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Unlikely

1.
Beginnings are always awkward, at least for me. Mostly ‘cause I have no idea where to start, leading me to fucking up more often than naught. Especially considering what I am trying to talk about. You won’t believe me, or perhaps you might. People do strange things, things they never would expected they would do. Take myself for example; the poster husky for our town: silent, kind, straight (well as straight as you can be in this town), bartender in Tailton’s hottest club. We’re a small town, close to the local hot springs, right on the edge of the forest, with many great hiking routes starting right outside of town, and close enough to the mountains to be considered a ‘ski-resort’ in the winter. Not that we have much else going on for us. We have the club, many luxurious hotels, with their own fancysmanshy bars, several cafés and many, many (and I mean MANY) gift shops scattered around town, cluttering up the main street… if nothing else. Currently we are the number one holiday place for the rich and famous. If you are lucky and you are at the right spot at the right time you can catch Celine Taylor doing her daily shopping in our local market, or perhaps catch Brad Higgins on his daily run. Though it is a bit of an anti-climax in real life…
	We were founded by Dutch settles, and for years we were an artist colony, way back in the 18th century, not to mention in the sixties we were overrun by hippies… which would explain our laid back moral, at least according to my girlfriend, Anne. We’ve got all kinds here; gay, straight, bi, bicurious, people who are willing to try anything once. The usual I would almost say. Anne would be the kind of curious kind. For a fact I know she experimented with a friend of hers on more than one occasion. Even I… what I mean is you can’t get through high school here without at least having one gay experience, even if it is only a quick grope during one of the midsummer feasts. It’s the hippy genes. 
	Though all of this would not explain the crazy shit we’ve done Just like-

“Narrating your own life again?” I look up, when she comes marching into the room and busts my bubble of concentration, throwing open one of the bedroom windows. 
“Just thinking.” 
She turns and raises an eyebrow. 
“What? It is not that weird.”
“The only thinking you do is with your cock.”
“Wouw, ouch, and where did that come from?”
“I saw the little hussy you took out back with you” O.k. so I guess she isn’t all that up and up with the whole ‘open relationship’ thing, even though it has been going on for several years… ever since she left for college.
“Why do you care? It’s not like you hear me complaining every time you go out with whatsisname and return smelling of cheap cologne.”
Staring at the little indicator blinking on my screen I realize this is not going to happen.
“Oh, oh this is so typical! One time, it was one time!”
“Don’t get your nickers in a twist. And it was three.” In fact she is a bit of an uptight bitch about it. Our relationship is not all that wonderful…
“Every time, every God Damn Time.” 
The makeup sex is great though.
She stalks through the room, snatching her jacket from the bed before striding out again, muttering to herself. “Stupid men and their stupid...” I don’t hear the rest because she slams the door shut cutting off any sound and temporarily deafening me. I take a look at my watch. I need to get to work. Rising slowly I take a long look around the small bedroom I share with my girlfriend. It really is my apartment. The double bed, the grey carpeting, the simple white walls, the large dresser against the wall that is only inches away from completely falling apart, the simple desk, the chair with the utterly chewed out upholstery. She is splattered over it, her clothing; her make up on the night stand, her smell on the sheets, the two rows of shoes next to the dresser, a picture of her and me at the prom, her picture, not mine. I don’t even have that picture; I think, or I might, though I cannot for the life of me remember where I put it. Her splatters continue out into the living room with the simple leather couch and the cinderblock bookcase with a large flat screen TV (All mine). The girl magazines on the small coffee table, a box of tissues, DVDs of black anatomy, a half read book by Allende (All hers). It is like a poorly done paintjob which I try to ignore as I grab my keys and shut the door behind me.
“You are late.”
“Almost,” I point out to the hulking Panda awaiting me by the door, arms crossed looking very much pissed off, but that just might be his usual look. Part manager, part bouncer, this club is his baby and he treats it better than his wife. 
“With the emphasis on ‘almost’.” He grunts, stepping aside allowing me to enter. “Don’t let it happen again.”
