit in with the other guys at the garage, don’t you?”


  “Mmmmmmm,” the boar murmured.


  “Yes, of course you do,” Barnes told him. “You want to do the things they do, like the things they like. Have them like you. Isn’t that right, Doug?”


  “Mmmmmmmmmrrrr.” One of the boar’s tusks scraped against his radiator.


  “Well, Doug, the other gentlemen at this garage happen to be rather fond of one another. They’re very close. Like…fraternity brothers. Like close, close friends. Do you understand?”


  “Hrrrrrrrmmgghhh.” A thin streamer of the boar’s drool broke loose from his blunt muzzle, caught in the wind of the radiator, and sailed into the serpentine belt. For half a second, the belt actually did squeak, and then it went back to being silent.


  “Doug, you know that close friends do favors for one another, right? Nod if this is familiar to you.”


  Motionless otherwise, the boar’s head moved ever-so-slightly.


  “Sometimes a bro will hold another’s head while he’s vomiting, for instance, or help a bro out of his clothes when he’s passed out and needs to sleep. Sometimes there’s a lot of touching. This is all perfectly normal. Do you understand?”


  “P’fectly normal,” Doug agreed.


  Barnes nodded slowly. “Right. And sometimes if a bro hasn’t gotten any pussy in awhile, another bro will help him out and get him off. It’s not gay. It’s not even weird. It’s something all bros do. It’s just being a good bro. Do you understand?”


  “Jus’ bein’ a’gud breoooo,” Doug muttered.


  Barnes grinned. “Well, the bros here are all very good bros, Douglas. If you want them to you like you, you’re going to have to act like they do. Do you want them to like you?”


  The boar snorted softly. “Yush,” he moaned.


  Barnes nodded. “Mmm-hmm. Good. Then you’re going to have to touch them, and let them touch you. And if one of the other guys has a hard cock and needs you to get him off, you do it, all right? It’s just being a good bro.”


  “Gud breauu,” Doug muttered.


  Barnes watched the zonked mechanic for a moment. “And if another brother wants to help you out, it’s rude to refuse him. You don’t want to be rude, do you, Doug?”


  The boar snorted. “Nooo rude,” he whispered.


  “Noooo,” Barnes told him. “So if another one of the guys touches you, or strips you naked, or makes any kind of sexual advance toward you, you’d better say yes. I want you to remove any thought of alarm or concern from the equation, and just concentrate on the physical sensations. You like having your cock sucked, don’t you, Douglas?”


  The boar snorted softly. “Yeh,” he said, softly.


  “And you like being jerked off, don’t you, Douglas?” he asked him, conversationally. “You like having that fat dick of yours pumped until you cum.” Barnes cracked his neck, feeling a little warm under his wool jacket.


  “Yeahhh,” Doug rumbled, squirming a little in place. His nostrils flared and he let out a shuddering breath.


  Barnes smiled. “Of course you do. You’re so young,” he muttered. “Young and virile.” He crouched down behind the boar, muzzle inches from the boar’s shag-covered ear. “I bet even the thought of getting your dick sucked makes you hard, doesn’t it?”


  Eyes still closed, Doug let out a shaky sigh. “Yeah,” he whispered.


  “Good,” Barnes told him. “Let it get hard. In fact, take it out right now. Play with it.”


  The boar shivered, arching his back in discomfort. “But…but…”


  “No, it’s okay,” Barnes whispered reassuringly. “And it’ll feel so good. Listen to me, Doug. Listen and obey.”


  The boar clenched his teeth, his breath coming a little faster.


  “You want to fit in with the other guys, don’t you, Doug? Take your cock out.”


  Frowning with his eyes still closed, the boar reached his beefy paws around to the crotch of his coveralls, and awkwardly fumbled his thick boar meat out through the narrow opening. Barnes couldn’t see it in this position but he could smell it; the boar’s musk hit Barnes immediately, making his own cock stir mightily in his slacks.


  Hesitantly, breathing hard, the boar curled his thick fist around his cock, and began slowly pumping.


  Barnes watched him for a moment. “That does feel good, doesn’t it, Douglas.”


  The boar tilted his head back, letting out a shaky sigh.


  “Yes, it feels amazing,” Barnes told him. “Pump harder. Faster.”


  The boar’s paw sped obediently up. He tilted his muzzle skyward, panting hard, his breath fogging in the cool night air.


  “That’s good…that’s amazing,” Barnes told him. “It feels so good, doesn’t it?”


  Doug snorted softly, squeezing his eyes shut. “Yeah,” he gasped, softly.


  “It’s better with another guy, isn’t it, Doug,” he said. He put his paws on the boar’s shoulders. “Girls are so mysterious. You never quite know what one is going to like, what’s going to get them off. They’re scary and confusing and inconsistent.”


  Doug kept pumping obediently, snorting louder and faster.


  “But a guy…you always know when a guy is enjoying himself, because his cock is rock-stiff. And they’re a lot less demanding. Wouldn’t you like a partner you could force to cum, every single time, with confidence, Doug?”


  “Yes,” Doug hissed, gritting his teeth and arching his back, the fabric of his sleeve rustling with the feverish motion. He was getting close; Barnes could tell from his voice.


  “Don’t cum, Douglas,” Barnes instructed. “In fact, stop altogether. Are you horny?”


  Doug pumped a few more times and then stopped reluctantly, shivering hard. “Yessss,” he hissed.


  Barnes grinned. “Alright, Doug. Here’s what we’re going to do. When I tell you, open your eyes, and follow me. Remain completely obedient, and stay relaxed if you want to fit in. Don’t worry about tucking your cock back in; you’re going to need it. Doug…open your eyes.”


  The boar opened his eyes. He blinked a few times, looked around in confusion, and looked down at his exposed cock. He blinked it at a few times, and then looked up at Barnes, his eyes full of bewilderment.


  The fox straightened up. “Stand up, Doug,” he said, taking a few steps back.


  The boar climbed hesitantly to his feet and turned to face the fox, his soda-can-thick cock standing straight out from his body. There was a single drop of pre on the slit, and a thin haze of fog rose off his exposed manhood in the cold.


  Barnes grinned. “That’s a good boy,” he said, stepping forward. He wrapped his paw around Doug’s thick cock, appreciating its rubbery heft, and gently rolled his fingers over it. “You’re doing great, Doug,” he said.


  The boar’s expression melted into blissful stupidity. His eyes half-closed, and he shivered in pleasure, tilting his snout and letting out a soft, lustful moan.


  Barnes leaned in and muzzled him briefly. “I’m gonna take you inside, and you’re gonna get your brains fucked out. Doesn’t that sound nice?” he asked the boar.


  Grinning, Doug nodded.


  Barnes turned and strode briskly around the idling car, reaching in through the driver’s window to kill the engine and remove his keys. He straightened up and stepped away, making his way through the darkness toward the front of the shop.


  Beaming stupidly, the boar plodded after him, his cock still hanging out for all the world to see.


  • • •


  When they stepped back inside, the bull was still at the service desk, staring at the door with his arms crossed.


  The fox grinned. “Comfy, Harold?” he asked, locking the door with a CLACK! behind him. He stepped a few feet away and pulled the switch on the OPEN sign.


  The bull stared unblinkingly at him, and then slowly moved his gaze to the hapless boar plodding after him. His eyebrows arched upward as his gaze lowered to the boar’s fat cock hanging out of his coveralls. “So you’re finally here for the new guy?” Harold asked flatly.


  “Nope,” Barnes said, flicking off the lights in the front room. Only one emergency light stayed on over the service desk. “I’m just here to get my tires rotated.”


  When he turned back, Harold was frowning at him in confusion. He cocked his head, looking from Barnes’ face to the boar’s erect member.


  Barnes rolled his eyes. “Yes, I’m here for the new guy,” he sighed.


  Harold swallowed. “Then why did you say—”


  “I am the key, Harold,” Barnes said, loudly.


  The bull jerked in place, eyes wide. He stiffened, his entire massive body shivering, and then seemed to melt before Barnes’ eyes. He slouched like he was about to fall asleep, his eyes half-closing, and leaned hard against the service desk. “I am the lock,” he said, sleepily.


  Barnes loved that trigger phrase. He’d read it in a book about hypnosis, once, and liked the sound of it. It was even better in practice.


  “Good boy, Harold” Barnes said. “Come with me, gentlemen.” He stepped into the service area. “I am the key, Robert!” he said, loudly.


  CLANK! The sound of a wrench striking concrete reverberated through the service area. It came from the third bay, on the far side of a white Ford Econoline.


  A moment later, a dazed-looking white-tailed buck stumbled out from behind the van like the walking dead. He was in his thirties, with an athletic build and one missing canine tooth. Fall had just begun, so he was still sporting a modest set of antlers from the summer, and unlike the others he wore gray work pants and a dark blue work shirt. He had a dazed look in his eyes and his nametag said ROBBIE.


  Robbie had been a friendly country boy with a nasty little habit when Barnes had met him. The fox had addressed the second condition with haste.


  Dim happiness came over his face when he saw Barnes. “Master,” he whispered contentedly. “I am the lock.”


  Barnes grinned. “Hello, Robert,” he said. The deer beamed back at him.


  Barnes stepped to the near wall and flicked off a series of switches, casting the interior of the shop into near-darkness. There was a bright sodium-vapor lamp on the corner of their parking lot, and Barnes knew from experience that the glass panes of the garage doors would act as mirrors if the inside of the shop was dark enough. It wouldn’t do, after all, to have some nosy cop roll by and see the boys engaged in…what they were about to be engaged in.


  He strode briskly toward the rear of the center bay, against the solid rear wall, well out of view of anyone from the street, and stood in the center of the service bay. “Boys,” he called. “Come here.”


  The three men followed him.


  Barnes turned back into the building and pointed to the floor at his feet. “Harold, Robert,” he said. “Kneel.”


  The huge bull and the dazed buck slowly complied. Robbie walked quickly, eagerly dropping to his knees, his pink tongue poking out of the dark-brown end of his muzzle. Harold walked like a robot, reluctantly thumping the floor with his big thick work boots. A moment later, he slid slowly to his knees, a hint of concern in his half-closed blue eyes.


