Locker Room Quickie
The Lust of Ice Hockey Teammates

Dripping with sweat, the caribou stomped into the locker room from the ice rink, groaning and rolling his shoulders back to shake loose settled in tension. Gym sessions coupled with ice hockey, on the same day, just didn’t go together, not at all. Yet Aaron felt he could not leave either one by the wayside, even for the sake of his own body and comfort. Some said physical activity was an addiction of sorts. He called it living.
His familiar teammates, all kinds of furs with custom skates to fit hooves or paws, crowded around him, shuffling and bumping into one another in the cramped quarters of the changing room. Aaron grimaced, brown muzzle twisting as he blinked away a speck of dust from the corner of his eye, orb watering. He was glad that the team had grown over the last few months but couldn’t help feeling a little sullen at the lack of space. Sometimes, if there was no one else at the rink – no other teams – they could use both locker rooms. Unfortunately, that particular night, it was not the case and they were all crowded into one.
The locker rooms were clean enough for general use, though Aaron could never find them at all pleasing with so many bodies hustled together, fur soaked down to the skin as they stripped themselves of sodden gear. He wrinkled his nose, soft, moist flesh too sensitive to odour, as his ears half-slipped down to his skull as if he wanted to hide from the clamour, cower into a corner. Aaron’s heartbeat quickened and he fought to breathe as deeply and slowly as he could bear, antlers itching in an imaginary shed of velvet. Why were the changing rooms so full? He just had to put up with it. Pressing his knuckles into the socket of his eyes, he inhaled through his nostrils, eyes closed. It was worth it for the ice time. That was a better thought. He had to hold on to that.
The caribou’s smile spread slowly as he drifted into a cleaner, crisper world, ears twitching to the remembered sound of blades cutting through ice, spraying up in a white flurry as he stopped on the edge of one blade. Yeah, skating was worth it. He could put up with the cramped changing rooms if it meant that he could keep skating. And playing hockey, of course.
Rubbing his antlers, Aaron clicked his tongue against the roof of his mouth and shrugged out of his shoulder pads, dropping them on the growing pile of kit on the floor to his rear. Though he would not usually be so careless with his gear, it was going in the wash that night anyway, to be soaked in the bath for hours to get the stink out of the fabric. It seemed to be seeping into the fibre of it, however, and he had his doubts about how much longer he could stand to strap himself into the kit that only stank of old sweat without chemical intervention. He did it for the love of the game and that alone. His ears twitched, eyes wandering to the door through which cold air still seeped. How cool was it that his university had an ice hockey team? He certainly did not know of many that could boast the same.
Aaron cast a lion a half-smile as he squeezed past in the small space and grimaced as his shoulder rang with a twinge of pain, abruptly and rudely reminding him of his overall soreness. Such a pain. Had he really had to do shoulders at the gym earlier that day? Such a derp ‘bou.
“You sore there, hm?”
Aaron swallowed, heart beating in a tiny flutter of nerves, though he did not alter his movements in the, carefully practised at keeping his expression smooth and balanced. He glanced over at the larger polar bear changing beside him. His bulk should have been impossible to miss and yet he had once again managed to sneak up on Aaron without the caribou being any the wiser.
“Yeah...kinda...” 
Aaron rolled his shoulders, though could not stop a grimace from twisting his lips. Tiernan, the polar bear, smirked, black lips quirking up evilly, and grabbed the caribou by the shoulders, pushing his fingers in to massage deeply. Despite the fact that the massage could have been pleasurable in a more private situation, Aaron scowled and rocked his shoulders from side to side as if to dislodge the bear.
“How does this feel?” He queried. “Any better?”
The caribou shook him off but the bear came back again, paws insistently digging between his shoulder blades. He shook the caribou with the force of his faux massage as he obnoxiously handled the smaller male, tugging his t-shirt to the side as if he was about to yank it back over his head when he had only just succeeded in re-clothing himself.
“Git off, you lump... For fuck’s sake, Tier!”
Aaron shoved him, a paw slapping into the bear’s shoulder to push him away a step. It was enough and the rest of the team crowded around, cat calling and giving them even less space in which to tussle, though that was hardly the point of the jibe. Laughing, Tiernan jostled him back until the team captain shouted across the changing room in a loud, booming voice.
“Cut it out! You think we have space in here for that?”