“What, me being on time?”
“Smartass,” for a moment I believe he is going to jump me, on the account of my insubordination, it makes my hackles tingle. I’m a big guy, but Wei is a whole other league. “The liquor is waiting for you out back. Stock up.” Great, for a moment there I thought I had gotten away scot free; now he is making me haul the heave stuff. 
“Yes sir.” I can hear him snort in a ‘not quite’ disdainful manner. It pleases him to be treated with respect, though he is, I think, only five years my senior.
“Yooo, Rusky, how is hanging.”
“To the left as always.”
“Need me to check?”
“No thank you I’m sure it is where I left it.”
“Someday, you’ll gladly accept my services.”
“But not this day.”
The rabbit shrugs, giving me a wink before sliding past me towards the bar. Marv is one of those ungraspable figures. He’s gay, I mean… like really gay, but he has that something that, I dunno, it appeals. He shifts so smoothly from being the flaming queer to being this serious guy… with actually some pretty good advice (I hate to admit). He is fun to be around, and no matter how much he flirts with those around him, he never makes them feel (really) uncomfortable, which is… unusual. Behind the bar you see every type of drunk there is and are on the receiving end of every type of flirt there is, mostly you just smile and keep on working, but he…
“Staring at my ass again?” 
It snaps me back to reality. He and Sigrund, the large polarbear with legs up to her face, who takes care of the VIPs, stare at me from across the dance floor, he is leaning casually against the bar, his ass, with that teasing tail up in the air, pushed back. She is on the other side leaning over giving me a too good a view of her cleavage.
“I need to get the liquor.” I say, shaking my head, while crossing that short distance before disappearing through the side door that gives access to the backroom where we keep all the refills. 
	I open the back door and see the many crates and casks waiting for me. I start lugging them in. “Did you guys fight again?” It’s not really a question, but more of a statement in the form of a question. I look up. Marv is leaning against the doorframe, his face concerned. “Is it that obvious?”
“Yes, you look like you have just been whipped and the smell is as thick on you as it is on a twinky’s bed on a Sunday.”
“That makes no sense.” 
He frowns. “No guess you’re right, but yes, it is that obvious.”
Beyond him I can see Sigrund peering in over his shoulder. She doesn’t say anything, she never says much, but her expression says it all. 
“She saw me with that girl last night.” I admit, pushing my ears back. 
“Oh Rusky,” he sighs, shaking his head. 
“To be honest I do not know why you to are still together.” This makes me drop my head even lower; Sigrund’s words hitting me sharply. It earns her a sharp look from Marv. “All they seem to do is fight, make up, and fuck, keeping the whole town awake by the way, only to start the whole damn thing again in a week or so.”
“I do not think this is a subject you should bring up right now.” His smile tense, ears perked up, his nostrils flaring. 
Sigrund shrugs; “It’s the truth.”
Marv opens his mouth, no doubt to tell her off.
“She’s right… I guess. I-I just don’t know.” I put down the large crate with Albret whiskey. The box jingles softly as it hits the floor. My tail hangs idly by my side, my ears back, head dropped low. It used to be fun, but… “Now all we seem to do is fight. It is driving me crazy!”
“That is because you keep fucking around.”
“She does it too!” It sounds childish, like I have been just caught with my paw in the cookie jar by an angry parent. 
Sigrund snorts disdainfully; “Only because you do.”
“Not helping!” Marv stares her away, jerking his head sharply until finally she gets the hint, shrugs and leaves us alone. “Have you tried talking with her about it?”
“We fight.”
“Without fighting I mean.”
“We fuck.” 
Marv rolls his eyes. “The basis of a solid relationship is that you keep talking, no matter what. As long as you keep talking, there is a chance that things might work out.”
I raise an eyebrow, “Says you who…” I leave the rest up to his imagination.
“Of course says me, why do you think I don’t have any long relationships, ‘cause then I’d need to talk, to share, to deal with things, I’m much happier with my unresolved crap staying that way. How the hell do you think I stay so happy all the time?” He gives me one of his trademark happy-go-lucky smiles. It is that self-assured arrogance that gets me every time. I can’t help but reply with a smile of my own.