  Barnes grinned, stepping forward. “Now, Harold,” he said. “How many times do I have to tell you that I’m not going to hurt you?” He reached for the huge bull’s snout, level with his chest even from a kneeling position, and cupped it from underneath. “All you will feel is pleasure.” He stared into Harold’s unfocused eyes. “I am your master, and you will obey me, and all you will feel is pleasure.”


  The big bull stared dazedly up at him, his nostrils flaring in agitation.


  “All you do feel is pleasure,” Barnes told him. “Coursing through your body. Making you feel warm, and aroused. Don’t you feel it, Harold?”


  The helpless bull stared back at him, his cheeks reddening before Barnes’ eyes, and finally let out a soft, pleasurable moan.


  Barnes grinned, stroking the bull’s forehead and chin, squeezing his muzzle and playing with his ears. “There we go!” he said, encouragingly. “Now, don’t you feel better?”


  The bull grinned stupidly up at him. He nodded dimly.


  “Excellent!” Barnes told him. He stepped over to the buck. “And how are we today, Robert?” he asked softly.


  “Very good, Master,” the buck whispered dreamily. He had dark brown eyes and a vague, stupid smile. He was wearing a brand-new shirt (Barnes could tell because it was free of stains) and even in a kneeling position, the fox could tell that he had put on considerable bulk. He had taken well to his programming, and had packed on a fair bit of muscle, even in just the few weeks since Barnes had last visited the shop. The middle of his muzzle and his ears were stark, healthy white, and his fur had a golden-brown sheen to it that hadn’t been there before. The deer was the color of honey, and he looked healthier every time Barnes saw him.


  He rubbed the deer’s face and muzzle like he was petting a dog, and the athletic buck squirmed and shivered in pleasure.


  “Now then,” he said to both of them. “You two have been training Douglas here for a week now, yes?”


  They both nodded slowly. “Yes, Master,” they said.


  Barnes cocked his head. “And is he a good pupil?”


  “Yes, Master,” both men responded.


  “Real…friendly,” Robbie added.


  “Quick…quick t’pick up,” Harold slurred.


  Barnes nodded cheerfully. “Outstanding! Well, tonight we’re going to teach him how to fuck.” He turned back to the boar, who was watching with as much interest as he could muster while in a hypnotic trance. “Douglas, I want you to watch these two in action. They’re both masters at their craft, and you’ll have to become as proficient as they are if you want to fit in here.”


  “Yessir,” the boar said, his eyebrows furrowing over half-closed eyes. His cock had flagged to half-mast but was showing signs of reactivating; Barnes hadn’t been exaggerating when he suggested that the very mention of sex was enough to get the young boar going.


  He turned to the buck and the bull. “Boys,” he said, “start making out.”


  Harold turned, dazed, and looked a little confused, but then Robbie reached for the bull’s big hands and drew closer to him. Harold caught on after half a moment, and they both closed their eyes as they dug in for the kiss.


  It was wet and sloppy, and the symphony of slurping and sucking in the silent garage, combined with the smells of cold steel and motor oil, never failed to get Barnes’ heart pounding. He watched the two ungulates grind against one another, licking his teeth as Harold encircled Robbie in his massive arms, squeezing him tightly, and Robbie dug his hands in, grabbing big fistfuls of the back of Harold’s coveralls.


  Almost reluctantly, he turned to face Doug. The boar’s cock was at full attention now, swollen to its previous soda-can thickness, a drop of moisture at the end shimmering in the near-darkness. The boar watched, fascinated and confused, his mouth half open. He looked like he was about to start drooling. Barnes had pegged him for a drooler.


  “You like kissing, Douglas?” he asked.


  The boar nodded slowly. “Yeah,” he said, his voice a little deeper.


  “Can you imagine yourself in that position? Being held against one of these big strong men, with him sucking his face to show you how much he likes you?”


  The boar shivered, his big hands curling into fists.


  Barnes grinned. “Do you see how much they enjoy it, Douglas? That’s how much you’ll enjoy it. And nobody will ever make fun of you for being sloppy or unromantic. They’ll just hold you and suck on you just like they’re doing, Douglas.”


  Harold dipped his snout, snuffling and nuzzling under Robbie’s chin, and the buck tilted his head upward and moaned loudly, arching his back and gasping.


  “See, Douglas?” Barnes said. “Nobody feels insecure here. You could really fit in here.”


  Doug’s nostrils flared, and with his hands clenched into fists, he began drooling from his mouth and from his cock at virtually the same moment. His saliva darkened the front of his coveralls in a small patch under his nametag, and the few drips that escaped the end of his cock darkened the concrete over twenty years of other stains.


  “Why don’t you play with yourself, Douglas?” Barnes suggested. “Masturbate right here, in the shop, watching these two sucking face.” He cocked his head. “Open your coveralls wide and get into it. Get as close as you can without cumming.”


  Watching the pair, entranced, Doug reached up with his left paw to unzip his coveralls from naval to neck, revealing a significant paunch and a forest of fluffy pubic fur, his belly pushing out a white tank-top undershirt. He did not appear to be wearing underwear. Barnes raised an eyebrow.


  With his right paw, Doug reached up to pump lazily at his cock. Immediately, he tilted his head to one side and let out a lustful sigh. Barnes grinned, proudly.


  From the other side of the garage came a shout: “What the fuck?!”


  Barnes jerked in shock and looked up. On the other side of a decrepit old Suzuki Sidekick was a window built into the sidewall. There were two rooms built into the same wall as the tiny lobby. One of them was the owner’s office. The next one out was a more generalized office, and it had a window in the door.


  On the other side of the window was a very angry wolf.


  Barnes frowned. “Your boss is here?!” he snapped.


  “Special project,” Harold grunted, tilting his head to bite Robbie on the side of the neck. Robbie dug his fingers into the colossal ridges of muscle on either side of the bull’s neck, and Harold flared his nostrils, snorting loudly.


  The door to the outer office slammed open, and Scott Leigh stormed out, in black slacks, a white button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled up, and a mustard-colored tie. Scott himself was a gray wolf, unremarkable in coloration and quite developed in physique – like many wolves, he was clearly built for predation. His business attire over his lean, developed muscles looked like a hastily-imagined façade to hide his brutally efficient body. He was in his thirties and at the moment mouth-foamingly enraged.


  “What the fuuuck is this?!” the wolf roared, anger tinged with panic, his elevated voice echoing off every surface in the garage. He stomped up to the group, gesticulating violently, his tie snapping around like a flag caught in a breeze.


  None of his employees even looked up. Scott stopped before them, eyes wide in alarm.


  Barnes turned up his muzzle in disgust. “Honestly, Mr. Leigh, is that any way to greet your master?”


  The wolf glanced at him sideways, flashing his teeth.


  “SUBMIT!” Barnes roared.


  The wolf jerked in alarm, as if he’d been contacted with a live wire, and clamped both his paws over his head in pain. “Arrrrrrgh!” he cried, listing to one side, and in a heap of limbs and fur crashed onto the concrete floor.


  It took him a moment to clamor to all fours, and when he did, he crawled toward Barnes, head hung down and ears back, the picture of submission. Shaking, the wolf inched toward Barnes, and when he reached him, silently dipped his muzzle and licked the fox’s shoes clean.


  After a few moments of that, the wolf looked up, eyes wide with concern.


  “You may rise,” Barnes told him.


  The wolf let out a sigh of relief, and staggered to his feet, his eyes swimming in and out of focus. He listed to his left, off balance, and Barnes reached out to steady him.


  The wolf shook his head, squeezing his eyes shut. “Let me go. Get out of my head,” he whispered.


  Barnes cocked his head. “No,” he said. “You are mine to control.” He reached up for the wolf’s muzzle.


  Scott growled softly at him, his eyes blazing.


  “HEY,” Barnes snapped. “Set input to pleasure. This will feel good, Scott,” he said.


  The wolf stared at him a moment, and then shivered as Barnes’ black paw contacted his muzzle again. His eyes swum out of focus again, and he shook his head, letting out a shaky breath. His eyes came into focus, and he settled on Barnes. “What are…you doing here?” he demanded, showing a bit more teeth than the fox liked to see.


  Barnes frowned boldly up at him, sneering. Scott was a good half a foot taller than him, and the fox had to lift his muzzle quite a bit. “I’m having my transmission flushed,” he said, icily.


  Scott glared at him for a moment, and then furrowed his bushy white eyebrows in confusion. He glanced to the center service bay, where Harold the bull was crouched over and panting like a marathon runner, his big hand shoved down the front of Robbie’s pants, the deer squirming and squealing like he’d sat on something. Something he was vastly enjoying.


  “I don’t even see your ca–” Scott started.


  “I came for the new guy!” Barnes growled. “Why do you think I’m here? And speaking of which, aren’t there supposed to be two of them?” He crossed his arms.


  Scott narrowed his eyes, his ears tilting forward. “Nope, just one. And we can’t do this tonight. We’ve got an inventory.”


  Barnes scoffed. “We’re sort of already doing it.” He pursed his lips. “I guess you’re going to have to reschedule.”


  Scott shook his head, crossing his big arms. The muscles of his forearms roiled under his soft fur. “Can’t reschedule. Eddie’s Muffler on Kensington finally folded, and I blanket-purchased all their stock. It’s coming in tomorrow afternoon.”


  Barnes raised an eyebrow defiantly. “Well then, I guess your employees are going to get some much-needed time-and-a-half. You can certainly afford it.”


  Scott stared at him a moment, furrowing his brow menacingly, and frowned. “Barnes,” he said. “We cannot do this tonight. I’m already short a guy.” He clenched his teeth again, his jaw muscles roiling under his short muzzle fur.


  Barnes stared him in the eye.


  Scott’s eyebrows shot up as he realized the danger he was in, but by then he was caught.


  “You’re slipping, aren’t you, Mr. Leigh,” Barnes said to him, speaking very slowly. “What does it feel like?”


  “Falling,” the wolf whispered, his eyes widening. “Scared,” he said.


  Barnes smiled. “No, this isn’t a scary feeling,” the fox whispered. “It’s comforting. You’re falling into a deep sleep, like you’re warm and comfortable in your own bed. You’re so relaxed. Relaxed and safe.”