“Not enough room to swing a cat,” a tiger confirmed with an expression that he had to fight with in order to keep solemn and stern, lips quirking at the corners for a fraction of a second. “Though I daresay not a soul here would try.”
“We’d swing you by the tail...”
The team vibrated with laughter, the sound reverberating around the comparatively small room. Aaron resisted the urge to rub his ears, the ringing within terrible. But it wouldn’t do to draw attention, he’d just look like he was being antisocial again. The caribou smiled fixedly and endured the throb of pain in his eardrums until the racket died down enough to be comfortable, though the world about him still spun dizzyingly. He half-closed his eyes and Tier cast him a sympathetic look, lightly bumping his shoulder: sorry, buck.
“All right, all right,” the team captain, a chestnut stallion with a wonky white snip of a marking on his nose, yawned, blunt teeth flashing under the glaring lights. “We’d best bugger off out or Joe will be after us again, you know he doesn’t like it when we hang around too late. Practice is late enough as it is.”
Though the team groaned, fun for the moment spoilt, they bobbed their muzzles in agreement. It really was late enough and most of them had lectures the next morning to attend, even if they would sleep through the majority of them. Aaron was one of the lucky few to have a Friday morning off from study, at least for the second semester. He did not yet know what the third would bring. Probably enough exams to keep him off the ice altogether, bar the odd practice or two. Aaron sighed, ears drooping with barely a lift to the rounded tips. Study was all well and good but exams...they were another thing entirely. They drained him.
Shoving his gear into his hockey bag – a black and red striped monstrosity large enough to fit a body, or so his hall-mates joked – the caribou crammed all in haphazardly, keen to be on his way. He dragged his shirt over his head and threw on a fleece jacket for good measure, immediately too warm. Though his fur steamed, he knew it would be bitter outside, the wind cutting as it whipped around the rink, a little wind trap that was particularly biting on a winter evening.
Tier glanced at the caribou as he changed, covertly sliding his gaze away so that he could not be accused of staring if anyone happened to be looking in his direction. It would not have been the done thing to be caught staring at a teammate in the middle of the changing room, unless he wanted to subject himself and Aaron to mockery. He was not averse to banter, of course, but Aaron, a caribou on the quieter side, was liable to clam up the moment a jibe was directed his way. The polar bear smiled, round ears twitching as he recalled just how quick Aaron’s tongue had been one hall get-together after a few rounds of drinks. In time, the buck would loosen up and let the weight roll off his shoulders. He just needed to feel comfortable with his surroundings.
The team gathered their gear and milled out of the locker room in two’s and three’s, clumped together as they automatically fell into their usual groups without even thinking about it. It was funny how furs liked to stick together, herd instinct and pack behaviour winning out after millennia of evolution over their feral ancestors. Tier smiled and lifted his paw to wave as the team captain bobbed his muzzle and made good his exit. He had a wife to get home to and Tier did not blame him for leaving as swiftly as he was able. There was nothing better than going home to a warm body to love and hold. The bear’s cheeks tingled with warmth he would not admit. He should know.
“See you guys later!” The tiger chirped as he ducked out of the doorway, a flick in his tail and excessively cheery for gone midnight on a Tuesday night. “Have a good one!”
With that, Tier and Aaron found themselves alone in the locker room, the racket of the team fading as they padded around the perimeter of the ice rink, past solid barriers and towering Plexiglas, to the exit. Their steps swiftly faded. The caribou’s ears twitched, and the tension visibly dropped from his shoulders, muscles loosening in the quiet.
“You doing okay there?” Tier probed, dropping a kiss on the back of Aaron’s head, though he wrinkled his muzzle at the sweaty fur beneath his lips: yeuch.
“Mmm, yeah, yeah... I’m fine,” Aaron murmured, glazed over eyes roaming through his kit. “Just making sure I’ve got everything first, then we can get going. Blinking beat though. Jeez... I can’t be meant to hurt like this.”
Tier nodded and zipped up his hockey bag, stretching his arms out before his body. It was a good feeling, lengthening and easing out pain in the stretch, and he groaned softly, stubby tail twitching.
A good, hot shower would be fucking amazing right now, he thought to himself, eyes sliding back to the caribou. It was difficult to keep his gaze away from his secret-not-secret boyfriend for long, with his lean toned body barely concealed under clothing that did nothing to accentuate his form. Tier much preferred to see the buck as naked as the day he was born, fur sleek over muscle in sheer, natural beauty. The male worked hard to keep himself fit and strong. Tier respected that even if his own motivation did not match up with his sweet caribou.