“I dunno man. It’s just all this conflict, this endless fighting. I… I sometimes forget why I loved her in the first place.”
“You guys still fight, don’t you?”
“Yeah…”
“Well that means you care. It wouldn’t hurt you if you didn’t care about it. You care about the fact she’s fucking that fox, you care about the fact that she might leave you, you care that she saw you leave with whatshername the other night.”
“I suppose so… It’s just…”
“What?”
“Forget it. I need to get these boxes inside.” I get up. The signal is clear, this conversation is over. Marv tilts his ears back. He doesn’t like it, and I turn so I don’t see his disappointed look. 
“Suit yourself if you ever want to talk about shit, you know where to find me.” I wave him off with one paw while heading out back to roll in those large kegs. I make sure to stay out there long enough for him to leave. How did things come so messed up? Everything is just so confusing, I know I love her, well at least I did. I knew I loved her, and I knew why, and now everything is just so messed up. 
	The last of the liquor is carried inside and I take a look at my watch. It’s almost six. It won’t be long till dinner arrives, then we start the cleaning and the DJ will start his sound check. I’ll probably be behind the bar making everything in order. She’s still on my mind when I re-enter the club. As long as you are still fighting, it means you still care. Do I? Almost every night I meet another girl, another cougar, vixen or bitch. Every night I get at least a dozen numbers slipped my way and every so often I call one, or I have a quick booty call out back. I don’t know why I do it, it’s just… I find myself there with my pants around my ankles slamming into this stranger I haven’t seen before in my life. Afterwards I feel the shame, no not shame; emptiness and I get left with that feeling till it slowly ebbs away, like the warm glow after a shot of whiskey. Things used to be so much easier, before… before…
	Nevermind.

	“Oooohhhh…” She gasps in my ear, arching her body, pressing her firm breasts against my chest. Fingers wind themselves through my hair, dragging my head closer while my mouth nibbles a path up her neck. I grasp her leg, boldly pushing my paw up her skirt until the denim fabric bunches around her waist. My fingers trail along the soft lace. Her fingers hike up my shirt, gathering the cotton fabric in her hand. I nuzzle her cheek ruff, finding that sweet little spot behind her jaw that makes her body shudder. “Yessss,” she hisses, “there… oh gods right there.” I can smell the alcohol on her breath, it is not like I care. One paw reaches down, joining my own and she drags down her panties. “Sweet mother of…” I’m cut off by her mouth, her tongue pressing against my lips, begging for entrance. 
	Her fingers trail the tent in my jeans, tracing the outlines of my shaft before reaching down to cup my balls. I break away gasping for breath. “You sure about this?” She nods. Her pupils are dilated. She squeezes, I let out a grunt. It is hardly the best place to do this. I try and move, but she drags me closer, not letting me escape her grasp. Fingers quickly undo my fly and I hiss feeling her cold fingers wrap around me. She laughs, short, breathless. I’m dragged out into the cold air, her grip sliding over the soft skin, my tip brushing somewhere against her thigh. “Ahnn…” She lets go of me, grabbing my wrist and directing me to her before returning to what she was doing. I do not hesitate but let my fingers slip in, eliciting a grunt that gets caught in her throat. For a moment we stand there, watching, our ragged breathing and the slight movements of our arms the only sign we haven’t stopped. It has been so long ago I have been touched like that.
	I slam my lips against hers, fiercely. My paw feels up her body, while she keeps wrestling with my shirt. My bare stomach brushes against her. It feels odd, the soft fabrics of her shirt, the muscles moving underneath, that odd sensation of something that is not you brushing against you. She grunts, my teeth digging into her lips. When I finally move away I can see the little bruise. “Bed.” I gasp, managing to drag her with me through the poorly lit room. The door slams open, I yank of the stupid shirt, she kicks of her nickers, working her dress down before dropping on the bed. 