  The wolf’s breathing gradually slowed, his eyes wide and locked on Barnes.


  Barnes cleared his throat, loudly.


  Scott jerked out of his trance, blinking his eyes and reeling unsteadily.


  “HAROLD!” Barnes called. “Come here!”


  The bull snorted loudly, lifting his head from where he had Robbie pinned and writhing on the floor. “Yes, Master,” he growled, his voice gravely with arousal. Leaving the deer panting on the floor, the bull clomped up to his side, his white muzzle slathered in buck spit and tinted crimson. His coveralls were unzipped to the waist, showing off the white slabs of his thick chest, and his crotch was tented with a thick bull boner that stood out from his body like he had a floor jack shoved down his pants.


  The bull cleared his throat, standing before Barnes all muscle and submissiveness, clenching his fists and rolling his massive shoulders, panting.


  Once the bull was in front of him, patiently waiting for further instructions, Barnes grinned and turned back toward the deer deeper in the garage. “While we’re busy, Robert, why don’t you show your new friend Douglas the basics? I expect he will be quite…responsive.” He glanced at the boar, who was slowly pumping his fat cock and drooling a steady stream of precum on the dirty concrete floors.


  The deer, recovering on all fours from the manhandling he had just endured, looked up at Barnes and nodded. They both looked at the boar.


  Doug’s eyes widened, his thick paw frozen on his thick cock. “S-sir?” he asked hesitantly. “Do you think…I’m ready?”


  Barnes nodded. “Robbie is a good teacher.” He turned back to Harold.


  The bull watched him impassively. Barnes cocked his head. “Take that fat cock out of your coveralls, and relieve your boss of his clothing.”


  Harold nodded immediately, like Barnes had asked him to make change for a dollar, reaching into his black cotton boxers and working his thick cock out. It surged to full hardness, a foot long if not more and an angry, throbbing red. The knob-like head of Harold’s cock was already slick with his juices, and the garage immediately filled with the stench of bullcock.


  Scott’s nose quivered and then wrinkled, and the scent slowly brought him out of his stupor. The wolf’s expression slowly changed from blank stupidity to a solid frown. He glanced suspiciously back at the bull, who was a good foot taller than him. “Barnes,” he said, a warning tone in his voice. He clenched his paws into fists. “I’m warning you….” he said, through his teeth.


  Barnes ignored the menacing tone. “What’s your arousal at right now, Scott?” he asked. “Surely that wolf cock of yours is responding a little to the sight of your Master.”


  Scott’s eyes widened. “Stop it,” he snapped, his brow furrowing.


  Still at the wolf’s side, Harold reached up with his thick fingers and tugged the wolf’s tie open. He left it hanging around his neck, dangling on either side of the wolf’s exposed throat.


  Underneath it was a leather dog collar. An embossed plate on it said the word PET.


  Barnes smiled at the sight of it, and cocked his head. “Answer me, Mr. Leigh. Honestly. What is your arousal level?”


  The wolf’s nostrils flared in a rage. “Four,” he growled.


  Harold yanked the wolf’s tie off and set on his shirt buttons, standing in front of him to do so and nearly blocking the lupine from Barnes’ view.


  The fox grinned. “Let’s make that a six, Mr. Leigh.”


  As Scott stared at him, Barnes saw his left eye twitch, ever-so-slightly.


  Barnes grinned.


  Harold reached the bottom of the wolf’s button-up shirt and tugged it out of his beltline.


  “Harold, get out of the way,” Barnes snapped.


  The bull nodded. “Yes, Master,” he said, stepping around behind the wolf, tugging his shirt open as he moved around behind him.


  The wolf was amazing.


  He’d been muscular when Barnes had first met him, but under the fox’s instruction, Leigh had worked himself to professional-bodybuilder proportions. His abs were like cobblestones individually set in place, and his fur settled into the grooves between his thick cords of muscle, fluffing out at the edge of his pecs and the diagonal ridges of his obliques, disappearing into this dress slacks.


  Barnes licked his teeth. “Mmmmm, you’ve progressed quite nicely,” he said. “Harold, don’t you think your boss has progressed quite nicely? Why don’t you show him while you continue undressing him?”


  “Yes, Master,” Harold said, his thick cock poking Scott in the small of his back, drooling all over his soft fur. The bull leaned in to nuzzle the top of the wolf’s head, exhaling mightily hard over his ears, big bull hoof-tipped fingers trailing down Scott’s vulnerable stomach to latch onto his fly.


  Scott swallowed. “Stop him, Barnes,” he protested, weakly.


  The fox snorted. “How charming!” he said. “Giving me orders.” He cocked his head. “Let’s turn that arousal up to a seven, what do you say?”


  Eyes widening pathetically, Scott lost his focus for a moment and shivered violently. He arched his back, clamping his paws into fists, and his arms flexed gorgeously. His gray nipples stiffened abruptly, poking through his soft fur, and Barnes resisted the urge to reach forward and squeeze them until the wolf cried out in pain.


  Harold finally got Scott’s fly open, and he dropped the wolf’s dress slacks, the belt still in place making them drop quickly down the wolf’s tree-trunk legs to his ankles. Scott was wearing white briefs, and the outline of his cock was clearly visible, running up at a steep angle and running along under the waistline, thick and swollen and matted to his cockhead with the wolf’s own juices.


  “Dammit, Barnes,” Scott whimpered. “I’m trying to run a business here!” he gasped. The wolf arched his back and pushed back against the bull, pinning Harold’s fat cock between them and making them both gasp.


  Barnes narrowed his eyes. “Yes, Mr. Leigh,” he snapped. “We both are. Do you ever wonder why similar businesses around you keep going bankrupt, but you manage to keep soldiering on? You bought this shop from Ray Carter two years ago, Scott, but you didn’t show a profit until I showed up. Arousal level eight.”


  Scott squeezed his eyes shut, shivering, squirming in place. The wolf simply couldn’t keep still. His big legs shook and he started panting, his pink tongue hanging out as he struggled to maintain his footing.


  Behind him, Harold ran his big hands over the wolf’s exposed stomach.


  “It’s not you, you son of a bitch!” the wolf whimpered, spreading his legs as best he could with his slacks around his ankles. “You already said you’re above sabotage!” His voice seemed to be deepening, and when he opened his eyes, they were narrowed predatorily. His muzzle and chest colored crimson with hot blood surging through his veins.


  Barnes leaned forward, baring his own teeth. “Yes, Mr. Leigh, but I did give you an edge – an edge nobody else has! That edge is perfect employees! Employees who don’t cheat or steal and work their asses off because they love you! Arousal level nine! ”


  Scott’s legs finally gave out and he sank onto his knees, dropping onto all fours and balancing like a feral wolf, snarling and shivering with his head dipped.


  Behind him, Harold watched, his cock stone-stiff and dripping. Seeing his opportunity, the bull reached forward and manhandled the wolf’s slacks, shoes, and socks off over his thick, wide wolfpaws, leaving him completely naked except for his briefs and the dog collar.


  Barnes leaned over the incapacitated wolf. “Do you know what percentage of inventory shrink can be attributed to employee theft, Mr. Leigh? Forty-one percent. Think of all the profits you’re turning since you don’t face that issue!” He lowered himself carefully to his own paws, lowering his head so he could see the wolf snarling at the garage floor. Scott was shaking with arousal, his fur fluffing out and slowly matting to his skin.


  “Not to mention the amount of time you can spend arranging takeovers instead of frantically working on H.R. issues! Robbie was on meth when I took over, Mr. Leigh! Meth! He’d have been dead in a year! You know I’m the best thing for this place. I’m the reason you were able to hire two new employees in the first place!”


  “Unnngghhoh gaaaawwwdd,” Scott groaned, gritting his teeth and shaking. “One new employee,” he snarled, little bits of foam collecting in the corners of his mouth.


  “Fine, soon to be two employees!” Barnes snapped. “And let’s face it,” he growled, “based on the looks of that tasty bacon making out with Robert right now, you didn’t hire him because he’s good with cars. You hired him because you want to fuck him just as much as I do. ”


  Scott snapped his head up at him and bore his teeth. “You’re goddamn right I want to fuck him!” he snarled. “I could have mounted that little slut during the interview if I’d pushed hard enough!” He glanced sideways, his eyes wide and crazy. “Submissive little bitch just needs a little training!” He snarled up at Barnes, saliva dripping off his jaws.


  Barnes grinned at him. “That’s what I thought, you fucking animal.” He cocked his head. “Whine for me, pet.”


  Scott blinked at him a moment, and then dipped his head and released a pitiful, deep-throated whine. “Hrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrroooo!” he whimpered.


  Barnes straightened up, crossing his arms, unable to keep the gleeful smirk off his face. “Again. Louder this time.”


  Scott shivered violently, clenching his jaw, and dipped his head again, choking back another pathetic whimper. “Hrrrrowrrrrrowrrrrrowrrrrowrooo!” the wolf sounded…technically more of a howl, but Barnes let it slide.


  The fox stepped to his feet. “Robert! Douglas! We need you over here.” He looked over at Robbie and Doug.


  They were facing away from him, Robbie crouched over Doug, the buck’s stark white tail poking up into the air. The deer was shirtless, showing off his gorgeous trapezius. The chunky boar had his coveralls pulled down to his waist, and was writhing on his back in shivery bliss, as Robbie pinned his arms over his head and burrowed his muzzle into the boar’s armpit.


  The deer swung his head slowly around, eyes half-closed as if he’d just been woken up, and then nodded pleasantly at Barnes, rolling off the boar with a grin. Doug lifted himself up onto his elbows, eyes wide and dazed, his fur fluffed up in weird places and his snout smeared with deer spit. He was breathing hard, nearly panting, and his fat soda-can cock had drooled all over his coveralls, staining them dark gray all around his crotch.


  Barnes pointed to the floor at his feet, just in front of where Scott shivered on all fours. “Front and center. Now.”


  The buck and boar both took up position in front of the wolf. Robbie knelt, and Doug quickly followed his example.