The polar bear hid a sigh behind a rub of his paw and licked his lips, tongue swiping out in a pink flash.
“Do you want to walk back tonight or bus it back?” He asked, tilting his head from side to side.
Aaron laughed, the sound echoing eerily around the bare room with nothing but clothing hooks and benches to bear witness to his mirth. The grey, nondescript tiles, designed as if to be hosed down in cleaning, gripped the underside of the caribou’s hooves where his brown fur had been neatly trimmed around his cloven hooves. The buck twisted his lips, exhaling slowly through his hooked nostrils.
“Walk, the last bus will have left,” he said eventually as he checked his plain, black watch, “over an hour ago.”
Tier grimaced, rubbing the side of his head. Bugger.
“Jeez, you would think they’d run later.”
Aaron shot him a look out of the corner of his eye, lips tugging up on one side.
“Just because you’re used to London buses and all those quick and easy transport links, underground and all that, doesn’t mean the rest of the world operates as it does there. That’s something futuristic. Not a Cov’ thing.”
The polar bear raised an eyebrow.
“Oh, well then, if you’re gonna cast jokes like that at me...”
Tier folded his arms across his broad chest, ears quivering as the buck ducked his muzzle. His dark eyes went wide and he tilted his muzzle down, lower lip quivering in the imitation of a pout that would never look quite right plastered across his masculine muzzle. The caribou giggled and scratched the velvet off one of his antlers; it was getting close to shedding season again and soon his full rack would be revealed in all its glory, stripped of every scrap of velvet that itched and rubbed so irritatingly. That would be one annoyance for Tier to understand, as long as they were together, and one that the bear was yet to be privy to.
The bear advanced, sulk ineffective, backing the shorter caribou up against the wall beneath the higher up coat hooks. Aaron laughed, unable to find his partner intimidating in the slightest, and caught him lightly under the jaw with his antler – a love tap that knocked the bear’s head back lightly. Smirking, Tier placed both paws flat on Aaron’s chest and pinned him to the wall, leaning on the smaller male with only a portion of his weight, holding in place without causing an ounce of pain. The bear stared deep into his eyes, unblinking in that fraction of intensity that was all the caribou could manage without looking away, heat rising to his muzzle and spreading through his abdomen, a lick of fire. Aaron shivered, lips parting to inhale in a quick intake of breath, barely a gasp. A male who knew his strength and used it well was a fine treat indeed.
“What...” His eyes were unfocused. “What are you doing? Tier?”
“We’re alone here...” The bear murmured, leaning in to nuzzle up the caribou’s neck from his Adam’s apple to the line of his jaw. “You’re always saying we don’t have any privacy in the hall, sneaking into each other’s rooms when the rest of them think we’re playing games... Why not here?”
End preview.
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His suitor, however, turns out to be another gryphon, a rare occurrence indeed when it comes to a land dominated by human beings. He was expecting a man, of course, but he'll take a gryphon, if the little golden creature is so inclined to have him. Honey is as sweet as his name with a personality to match and Arvid simply cannot help but be drawn in to him, his wall lowering as he even lets his new friend know just a little bit more about him too.

But will Honey simply be another one night stand as the sweet gryphon reveals a surprising truth about himself or will they become something more?
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Konnor has been dreaming - dreaming of a very special dragon. Andros has haunted and beautified his dreams since the day they met but the man hasn't seen the dragon's scales since, except in the course of his dreams. And what are dreams when the body and mind long for the real thing, the weight of the dragon in his arms?

Luck may be just about to turn in his favour, however, as the male-loving dragon returns for a little more "practice" and Konnor makes the best of a situation that may otherwise spiral off into the ether without him having taken his chance and daring to make that terrifying leap...
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Christmas on college campus: it's not the nicest experience to go it alone when the snow is falling and the family that should be there...well...aren't. They're not there and that side of his family has never been there for Cody. Just because he's in his first year of college, breaking into his adult life, doesn't mean anything is all of a sudden going to change.

But maybe, just maybe, a zebra who is very much not family to the stag can help some, bringing him to another side of his life when he is simply trying to go out and do his laundry on Christmas break. Everything is not as it was and all is set to change, his heart and lust opening up to another soul in the sweetest of ways for the very first time...