	Kneeling down on the bed, I lean over her, shirtless with my dick hanging out. The street light reflects in her eyes and it feels as if I am completely detached from my body. I feel how I lean over her, look her in the eyes and I know I should kiss her, and I do, in mocked passion, my tongue slipping out before it works its way into her muzzle. She makes this sound in the back of her throat, her paw cupping my cheek. I’m grasping in the empty darkness, before finally finding the small wooden knob of the bedside table. I reach inside. Keeping myself balanced on one arm I drag out the plastic package I find there. She reaches down, once again grabbing a hold of me. I let out a groan. I know what is expected of me. I push her down, grabbing her legs that I place on both sides of me. I take the wrapper between my teeth and easily tear open the small package. I put it on. All this while her eyes are locked with mine in what is supposed to be, I guess, an intimate moment.
	Perfume is wafting off her, mixing with that all too familiar smell of musk and sex. I hesitate. She stares up expectantly, her thick tail swishing from side to side, brushing along my leg. She lets her body be covered by mine, while I direct myself between her legs. This time I don’t hesitate and I push in. Her fingers clench my biceps, her body arches off the bed. I control myself, slowly sliding into her until my knot is pressed against her fur. “Oh gods… you are so big,” She gasps, “I feel like a virgin.” Dragging myself out again, I feel her body grasping me. It doesn’t take long. I try my best to keep my mind off the cheesy sentences she whispers in my ear, or her musk that no longer arouses me, but threatens to grab me by the throat. I move, she moves, in awkward motions, like a poorly tuned machine. She moans, gasps, while I make soft grunting sounds every time I push in. She rakes her nails over my back, nicking the skin in several places. I don’t hold back, letting my body go in autopilot, moving with a ferocity that is no doubt painful to her. We gasp and moan and whither, my tongue is lolling out, her eyes are rolled back in her head while she arches her back. 
I respond like I should, and my body responds like it always has, that familiar warm feeling welling up in my insides making my abs clench as I race towards the end, the springs in the bed creaking terribly under our combined weight and the ferocity of my thrusts. She cries out, her paws grabbing the sheet, some nonsensical sentence escaping her lips that could have been robbed from a poorly written love story. I growl, bearing my teeth, while desperately closing my eyes not wanting to see what I am doing. My mind blanks itself out. I don’t hold back, but let happen whatever will happen. 
We cry out at the same time. “Thomas!” 
“Fuck!” Her body convulses around me and I spill myself in that ridiculous rubber sleeve. I keep going, gasping, not giving up on the pretence yet. Her nails leave an imprint in my flesh, her chest heaving making her breasts rise like waves on a beach. I yank myself free, rolling of off her, staring at the ceiling, gasping for breath. Almost immediately I yank of the rubber, tying it off and tossing it on the nightstand. We remain silent. Nothing but our ragged breathing and the distant sounds of a few drunken tourists trying to find their way back home fill the room. 
	“Wait, did you just call me Thomas?” 
She looks at me. Opening her mouth she doesn’t get beyond the eloquent “U-uhhhrrr…” 
I push myself up on one arm. “Anne… who the fuck is Thomas?” She remains silent and I can see that spark of guilt that has become almost familiar. “This is bullshit.” I get up, tucking myself back in. 
“Swiff!” She makes a grasp for my paw, I yank it out of her reach. 
“This is… fucking… bullshit.” I snatch the shirt from the floor, dragging it over my head. 
“Swiff, please, don’t, not now!”
“How dare you?” I wheel around. She’s propped up on one elbow, her arm still hanging in the air. “You know I could deal with the fucking around, I could deal with the stupid ass arguments when I fucked around, I could deal with the fucking drama, but this… this…” I turn around.
“Swiff where are you going?”
“To get a smoke!” I slam the door shut with such force the whole frame shudders. The old lady just entering holds the door open and watches in surprise when I practically storm past her. Cold summer air hits my face, down the street there are some cars that slowly drift down the street. Shouts come from some side street. 