  “Okay, Douglas. Listen very carefully. Your boss, the most important bro of them all, has a throbbing erection he desperately needs you to take care of.”


  The boar nodded, brow furrowed in concentration. Behind the wolf, Harold leaned forward and wrestled him onto his knees, and then up onto his feet, holding him from behind. Scott struggled, but weakly – he still seemed to be too aroused to straighten up properly. His cock throbbed with his frantic heartbeat, and his knot was even starting to show. He looked panicked, desperate, furious.


  “Douglas, you will love having this cock in your mouth. Every whimper, every twitch, every shiver, means you’re doing an amazing job at pleasing your boss, and he will grow to like you just a little bit more.”


  Scott snarled softly, baring his teeth. “This is low, Barnes,” he growled.


  The fox snarled. “You wanted him so badly, didn’t you, Scott? Well, since you’re here, here’s a special treat: you get to be the first hot cock he sucks on.”


  Robbie grinned and elbowed the boar in the side. “You’ll like this. Just hold it in your mouth. Feel it with your tongue. He’ll go crazy.”


  His eyes half-closed but eager nonetheless, Doug nodded happily.


  Scott shook his head angrily. “Don’t do it, Barnes.”


  The fox grinned. “You want this, Mr. Leigh. You need this.”


  Scott whimpered. “Let me go!”


  “Douglas….begin,” Barnes said, loudly.


  Swallowing nervously, Doug leaned forward and tentatively slurped the end of the wolf’s cock.


  Scott jerked as if touched with a live wire. Harold tightened his big bull arms around him, squeezing the wolf as if trying to crush him into unconsciousness.


  “It’s salty,” Doug declared, frowning, and closed a first around Scott’s shaft as he took the entire head into his mouth.


  “Ahhhh fuck!” Scott groaned, tilting his head back. He jerked hard in Harold’s grasp, pulling his lips up in a snarl. He shivered violently, grabbing Harold’s arms and clamping on tight. “Ah! Ah! Ahh!” he cried.


  Barnes frowned at him. “Scott, you are forbidden to cum,” he snapped.


  The wolf angled his head down and full-on snarled. “Listen here, you son of a bitch–” he started, and then he stopped cold. He stared at Barnes, eyes wide, and then his gaze shifted to a point over the fox’s shoulder.


  As he did, the wolf’s nose twitched.


  Barnes whirled, inhaling sharply, and as he spun he smelled it too – another person, young, male, and mammalian. A bat, probably, and judging by the sour undercurrents, a bat who was drunk off his fuzzy ass.


  He saw him as he turned: against the sidewall, close to where Scott Leigh had come bursting out of his office. He was behind the same green Suzuki and watching with similar wide-eyed alarm.


  The bat jerked with exaggerated shock when Barnes’ and Scott’s eyes locked on him, and he gasped and bolted for the back door.


  Barnes bore his teeth. “Oh, for fuck’s sake,” he snarled. “Get him! ” he roared.


  Scott Leigh, with his profoundly athletic body and predatory musculature, exploded away from his position between the bull and the boar in half a heartbeat. He flew across the garage floor, nimbly weaving between racks of tools and parked vehicles, and as he closed the gap with terrifying speed, Barnes saw that the bat didn’t have a chance. If he’d gone for the front door, he could have hit the emergency crash bar and sprinted into the street, and with any luck a car would have passed just when he needed it to. It was ten more steps to the side door, however, and luck was not on the bat’s side.


  Scott leapt forward and crashed into the small of the bat’s back, taking them both to the floor in a tangle of limbs and fur. The bat squealed in shock and pain.


  Harold and Robbie were just a step behind. They flipped the bat over and pinned his wrists to the concrete. The bat was short but preposterously muscular, and he fought with great strength but seemingly no coordination, letting out panicked gasps and whimpers.


  Robbie and Harold eventually pinned him to the concrete, his thick arms spread wide. The bat had thicker musculature even than Harold, his sleeveless tanktop revealing a gorgeously developed frame. The shirt was woefully insufficient for the cold weather, cinched only around the waist, as were most bat garments, to allow for the leathery wings running from his obliques up to his cavernous armpits, and all the way down to his wrists. He was wearing running shoes and cargo shorts, and appeared to have wandered drunkenly directly from his house.


  “Let me go don’t hurt me! ” the bat howled, thrashing around under the mass of limbs pinning him down. “I just came back for my bag!” he squealed. “Mr. Leigh, I wasn’t gonna do nothing, I swear!” He stared at the wolf with wide-eyed panic, his eyes lowering to the wolf’s naked form, and then widening even further. He looked back and forth between the half-undressed bull and the shirtless deer on either side of him, and without a sound began shivering violently. “Wh-wh-whut the fuck?” he whispered.


  Barnes blinked repeatedly and glanced up at the snarling, underdressed wolf. “Care to explain, Mr. Leigh?” he snapped.


  The wolf snorted loudly, and bore his teeth at the bat, who snapped his jaw shut and didn’t make another sound. “With pleasure, Mr. Barnes,” the wolf said. “Meet Marcus Clay…your other new hire.”


  Barnes narrowed his eyes. “This goes somewhat against your previous indications,” he said, icily.


  Scott nodded slowly, staring intimidatingly down at the bat. “I realize that,” he said. “I fired him this afternoon.”


  Barnes glanced at the bat. He had a handsome face, with features almost like a canine, minus the radar-dish ears and thicker muzzle, and of course the leathery wings spanning several square feet of the garage floor. His build was like a weightlifter’s – Barnes could tell at a glance that the bat’s stomach was hardly defined, but Marcus bore 22” biceps at least, with a bull neck and thick weightlifter legs. Barnes cocked his head at him, inhaling delicately and wrinkling his nose.


  “What is that – whiskey?” Barnes asked, sneering. He cocked his head at the dazed bat. “Did you drink the entire bottle?”


  Scott snorted mockingly. “I can’t say I’m surprised,” he said.


  The bat swallowed hard, his pronounced Adam’s apple bobbing up and down under his soft black fur. Unlike the other guys, he was a uniform soft black, like coffee with cream in it, with big black eyes to match. The bat looked over at his former boss, eyebrows raised in alarm and confusion. “What is this?” he whispered, unable to keep the nervous quiver out of his voice.


  Barnes cocked his head. “I’ve enslaved the employees at this garage, and I’m using them as my sexual playthings,” he said, impassively.


  The bat stared at him, dark eyes wide and alarmed, and finally nodded slowly. His jaw clenched in fear, and his ears vibrated slowly as he shivered very gently. He seemed to be sobering up, but the haze of alcohol was still clearly visible in his unfocused eyes.


  Obediently holding the bat’s left arm, Robbie the buck swallowed. “It’s okay,” he whispered lamely, reaching up to awkwardly pat the bat’s big bicep. “We ain’t gonna hurt you.”


  The bat stared at him skeptically. “Okay,” Marcus whispered, slowly, taking a few shallow, nervous breaths. It might have been the alcohol, but he seemed to accept the explanation.


  Barnes stared at him. “Seems friendly enough,” he said, to Scott. “Why’d you let him go?”


  Marcus’ eyes, Barnes noticed, immediately darkened.


  The wolf narrowed his eyes at the bat. “He’s insubordinate,” he said, and the loathing in his voice was unmistakable. It was the same tone of disgust Barnes would expect if the wolf had been describing a hunk of infested meat, crawling with maggots.


  “Fuck you, old man!” Marcus spat, baring his sharp bat teeth.


  Scott leaned forward onto his front paws, snarling. “See?” he snapped. “Listen to this shit. Unacceptable.”


  Barnes looked back and forth between the wolf and the bat. “Um,” he said. “Not to be rude, but…I made you wear a dog collar and model jockstraps for me,” he said. “Surely you aren’t worried about a little backtalk…?” He cocked his head.


  Scott glanced Barnes’ way. “He told me to ‘get fucked.’ In front of a customer.”


  Barnes stared at him. Slowly, he turned toward the bat.


  “His first customer, in fact,” Scott added.


  Barnes expected the bat to look shameful, but on the contrary, he looked angry. He began struggling again, his thick chest muscles straining against his sleeveless shirt, his nipples poking through his fur against the thin material as he struggled, agitated.


  Barnes cocked his head. “Marcus, why would you do that?”


  The bat squirmed uselessly, writhing on the concrete, held in place by two formidable ungulates. “This fucker wanted me to screw up! He was just waiting for it! Watching everything I did…I never talked to a customer before! How the fuck am I supposed to know what to say!”


  Scott stared at him. “You never told me that,” he said, frowning.


  Barnes turned back to Scott. “Did you let him shadow somebody or did you just turn him loose?”


  The wolf stared back at him, and then had the grace to blush slightly. “I thought he had customer experience. He’s worked at garages before.”


  Barnes turned back to the bat. “Marcus, how did your last job end?”


  The bat stopped struggling in an instant, and one last wave of alcohol fumes coursed over them. “Uh, I got fired,” he said, slowly. Now he did look ashamed.


  Barnes nodded slowly. “What for?”


  The bat craned to look up at him, and then looked away, frowning. “Insubordination,” he said, boldly.


  Barnes decided to push it a little further. “Marcus, how badly do you need this job?”


  The bat again looked surprised, and swallowed slowly. He put his head back onto the concrete. “Not bad enough to deal with his stupid ass,” he grumbled. “Or this crazy voodoo shit you got going on.”


  Barnes leaned forward. “Yeah? How are your savings?”


  The bat considered the question, but said nothing.


  “You need this job pretty badly, don’t you?”


  The bat again said nothing.


  Barnes leaned forward again, putting a paw on the bat’s stomach. “What if I said you could keep it?”


  Gasping, Marcus stiffened immediately, arching his back and sucking in a tense breath. “What are you doing?” he asked, sharply.


  “What if I said you could keep this job, and not only wouldn’t anybody fight with you, Mr. Leigh would actively fight for you, tooth and nail, to keep you safe?”


  “Barnes,” Scott said, in his warning tone. The wolf wasn’t happy. “What are you doing?”