	I do not know where I am going. I’m just walking, a thousand thoughts assaulting my mind. She moaned another guy’s name. Thomas, who the fuck was Thomas? It’s not the fox she has been screwing. A list with possibly a hundred guys passes through my brain. I do not believe I ever met a guy named Thomas, well not in the recent past. Is it some guy from college perhaps? The few people still on the street look at me funny as I pass them. It has to be some guy she met in college, some smart ass guy who impresses her in class, and he’d buy her coffee, and she’d laugh, and he’d laugh, and they would fuck, fuck their brains out on his stupid campus chamber and afterwards they’ll laugh about the dumb village jock she left behind, who still believes in her and who is an asshole because he sleeps with other girls. Not that she ever truly complained, she had given him permission, more or less, the moment she left for college. They only thing that ruffled her fur was when I did it when she was here. “Fucking asshole, fucking dipshit asshole.” My nails dig painfully in my palms, my ears are forward, my eyes no doubt shoot fire. Some drunker beaver stumbles against me. He laughs, but quickly backs away the moment I glare at him.
	Thomas, fucking Thomas. Why does it upset me? I stop, as if noticing for the first time where I am. On my left there’s the club. Across the street is the old tire shop of Mr Lour, now turned into some bistro type shop. I’m not far from Marv’s apartment, who lives only half a block from the club. It is in the side street to my right. The neon lights that normally illuminate the club are extinguished; it is long past three, the time it usually closes on week days. It’s like the morning after a terrible storm, when for the first time you realize it is quiet gain, and when you step outside and only see the chaos it has caused, making the silence all that more extreme. All my fury has evaporated and I am left standing in the wreckage it has left behind. 
	In the distance an early bird starts to tweet. The sun starts to illuminate the sky although it doesn’t yet reveal its face. A truck starts humming, pulling out of the driveway. What time is it? I have no idea. Apparently I have left my watch at home. I shake my head. Why should I care, why should I even care?

2.
“This is an intervention.” I look around the people assembled around me in a semicircle. I must look ridiculous, mouth ajar, ears in that questioning ‘five till two’ position. 
“What?” They are all staring at me, which makes me wonder if they aren’t just here because they think I committed a crime or am secretly dealing drugs. 
“An intervention, intervening, you know… intervention.” Twist, the doe who passes flyers around town and spends her night mooching drinks from almost anyone, Dozer, the pitt who takes care of the electricity and the sound systems, Marv, Sigrund, and even Wei stand around me in a semi-circle, though Wei keeps himself to the background, before I should get the impression he actually cares.
“We won’t let you go about ruining your life!”
“I really appreciate it guys but I don’t think I need an…”
“You have fucked 7 girls in as many days. That is a lot, even for your standards.”
“Even for his standard.” A thumb points in the direction of Marv, who’s doing the talking.
“Not helping.”
“At this rate you’ll get an STD and be in your grave in a matter of months.”
“I’m fine, I just-“
“You are as fine as veal in a butcher shop.”
“That is… disgusting.”
“Bunny on a butcher’s block?”
“Marv!”
“Well you get the idea.”
“Guys I really don’t need some intervention I do not need to be-“
“He’s in denial!”
“Not everything can be explained by your community college psychology, Twist.” Dozer grumbles, his arms crossed, big eyebrows furrowed.
“Well I am not the one with commitment issues.”
“Yes you are! Just last week you-“
“Guys, guys can’t we focus on the real issue at hand?” Marv gestured meaningfully in my direction. I wish he hadn’t, it would have been fine by me if they had turned on each other and started to discuss their own issues, instead of trying to butt into mine.
	“Swiff, sweety,” Twist, leans down, placing a comforting hand on my shoulder, like she would do with a child who doesn’t understand what is going on the moment his pet has died, “It has been a week since you broke up, it is time to move on, but starting yourself on this suicidal path of destruction isn’t the answer.”
“First of all, I am not suicidal; second of all, we did not break up.”
“Didn’t I tell you, denial!” It would have been so much powerful if she just had managed to keep the smug triumph out of her voice… and hadn’t pointed her finger almost up Dozer’s nose when she proclaimed it.