  The fox leaned further forward, putting the weight of his chest onto Marcus’ stomach. The bat squirmed in a panic underneath him, dark eyes wide, struggling to get up onto his elbows. “Hold him!” Barnes snapped at the two hoofers, and suddenly the bat’s arms were jerked to full extension, and his thick back slammed down onto the concrete.


  Barnes slowly crawled up the bat’s thick torso, and he felt like one thick, solid slab of muscle.


  “What are you doing?!” Marcus squealed, dark eyes wide with panic. “You said you weren’t gonna hurt me!”


  “You can have it all, Marcus,” Barnes told him, staring into his eyes. “The job. The money. The stable work environment. The protection of the boss.”


  Barnes glanced wildly at the naked lupine over Barnes’ shoulder. “He hates me!” he gasped. “He’ll never go for it!”


  “Mr. Leigh,” Barnes called, still holding eye contact with the prone bat. “Worship the bat’s paws like you’ll never get another chance. Arousal level nine-point-five.”


  “Arrrrrgh!” the wolf cried, again crashing to the floor, and after a few moments of snarling resistance, got shakily onto all fours. Growling softly, he grabbed the bat’s thick ankles, one at a time, and pulled off his wide sneakers, and then began tenderly nuzzling Marcus’ deep arches, panting and snorting loudly.


  "Nnnngrrrgghh!” the bat squealed, shivering and thrashing under the forest of limbs holding him captive. “What the fuck is this?!” he cried.


  “He has a paw fetish,” Barnes said, inches from Marcus’ face. He couldn’t keep the grin off his muzzle. “Well…I gave him a paw fetish.”


  Marcus shivered violently, eyes wide and terrified. “Holy fucking shit,” he gasped, and for the first time Barnes got the impression that he was flirting with stone-cold sobriety. “This is real!” he groaned.


  Barnes nodded slowly. “Yes, it is. I control that wolf any way I want. I control all of them. I could make him fall in love with you if I wanted.” He cocked his head. “But the protection is an easy one. Once he sees you working well with the team, making money and watching out for your packmates, he’ll love and protect you like any good alpha.” He grinned toothily. “Well…beta, I suppose.”


  Marcus closed his eyes, snapping his head back and letting out a little bat shriek. “Skreeee! He’s using his tongue now!” he gasped. Barnes looked back over his shoulder and saw the bat bending his thick toes back, as Scott dipped his muzzle and slurped hungrily at the balls of his feet. The wolf was laid out on all fours, his tail wagging furiously behind him, and his eyes half-closed in absolute bliss.


  Barnes turned back to the bat’s face. “What do you say?” he asked.


  The bat swallowed, eyes wide and panicky. “Y-y-you’re gonna hypnotize me?” he whispered, alarmed.


  Barnes nodded. “Yep. It’ll be just like falling asleep. And when you want up…no more stress. No more anxiety about money. No more quiet rage crawling up your spine whenever your boss gets too close. Just cars…and money…and camaraderie.”


  The bat gasped sharply, writhing under Barnes’ weight, and if the fox didn’t know better he’d have sworn he felt a thick erection grinding against him through the bat’s shorts.


  “What would I have to do?” Marcus whispered.


  • • •


  A few minutes later, Barnes had the two newest employees of Ray’s Auto Shop seated on the floor against the outside wall of Scott’s office. Barnes didn’t think the wolf would mind; he had whipped the lupine into a frothy frenzy and sent him off with Robbie and Harold to be the middle of an Eiffel Tower.


  After, of course, he’d gone back and locked the side door.


  Marcus, looking nervously around with clenched jaw and wide eyes, was back straight and tense against the wall, still wearing his white tanktop and beige cargo shorts. Doug was much more relaxed, of course, being that he was somewhat hypnotized. The boar had a vague smile between his tusks and a dazed, half-asleep expression. His cock was tucked safely back in his coveralls – for now.


  Barnes cocked his head at the bat. “Nervous?” he asked.


  Marcus swallowed. “Naw, I’m fine,” he said. He glanced at Doug again. “Is he…okay?”


  Barnes smiled. “Of course. In fact, I think he’s rather enjoying himself.”


  The bat nodded. “Okay,” he said. He frowned. “You be nice to him, okay?” he asked. “He’s a good guy.”


  Barnes watched him for a moment. “Of course,” he said.


  Marcus’ lips tightened. “I mean it,” he said.


  Barnes narrowed his eyes. There was something else going on here. “A bit sweet on him, are we?” he asked.


  Marcus stared at him, brow furrowing in confusion.


  Barnes thought for a moment. “Marcus…are you gay?”


  There it was. The bat’s eyes widened, and he just stared at him.


  The fox shrugged gently. “It’s okay,” he said. “I am too.” He cracked a smile. “I mean…obviously.”


  Wordlessly, Marcus nodded. The gesture was so faint it was almost imperceptible.


  Without responding, Barnes turned to the boar. “Douglas…your bro Marcus is feeling a little…skittish. Take his hand and calm him down.” He cocked his head. “Be affectionate. Like Robbie showed you.”


  Moving dazed and slow, Doug enveloped Marcus’ hand in his big boar paw, and turned to grin stupidly at him. He leaned in and gently muzzle-bonked the confused bat, snorting softly, and then closed his eyes and gently kissed his lips. The bat stiffened for a moment, and then melted into the kiss. They kissed for a long time, letting out little snuffling noises, and when they finally parted Marcus had the same dopey, dreamy expression that Doug had started with.


  The bat blinked a few times, and then let out a little sigh. “He’s, uh, he’s a good kisser.” He was blushing.


  Proud of himself, Doug leaned against the other new mechanic.


  Barnes cocked his head. “He certainly isa fast learner. You feel better, Marcus?”


  Swallowing, the bat nodded awkwardly, avoiding eye contact.


  Barnes chucked. “Alright, then. Are you both comfortable?”


  Marcus’ head drifted up and down. Doug nodded too, a lot slower.


  Barnes nodded. “Alright. Now just relax…and focus on the sound of my voice.”


  Doug closed his eyes without being asked. Marcus stared back at him, swallowing.


  “Close your eyes, please…and listen to the sound of my voice.”


  Looking nervous, Marcus complied.


  “Put your arms down at your sides…and rest your hands in your lap…and take a niiiiice deep breath. In…….out……”


  Before him, the boar complied effortlessly. The bat did the same, concentrating almost comically hard on the act of relaxing.


  “Concentrate on relaxing your body. Concentrate on releasing every bit of muscular tension you have, of letting all of your muscles come to a state of complete…and total…inaction.”


  Marcus squirmed briefly in place, flexing all of his muscles as he worked the tension out of them…his eyes still closed, he wriggled against the back wall, his thick chest roiling under his tanktop and his massive arm muscles jerking under his fur like mechanical pistons.


  “As you listen to my voice, all your concerns will drift away, because all of your concerns will be solved…by listening to my voice. You have nice, reliable jobs…you make great pay and your boss will take care of you…you found a great job and you’re going to love coming to work….every…single…day.”


  Marcus finally tilted his head back, resting it against the drywall, his big chest filling with air and slowly emptying. He really was relaxing. Barnes smiled.


  “Allow yourself to relax completely. Focus on my voice and how soft…and even…and comforting it is. Nothing bad can happen to you. Nothing requires your attention. You don’t have to think about anything at all.”


  Doug’s muzzle started to dip. He was slipping under already. The car engine earlier had probably primed him fairly well but even so, he had an absolute knack for being hypnotized.


  “You don’t have to think…at all…” Barnes continued. “I will do all the thinking for you. Give up control to me and I will take care of you. Relax…and listen…and I will take care of you.”


  Marcus’ ears started to droop ever-so-slightly.


  “Imagine your thoughts as dandelion seeds, and my voice as the wind….picture the seeds, in a sunny meadow, atop a grassy hill…the wind carries them off, as light as the air itself, and you watch them drift off…away from you…your head clearing of the sound of anything…but my voice.”


  Doug’s chin contacted his ample chest, and once again he began drooling. Marcus’ muzzle started to drift downward in almost unnoticeable increments, but he was definitely starting to drift off.


  “And now that your minds are clear, you begin to notice your body feeling heavier and heavier…almost unbearably heavy…relaxed and heavy and immobile.”


  Doug slumped on his side of the wall. Marcus leaned back a bit, his rear sliding forward on the concrete, and began to slip inexorably toward the floor of the garage.


  “You are completely relaxed, as relaxed as you have ever been in your lives, and nothing is going on in your minds but the sound of my voice. Just…the sound…of my voice. You hear nothing but the sound of my voice.”


  Barnes swallowed. So far so good. “And now that you are completely relaxed, you begin to become aware of a feeling in the back of your mind. It’s a sense of peace, of warmth, that everything is right with the world. It’s yours. You deserve it. And as you fall deeper and deeper under my spell, this sense of peace comes closer and closer, filling you with satisfaction and relaxation. It feels nice. You want more of it. You deserve more of it.”


  The heftier Doug, bent at the waist, slumped over as far as he could go with his gut in the way, and his thick arms dangling on either side of him like a discarded marionette, drooled contentedly onto the crotch of his own coveralls. Marcus’ legs slid slowly closer and closer toward Barnes, the weightlifter bat slowly spreading out flat on the concrete floor. He listed to his left as he slid, and after a moment he was barely touching the wall at all.


  “I want you boys to picture an elevator, a big scenic elevator, with glass walls. You are traveling not up the side of a building but deep into an underground cavern. It is the cavern of your mind. There is barely enough light to see, but you feel safe, because you know you are in your own mind. As the lift takes you lower, you slip deeper into the trance. I will guide you. Listen to my voice.”


  Both boys remained sprawled out on the floor of the garage. In the distance behind him, Barnes heard Harold let out a shuddery groan of pleasure, and Scott snarled in pain and arousal.


  “The lift is moving slowly, allowing you to see the beautiful rockscape of your minds. As you descent, the cavern grows darker, but you don’t feel afraid. I am with you, and as long as you listen to me, nothing can hurt you. The lift descends, farther and farther, and darkness grows around you, but it is a comfortable darkness, and you are filled with peace, and a desire to listen to me. You are surrounded by peace and a desire to listen to me. You will always listen to me. In order to be safe, you must listen to me.”


  Behind him, the wolf let out a yelp. Robbie shouted out “Arousal level nine!” and the wolf’s pained cries changed to groans of pleasure.


  “The lift takes you deeper and deeper, but you are safe and comfortable. You wonder how deep the cavern of your mind extends, but you are safe and comfortable. You know that as long as you listen to me, you will remain safe and comfortable. I am in control of you. I am your master. You must obey me. You want to obey me.” Barnes felt his heart pounding.


  Before him, the two tranced boys lay sprawled on the concrete as if they had both collapsed there. They lay motionless, breathing shallowly and simply absorbing.


  “You need to obey me. This feeling of satisfaction and comfort…it is addicting.” He swallowed. “It is thrilling, and wonderful, and something you want to strive for every day. But it can only be had by obeying your master. Even if something is strange or a little scary, the feeling of pleasing your master will be worth it. Pleasing the master is the only way you can be happy.”


  Slowly, like a great tree tipping over after half its trunk is cut, Doug finally tilted over to topple gently onto Marcus. He went over nearly without a sound, coming to rest on the sprawled-out bat’s side, like the two of them had drank too much at a party.


  Barnes swallowed again, his mouth full of saliva. “As you descend deeper into the cavern, it becomes almost pitch dark. Somewhere high above you are your bodies, but they are so light and useless that you do not need them. All you need is to obey your master. And so your bodies shall obey your master – if he wants your body aroused, your body will obey. If the master wants you to feel pain, your body will obey. Your mind will call up memories of arousal or pain, and you shall feel them as the master sees fit.”


  He cocked his head. The boys lay helpless before him.


  “Slowly, your elevator slows its descent, and you feel it come gently to rest on the hard, stone floor of the cavern of your mind. You feel warm, and safe, and comfortable, because you were a good pet and you listened to your master. Remember this place…and for the remainder of your employment, every time I tell you to return here, your elevator will take you here without hesitation. When I tell you to drop to the bottom of your cavern, you will return to this deep sleep, and you will feel comfortable and listen to your master. You will obey.” He cocked his head. “You will love it. Do you understand?”


  Predictably, neither of the boys had responded. He hadn’t given them permission to speak.


  So far, so good.


  “Marcus,” he began. “When you wake up, you will not feel scared or nervous. You will feel relaxed, subdued, and confident. Mr. Leigh and I are your bosses, and it is our job to look after you. You will treat us with reverence and respect, obeying our every command, and if Mr. Leigh upsets you remember that he is your boss and he has your best interest at heart. He is your master, and you are to obey everything he says, outranked only by myself. If you need something, ask us.” He thought for a moment. “Also, you will find us both extremely attractive. Your arousal is under our control for tactile or verbal commands. Do you understand? Grunt if you understand.”


  The buried bat let out a “Hrrrrnngghh.”


  Barnes smiled. “Alright. Marcus, your elevator is lifting off the cavern floor. It is coming skyward, but I am still with you, and you will still obey me. As you rise higher, your cavern becomes lighter and lighter….” He spoke for a few more moments, slowly bringing Marcus out of his trance. “Now Marcus…wake up.”


  Slowly…the bat opened his eyes. He looked around a moment, dazed, and finally his unfocused gaze settled on the fox. “Whoa,” he said, slowly. “It worked.” He suddenly became aware of the fact that Doug was sprawled across him, and quickly squirmed out from under him. Blushing fiercely, the bat scrambled to his feet.


  Barnes couldn’t help but smile. “You do have a little crush on him, don’t you,” he said. “You did before all of this, I’ll bet.”


  Frowning, Marcus put his hands on Doug’s thick shoulders and tilted him back against the wall. “I guess,” he said. “What’s it matter? He’s straight.”


  Barnes raised an eyebrow.


  Marcus’ eyes widened. “What are you going to–”


  The fox turned to the slumped-over boar. “Douglas,” he began. “From this moment forward, you are the Ultimate Bro. Sometimes bonding with your bros will take a decidedly sexual turn. This is fine. Don’t listen to the ‘haters’ – they don’t understand how close you are to your bros. If sucking your buddy’s cock will make him feel better, and make him like you better, you do what you have to do. Grunt if you understand me.”


  Doug let out a soft grunt. Marcus watched with faint alarm.


  Barnes cocked his head. “And when I bring you out of your trance, Marcus Clay will be the most attractive, beautiful creature you have ever laid eyes on. Simply speaking to him will arouse you. Call upon whatever subconscious images you have to, but if the bat is speaking to you you will have an erection.”


  The bat gasped. “C'mon man!” he cried. “You don’t have to make him–”


  Barnes held up a paw. “Doug, your elevator car lifting off the cavern floor, bringing you up to the daylight, still listening to my voice and still obeying. When I snap my fingers, you will awake, still under my power for the remainder of your employment. Do you understand?”


  Another grunt. Marcus watched with subdued horror.


  Barnes snapped his fingers.


  The boar blinked slowly awake, like he was coming out of a deep alcohol-induced slumber. He blinked stupidly into the dark garage, taking a moment to lazily orient himself, and when his eyes settled on the bat standing before him, his eyebrows shot up.


  “Marcus!” he gasped, staggering unsteadily to his feet. “Buddy! You’re back!” He lunged for the shorter bat, enveloping him in a crushing hug. “I thought you got canned, bro! Dude, it’s so good to see you.” He squeezed him tightly, nearly lifting him off his bare feet.


  Marcus’ large ears tilted backwards as he stared plaintively at Barnes. Smiling, the fox shrugged.


  Doug pulled back a foot and beamed stupidly, staring at Marcus’ face. Suddenly, he seemed to become lost in Marcus’ eyes, and slowly dropped his gaze down the bat’s thick chest and stomach. The boar’s tusked lower jaw slowly opened in shock or surprise, and when he met Marcus’ gaze again his eyes were wild with lust.


  “Now, whoa, hey, Dougie,” the bat started to say.


  “You’re nervous,” Doug told him, his hazel eyes a little wide. “It’s being back here, right? It’s okay, bro. I know how to calm you down.” He pushed forward, crushing the bat against the cinderblock wall.


  “Whoa, hey, Doug!” Marcus cried. “Dude, you don’t have to do this!” He writhed in discomfort between the boar and the wall.


  “Marcus – arousal level seven,” Barnes said, quietly.


  The bat blinked at him, and then shivered violently in place, his eyes rolling back into his head. “Jeeeeeeeezzzzz!” he squealed, arching his back against the back wall.


  Doug pushed right back at him, dipping his snout to nuzzle at Marcus’ thick neck. “That’s it, bro,” he said, biting the bat gently on the inside of his neck. “Dougie’s gonna take care of you.”


  Still reeling, the bat struggled weakly. He was a lot better-built than Doug, and if he’d been less disoriented, he probably could have fought off the less-developed boar, but dazed as he was the boar’s thick arms were more than sufficient to hold him.


  A gleam in his eyes, the boar pinned Marcus’ shoulders against the wall with his thick left arm, and reached down with his right paw, clamping onto Marcus’ crotch with his thick fingers and grinding hard against him.


  Marcus jerked in place, hissing through his teeth and squealing. “F-f-faaack!” he gasped.


  Barnes cocked his head. “Are you a top or a bottom, Marcus? I believe the answer to that question is quickly becoming relevant.”


  Marcus bared his teeth at him. “I am not going to do this to hi–” he started.


  “Answer me. That’s an order.”


  Marcus face screwed up in anguish. “Rrrrrrrrurhhhrrrr noooooo…ngh…top most of the time, bottom on special occasion!” he snarled unhappily, trying ineffectually to push Doug away.


  Barnes smiled. “Mmm,” he said. “Looks like that boar cock is getting a nice tight home tonight,” he said, chuckling.


  Doug grinned savagely. “Is that true?” he asked, excitedly. “Are you gonna let me fuck you?” His eyes were almost…predatory, a far cry from the friendly boar who had greeted Barnes at the door, and as the fox watched, Doug slid his elbow up to push hard against Marcus’ neck, pinning him to the wall.


  “Ahhh, Dougie stop it! This isn’t really you!” he wailed.


  “Of course it’s really him,” Barnes observed. “It’s really Douglas that wants to welcome you back and be your friend. I’ve just given him mental permission to pursue the most efficient method toward that goal.” He crossed his arms. “It wouldn’t work if he didn’t want it on some level.”


  Staring hatefully sideways at him, Marcus bared his teeth. “Bullshit,” he hissed.


  Barnes cocked his head. “Douglas, do you think there’s some way we could convince young Mr. Clay?”


  The boar stared for a moment, the look in his eyes very similar to what Barnes had seen on Scott’s face half an hour ago, and suddenly lunged for Marcus, grabbing him by one forearm and the back of the neck. The boar backed up quickly, to the front of the Suzuki parked next to them, dragging the stumbling, alarmed bat with him.


  The Sidekick was a small SUV, probably pushing a decade old, with a half-circle smashed into its front bumper, probably the result of an unfortunate encounter with a tree. It was toward this semicircle that Doug shoved the struggling bat.


  “Hey, stop it!” Marcus cried, pulling violently backwards, but his claws had no purchase on the cold concrete and Doug was much stronger than he looked.


  His thick shoulders rippling under his coveralls, Doug pushed Marcus into the half-circle depression in the Suzuki’s bumper and radiator. He shoved himself forward, lifting himself onto his toes to do it, crushing the bat up against the deformed metal, and abruptly threw his weight against Marcus’ back, folding the bat at the waist and pinning him against the crumpled hood.


  “OW!” Marcus spat, arching his back and struggling. He wasn’t really struggling, though, Barnes noticed; if he’d truly wanted to he could have escaped the boar’s grasp. Not that the fox would have let him get away with it. But still, it was worth noting.


  “Stop it, Doug, this isn’t you,” Marcus gasped, planting his hands on either side of his chest and struggling to lift himself upward.


  “Of course it’s me,” the boar grunted, planting his elbows on Marcus’ thick muscular back. He leaned hard against the other young mechanic, making the Suzuki creak and buck backwards against its parking pin. “Do you think this shit can really be programmed?”