“Of course he denies it, it doesn’t mean he is in denial, and how the hell are you so sure they broke, up, huh? You weren’t there.” She falters, but only for a second before she turns it into a full blown verbal conflict. “Oh and I suppose you know what is going on, Mr I have a BA in electronics but am still stuck in this stupid club.”
“I told you, I am looking for something better, and besides…”
I stop listening. The entire group evaporates while Dozer and Twist continue their argument. Wei is the first to leave, muttering something about needing to watch the door. Sigrund stares at him longingly before quietly trying to sneak out. Marv rolls his eyes, seeing his carefully laid plan going absolutely to hell.
	“Thanks for caring, but I need to make the bar in order.” I feel kinda sorry for the rabbit, knowing he is trying and, I think, really cares. I hide behind the bar, choosing to clean the lowest shelves and reach as deep as I can manage. 
“I hope you do not really believe that everything is fine between the two of you… do you?” I withdraw my head from underneath the bar. He is leaning against the beer taps, his eyes flicker for a moment over my behind sticking out in a, I must admit, provocative way. I swish my tail through his field of vision, distracting him, drawing his gaze back to my face. ‘
“I know we fucked up.” Admitting it leaves a bitter taste in my mouth, “but we didn’t break up… technically.” She left before we could, without a word. The moment I came home from work I found my apartment like it was, devoid of her feminine splatters. It felt odd, as mismatched as it had been, not to see it anymore. It is like the imperfections that you miss the moment they are gone. 
“You know who he is?” I lower my head, my ears pushed back. “Yeah… I found on him on MuzzleMag.” I scoured her friends-page when she was out shopping. I found him, smiling at me in her most recent chat history. “He seems nice.” I mutter, returning to my work. I told Marv about what happened, the next day, in a moment of insanity. I still do not quite know why I did, but it was a relief, somehow, not just to know, but tell someone about it. He hadn’t said anything, just listened. 
	“I won’t pretend you didn’t have a paw in this yourself.”
“I don’t expect you to.” I sit back, staring at the empty shelf in front of me. “I fucked up.”
“You didn’t help the matter; that is for certain.” The next night I fucked another girl, and the night thereafter, and the night after that. I didn’t even try to hide it from her anymore. “I am surprised she stuck with you that long.” 
“Me to.” Six days and four girls later and she was gone, and I felt empty and hollow inside. “She is a bitch for doing it, though you guys did agree.”
“He is a law major… how am I going to compete with that?” 
“You don’t.” Honest truth, it stings, but I shouldn’t be talking to Marv if I don’t want some tough love. “Do you miss her?”
“No… Well… No… Not her… our routine, yes… despite all the fighting.” 
	He rests his paw on my shoulder, sinking down on his knees. “Lately I have been feeling so numb… so empty.” My voice quivers for some strange reason.
“And so you decide to fuck every female with a pulse that dares to step near you, smart move.” I let my head drop against his shoulder. His shirt is soft, so unnaturally soft that I somehow never can achieve, unless I would buy a new shirt every day. “What is wrong with me?”
“A lot of things.” There is that teasing undertone in his comment that makes me smirk despite myself. 
“Thanks for the support.”
“You’re welcome.”
I settle closer, resting my forehead against his neck. I can feel his pulse beating under his skin. I take a deep breath, a shock wracking through my body. His paw gently slides up and down my back, an endless soothing motion. We’re quiet. “You smell nice.”
“Thanks.” His paw stops. “You know what you need? Something different,” I look up. He is smiling at me, his characteristic joyous smile that reveal his slightly extended front teeth, “a change of pace!”
“You seem to be a tad too happy about this.” He wiggles his eyebrows. 
“C’mon it will be awesome.” I can practically see the gears working in his mind. “Trust me?” I hesitate, eyeing him suspiciously. His eyes are twinkling. The moment I say yes he’ll jump up and start yammering away, and I probably won’t hear the end of it. For just a moment I sputter, until finally; “Fine, I trust you.” 