  “It’s fake!” Marcus cried, clenching his jaw and pushing upwards. His arms flexed gorgeously, and Barnes fought to concentrate on the dialogue and not the display.


  “Yeah?” Doug snapped, leaning forward again, only this time he bucked his hips forward, too, and for a moment Marcus stopped struggling, his eyes wide in surprise.


  “Does this feel fake?”


  Marcus craned his neck around. “Is that your–”


  Doug grinned proudly. “The other white meat, baby,” he said, leaning forward and pinning Marcus’ chest to the deformed hood of the car. “With a big fat boner to prove how happy I am to see you.” He lowered his head and nuzzled the back of Marcus’ head, grating his tusks stiffly between Marcus’ ears.


  The bat shuddered, clenching his hands into fists. “It’s not really you, man,” he said, shakily. “The fox is controlling you. He’s controlling your mind.”


  Doug ground his hips up against Marcus again, bucking against him hard enough to make the car rock again, and the bat let out a shuddering breath. “Issat so,” he whispered, nibbling at the base of Marcus’ ear. “Well, if being controlled feels this fucking good, he can make me his fucking slave.”


  Barnes felt his pulse quicken.


  “C’mon, relax,” Doug whispered, sliding one big hand under Marcus’ chin. “It’s really me, and I want you to feel this good, too,” he whispered. He abruptly stepped back a few inches, pulling Marcus with him, putting half a foot between Marcus and the deformed radiator. Into this gap went Doug’s paw.


  Marcus jerked in surprise as he felt the boar’s paw on his stomach, but Barnes could see his resistance was waning. Suddenly the young bat looked at the fox, desperation and pleading in his eyes.


  Watching impassively, Barnes stared back at him.


  “I fuckin’ love your stomach, bro,” Doug whispered, pulling the black bat back another few inches to stroke his flat belly. Eyes half-closing, Marcus lifted his chest off the hood of the car, and this time Doug allowed him to. As soon as his pecs were off the metal, Doug’s paws were up inside his shirt, feeling the slabs of muscle and massaging hard. Barnes watched Doug’s paws angle sharply, and Marcus gasped softly as the boar roughly squeezed both his nipples.


  “Doesn’t that feel good?” Doug whispered, licking the base of Marcus’ big ear. “Doesn’t it feel real?” He roughly massaged Marcus’ stomach, letting his paws slide lower and lower, and finally settled on the belt in the bat’s cargo shorts. “Join me, Marcus. Join us. Give in.” He fumbled with the belt and zipper with his thick, hoof-like fingernails, and finally succeeded in sliding the bat’s fly down. Gently scratching at the lower end of the bat’s abs, Doug hooked a thick thumb into the waistband of the bat’s boxers and pulled them slowly over the curve of his ass.


  Staring straight ahead through the shattered windshield of the Sidekick, brow furrowed in consternation, Marcus shivered violently as his shorts and boxers dropped to the floor. His long cock sprang forth as soon as it was clear of the waistband, and almost spanned the entire eight inches between his low-hanging balls and the crushed front end of the Suzuki. Barnes was suddenly swimming in musk, and he realized by the cloying sent of pre that Marcus had been furiously fighting his arousal for more than just a few minutes. Probably since he’d first stumbled in.


  Grinding his tusks against the back of Marcus’ neck, Doug slowly curled his fingers around the bat’s hanging red meat, squeezing gently and pumping it to full hardness. “Join us,” he whispered, so quietly that Barnes could barely hear it.


  Marcus squeezed his eyes shut. “Okay,” he whispered.


  Doug laughed out loud. “Ha! That’s great!” He abandoned Marcus’ cock and wrapped his arms around the bat’s thick lats, squeezing him tightly. “I’m so glad you’re back!” He nuzzled the back of Marcus’ neck, kissing him repeatedly, and suddenly latched onto his bat meat again.


  Trying to hide a satisfied smile, Barnes reached into the top drawer of the nearest tool cabinet and withdrew a box of condoms and a tube of KY. He held them out toward Doug. “I presume you know what to do with these?”


  Doug turned his chest enough to receive both items. “I kind of wondered what those were doing in there.” He blinked at Barnes.


  The fox resisted the urge to roll his eyes. “Have you ever had anal sex before?”


  The boar nodded enthusiastically. “Yeah.” He grinned conspiratorially. “I liked it a lot more than my girlfriend did, though.”


  Barnes eyed the considerable bulge in the crotch of the boar’s coveralls. “I can imagine,” he said dryly. He stepped around toward the driver’s side of the car, where he could more easily make eye contact with Marcus.


  The side of his head resting on the misshapen hood of the Suzuki, the bat scowled daggers at him. “You happy?” he asked, his eyes half-closed.


  Barnes stared back at him. “Arousal level eight,” he snapped.


  Marcus stared back at him, eyes wide, and then shivered, his eyes rolling back into his head. “Ohh shit,” he muttered.


  There was the crinkling of a condom wrapper behind him, and the telltale squick of the KY tube. Barnes looked up to see Doug looking downward, frowning with concentration, and before he realized it was happening the boar shoved himself forward against the bat’s legs.


  Marcus hissed and snarled, digging his claws into the hood of the Suzuki. Barnes’ eyes widened. Had the boar just–


  “Ohhhhh shiiiiiiiiiiiit!” Doug hissed, pushing himself all the way forward. “He’s so fucking tight!” he groaned.


  “RRRRGH!” Marcus snarled, arching his back and gasping. “Fucking hell, man!” he panted, his long tongue hanging out. “Go slow, you asshole!”


  “I can’t help it! It feels so good!” Doug bent at the waist, his nostrils flaring and chest reddening, and wrapped one arm around Marcus’ neck, putting him in a neat headlock and pulling his chest off the hood of the car.


  “Fuck!” Marcus cried, clamping his right paw around Doug’s thick forearm, bracing his other hand against the hood of the Suzuki. “I’m beginning to see…why your girlfriend wasn’t…so crazy about this!” he gasped, writhing in discomfort.


  “Arous–” Barnes began.


  “No!” Marcus cried, gritting his teeth. “No, I got it,” he said, shakily. He took a few deep, slow breaths, and slowly the thick muscles in his gorgeous arms gently relaxed. “I got it,” he said again, softer this time. Doug released him from the headlock, and Marcus lowered himself slowly, gritting his teeth in occasional gasps of tension. He let out a long shaky breath, and when Doug began pumping again, he only furrowed his brow.


  “I’ll try to go slow,” Doug gasped, planting his big hands firmly on Marcus’ hips, “but I’m pretty horned up.” He licked his teeth, and Barnes saw that his muzzle and chest were starting to redden.


  Marcus braced himself on his elbows, and slowly opened his eyes to meet Barnes’ gaze. “It’s fine,” he whispered. “I’m okay. It…it feels good.” He closed his eyes again, opening his mouth slightly, and it was obvious from his posture that he was finally starting to enjoy himself. He arched his back, a thick muscular bat in a perfect submissive pose, and Barnes was suddenly overcome by the desire, no, the need, to own this one, absolutely.


  “Marcus, sleep,” he said.


  The bat opened his eyes for half a second, startled, and then dropped onto the hood of the car, his eyes rolling back into his head before shutting completely.


  Surprised, Doug stopped pumping and made shocked eye contact with him.


  His heart pounding, Barnes narrowed his eyes at him. “Keep going,” he snapped.


  Doug nodded, and resumed his pumping. After a moment the dull, stupid haze of pleasure returned to the boar’s hazel eyes.


  Barnes lowered his gaze to his newest prey.


  “Marcus, I want you in a state where you can converse with me and react normally, but stay in a state of hypnosis. Do you understand?”


  The bat moaned softly.


  “MARCUS,” Barnes snapped. “Talk to me.”


  “Ngh,” the bat whispered, without opening his eyes. “I understand.”


  “Call me Master.”


  “I understand, Master,” Marcus whispered.


  “Marcus, you realize I’m giving you exactly what you want, don’t you?” he asked.


  “Yes, Master.” Behind him, Doug sped up, gritting his teeth, and Marcus’ brow furrowed gently.


  “It feels good, doesn’t it? You were probably lusting after that big stupid boar, afraid to even talk to him for fear of freaking him out, and here he is fucking you with his big boar cock. Doesn’t that feel good, Marcus?”


  The bat gasped softly, letting his tongue loll out. “Yes, Master,” he whispered.


  “Is it as good as you had hoped, Marcus?”


  His eyes still squeezed shut, Marcus shivered. “Better, Master,” he said. “He’s really aggressive.”


  Doug chuckled proudly, leaning forward to more efficiently spear the helpless, submissive bat underneath him. Marcus groaned in response.


  Barnes grinned grimly. “Excellent. I want you to feel the pleasure of being fucked by the big straight boar you wanted but couldn’t have. Do you feel the pleasure?”


  Marcus nodded, eyes still closed. “Yes, Master.”


  “Oh shit,” Doug hissed, gritting his teeth. He was starting to speed up. “I’m feeling the pleasure, too,” he said, his eyes a little wide. “This fucker is so tight. This is the best fuck I’ve ever had.”


  “Feel the pleasure!” Barnes commanded, practically shouting in Marcus’ face. “Bask in it! Let it fill every corner of your being! Let it fill you like water, coursing into ever crevasse of your body!”


  Marcus grit his teeth, hissing. “I feel it, Master!” he moaned. He lifted his shoulders, tucking his thick forearms under his chest, and dipped his head, shivering. The misaligned hood of the Suzuki rattled in its frame.


  “This pleasure nearly overcomes you! It is all you can do not to drop to the floor!”


  Marcus whimpered, gritting his teeth, his muzzle and chest coloring dark red.


  “It is this pleasure that you will derive from obeying your Masters! Be a good, subservient jock bat and you will feel this pleasure all the time!”


  “Yes, Master!” Marcus whimpered. “I hear and obey! I will obey! I am yours to command!”


  “Getting close!” Doug hissed, his teeth bared and his lips pulled back.


  “Marcus, cum for your master!”


  Arching his head back, Marcus let out a keening wail that only a bat could possibly generate. It echoed viciously off the concrete floor and cinderblock walls of the repair shop. He squealed through his teeth, the rigorously-developed muscles of his bull neck standing out like steel cords under his skin, shivering and writhing under the boar’s weight. The hood of the Suzuki rattled like its engine had thrown a rod.


  “Oh fuck, he’s clenching!” Doug hissed, and then it was obvious that it pushed him flying over the edge, because he wrapped his thick arms around Marcus’ chest, pinning the bat’s arms to him and holding him rigidly in place. “Fuck! Fuck! Nnnnghh! NNNRRGGHH! ” Doug hissed, rocking forward to flatten the bat against the hood of the car, grinding his hips furiously against Marcus’, as if he intended to push his cock all the way through him.


  “Master!” Doug cried in desperation, eyes wide and furious, shivering violently from tusks to tail, his teeth clenched and little bits of foamy saliva trapped in the corners of his mouth. His nostrils flared like he was going to abandon his conquest and charge around the shop, spearing things on his tusks, and his face was so red and scrunched into such feverish intensity that Barnes half-expected little cartoon jets of steam to burst forth from his nostrils.


  Marcus writhed in the throes of his own orgasm, stiffening as if experiencing a seizure, and only began to relax after half a minute or more, finally going limp and resting his chin on the hood of the car.


  Panting frantically, Doug’s snout began to dip, and he regarded the entire situation with wide-eyed disbelief. “Holy shit,” he breathed, slowly.


  Barnes grinned. “Marcus, I’d like you to wake up when I snap my fingers…and I’d like you to remember everything.”


  “Yes, Master,” the bat said, eyes still closed. “I hear, and obey.”


  Barnes snapped his fingers.


  When the bat opened his eyes, blinking as if in sudden sunlight, he wore the same dazed, vaguely-blissful expression that all of his coworkers has previously displayed. His eyes suddenly clearing, he saw Barnes, and smiled.


  “…Master?” he whispered.


  Barnes grinned.


  • • •


  Leaving the boys to clean up, Barnes wandered over to the trio on the other side of the garage.


  Thoughtfully, they had apparently finished up when Marcus and Doug had started their own climax. Still laid out on all fours, Scott was frowning and licking deer cum off his muzzle. Matted with sweat and juices, his tail was folded up over his back. Harold knelt behind him, breathing hard, his big hands braced on his quads. Robbie was nowhere to be found, but reappeared momentarily, buck naked and carrying a half a dozen shop towels. The scene stank of cum, sweat, and motor oil.


  Smiling pleasantly, Barnes stopped just ahead of the wolf. “Enjoy yourself?” he asked.


  Scott glared sideways up at him. “Didn’t really have a choice, did I?”


  Barnes chucked. “No, I guess not.” He cocked his head. “Those were some fine new hires, Mr. Leigh,” he said.


  Scott leaned back onto his haunches, staggering unsteadily to his feet. Harold lifted himself up first and held out a big hand for his boss. Scott accepted and smiled gratefully. He stood there, swaying gently. “I figured you would like ‘em,” he snorted. “A fist-pumping bro and a bat thug seemed right up your alley.”


  Barnes chuckled softly. “Not just me. Get Marcus a sleeveless work shirt and Douglas a baseball cap, and you’ll have filled two more sexual fantasies for the hordes of housewives bringing us their minivans and SUVs. For the ones who don’t prefer the daddy weightlifter or the sweet country boy.”


  Robbie and Harold’s eyes both widened as they realized he was talking about them, and then as if in unison they straightened up proudly.


  “Good work,” he said to Scott.


  The wolf nodded noncommittally, but Barnes could smell the way his pulse quickened and hear the subtle twitching of his tail, and he knew that, inside, Scott was all but writhing on the floor with pride at having pleased his master.


  Hiding a smile, Barnes cocked his head. “You should get home,” he said, unable to keep the smile out of voice. “You’ve got a busy day tomorrow.”


  Scott snorted. “I can’t. I’ve got an inventory to run…remember? I’m down a guy.”


  Barnes cocked his head. “No, you aren’t,” he said, gesturing behind himself. They all looked at Marcus and Doug, who were unsteadily approaching from the other side of the garage.


  Marcus stopped and smiled lopsidedly back. “I can stay,” he said. “It’s no problem.” He swallowed hard, looking at Scott a little wide-eyed. “I wanna do a good job, Mr. Leigh. I’m okay now.”


  Scott blinked at him, and frowned reluctantly. “I don’t know,” the wolf said. “You guys are both new. Inventory is kind of a big job.”


  “It’s okay,” Harold said, the big bull clearing his throat. “I’ve done enough of them. So has Robbie. We’ll each pair off with one of the new guys.”


  Unsure, Scott looked back and forth among his employees.


  “We got this,” Harold said, feigning irritation. “Go home, boss. You have to deal with those assholes from Eddie’s Muffler tomorrow.” He crossed his arms. “They’ll probably demand a 400% processing fee at the last minute or some other bullshit.”


  The wolf looked at him, cracked a little smile, and nodded. “Thanks, guys,” he said. “I appreciate it. I’ll just stick around long enough to get the master’s oil changed.”


  The fox felt his eyebrows pop up, and after a moment he figured out what the wolf was talking about. “Oh!’ he said, grinning. “Not necessary. I just had it done at the dealership. For free.” He shrugged. “I think they were trying to get me to wander around the showroom – it took them long enough to change it.”


  All four of the mechanics and their boss stared at Barnes in open-mouthed astonishment.


  “So…so you don’t even need an oil change?” Doug stammered.


  Barnes shrugged. “Guess not!” He grinned, cocking his head. “I’ll see you boys in 3000 miles, though.”


  Still grinning, he left his pets to their open-mouthed stares and their inventory, and padded happily toward the front door.


  EPILOGUE

  TWO WEEKS LATER


  The dash clock said 2:45 when Matthew Barnes reached the downtown Starbucks. He’d promised to meet someone at 3:00, but if the years of their friendship were any indication, they would both be 15 minutes early. It was thoroughly maddening to all of their mutual friends, but for just the two of them, things worked out quite nicely.


  As he expected, there was a familiar blue Toyota Camry in the parking lot by the time Barnes arrived. He pulled into the vacant space next to it, glancing to see if his friend was behind the wheel. There was no one in the car, but there was a miniature little police badge dangling from the rearview mirror. Barnes cocked his head. That was new.


  The cars were parked right up against the curb, nosed up against a half dozen bistro tables and umbrellas, and as he stepped out of his Civic, his friend stepped out of the coffee shop.


  “Richard Banks!” he called to the other fox.


  Richard saw him and strode over, wagging cheerfully. “Matt!” he cried, and they embraced, briefly but strong. Banks was still the smaller of the two and still looked undeniably like a psychologist – he was wearing a sweater-vest, for dog’s sake, in June – but he looked healthy and he appeared to be happy.


  They slipped into chairs at a table directly in front of their cars.


  “How the hell are you?” Richard demanded, grinning. He had a distinctly wolfish grin on his face, and Barnes could tell he was dying to share something.


  Barnes cocked his head. “Great. I have a project in the works I’d like to update you on. But I’ll get into that in a minute…first I want you to spill it.”


  The other fox stared innocently at him. “Hm?” he asked, eyes widened.


  Barnes let out a sigh. “This wouldn’t be about your ‘I found the perfect subject’ call a few weeks ago, would it?”


  Richard just grinned at him.


  Barnes sighed again. “Outstanding. Well, are you going to tell me about him, or…”


  Richard smiled sweetly. “Actually, I would prefer just to show you.” He looked past Barnes, back toward the Starbucks, angling his head upward. Quite a bit upward.


  Barnes turned, and found himself at mid-thigh level with a uniformed policeman. He craned his neck upward, gripping the back of his seat to steady himself, and looked up and up and up, at the shaggy head of a King Shepherd – a handsome, angry-looking police officer who must have been pushing six-and-a-half feet tall, if not more.


  “Holy shit,” Barnes heard himself say.


  The cop, he noticed belatedly, had three white-and-brown coffee cups. “Vanilla latte?” he asked, icily.


  Dumbfounded, Barnes nodded.


  The cop carefully set one of the cups in front of him, and diligently planted himself in one of the remaining chairs. He could barely wedge himself between the armrests, and as he sat Barnes got a good look at him. His shoulders appeared to be as wide as he was tall, and Barnes wondered how the dog had fit in Richard’s car in the first place.


  Richard Banks just grinned.


  Frowning, the dog stared at him. “So you’re another one of these hypno-people?” he asked, enveloping his coffee in his monstrous paws. He raised it to his black lips.


  Slowly, Barnes nodded. “You could say that,” he said, his mouth feeling dry.


  The cop let out a sigh. “And you two just happened to meet through random room assignment, and now I’m a freaking slave. Just my friggin’ luck.”


  Barnes blinked, surprised. “I see you’ve heard a lot about me,” he said.


  He looked up at Richard, but the other fox’s eyes were wide. “I didn’t tell him that,” he said, looking surprised.


  The shepherd glanced back and forth between them. “Your last names. Banks. Barnes. They’re alphabetically sequential.” He shrugged his massive shoulders. “I just figured that was too much of a coincidence.” He looked down again, raising his coffee to his lips.


  Banks and Barnes exchanged a glance.


  “Wow, Richard,” Barnes said, lifting his own drink for a sip. “Hell of a dog you’ve got here. You’re lucky you got the jump on this one at all.”


  The other fox nodded, concealing a smile. “You have no idea,” he said.


  The shepherd cracked a grim smile.


  Narrowing his eyes, Barnes looked back and forth between the two of them, and he was almost certain he detected something. He had known Richard Banks for close to twenty years, and for a moment, he thought he detected something more in his eyes than pride. It was almost as if the fox was falling in –


  “So, Matt!” Richard interrupted brightly, glancing nervously at the shepherd. “When are you going to trash this piece of shit car?” He gestured with one thumb at Barnes’ Honda. “It looks like crap.”


  Barnes stared at him a moment, and then let out of a soft chuckle. “I don’t know,” he said. “I’ve become quite attached to it.”


  Richard snorted. “More like, you’ve become attached to your mechanic.”


  Barnes grinned. “Richard, my friend…..you have no idea.”
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