“Sweet!” He jumps up, joyfully, his ears practically shuddering with excitement. Contrary to expectations he composes himself, looking down on me, eyes narrowed. “Yeah… yeah that will do.” Without further explanation he leaves me behind in a state of confusion.

	After a week I think he has forgotten all about it, because he doesn’t bring the subject up again, nor does he gives me those long pondering looks he gives me the first few days. Secretly I thank the gods that he has forgotten all about it, because Marv and I do not quite have the same tastes, to put it mildly. But of course I am not that lucky and one morning, I think it is about nine, still drunk with sleep and unable to find my watch, he is at my door, all chipper and bright and so annoyingly cheerful. And I am still in my boxers, eyes squinting against the morning light, hair tussled, fur uncombed, and with no doubt one badass morning breath; powerful enough to kill a small rodent. “Marv… what are you doing here?”
“I thought I’d stop by,” I want to go back to bed, but I see that chance slipping through my finger as he invites himself in and curiously looks around my apartment, “and see how you are doing.” He parks himself on the couch. “I hope I am not interrupting anything?”
“Just my sleep.”
“Good.” Silence. There is some expectation I am forced to meet, though I do not want to. The joy is shooting out of his eyes. It is obvious he is happy about something, very pleased with something he has accomplished or concocted, or whatever, and I am sure it has to do with me. Finally I cave. “You want something to drink?”
“Tea would be nice.”
I head for the kitchen. “Don’t have tea. I have coffee… more coffee, water, and milk.” 
“A cup of boiling water please.” Right about now I can strangle him as I bend over digging through my cupboard looking for the kettle that is no doubt still in its plastic wrapper somewhere way in the back behind all the other shit I have stuffed inside those damn cupboards because I never use the fucking thing. I hate tea. Finally I manage to drag it out of what might as well have been the apartment next door. I get up, slam it on the stove. Now where is that stupid whistling thing… forget it I’m not diving in there again. I’ll have to keep an eye on it. I grab the coffee filters. “You know you could just have used the coffee machine, just don’t put the filter in.” Now he tells me. I decide his tone is far too pleasant. My upper lip trembles. I ignore it, though it requires me to use what little patience I have this morning. Too much coffee in the filter, too little water in the reservoir, I might as well be drinking cyanide. Forget it. I hit the switch. 
	It takes too long, everything takes too long. I nearly ruin the water, because of the missing tea kettle flute. The cups are unwashed, so I quickly rinse two of them before filling them up. Marv gladly accepts the cup, cradling it between his two paws, resting it in his lap. I take a sip and make a face. Horrible. “No overnight visitors I see.” He remarks. I drop down at the other end of the couch. 
“Nope.” 
“Miss her?”
“Nope… not anymore anyways.” I sip my god awful coffee, noticing Marv’s intense stare. “What?” 
He shakes his head. “Nothing.” Though he keeps staring. I look down. 
“What?” 
“You know The Glee Club?”
“You mean those singing kids from back in high school… I think I know one or two, but-“
“No The Glee Club.” He is enjoying my confusion, staring at me over the rim of his cup, seeing the gears in my head send spinning. Glee club, glee club, glee club???
“Never heard of them.” 
	He leaves it hanging, not answering my questioning stares. “You waist 52?”
“50, why?” 
He shrugs, “no reason.” Liar, the sparks of anticipation practically explode from his eyes setting anything in its vicinity on fire. I narrow my eyes, giving him a ‘you are up to something and I know it aint no good’ look, this only increases his enjoyment of having this scheme and leaving me groping around in the darkness. I shift uncomfortably, my tail tapping anxiously against the couch. He revels in it, sipping his warm water, enjoying my discomfort. I take a swig of coffee, the bitter taste killing every flavour. It is too much too fast, I make a face, my focus on Marv with his scheme’s broken. 
	“So why did you stop by?”
“Just checking up on you, making sure you were ok. Making sure you cleaned up.” He throws a meaningful look around the apartment, his eyes finally resting on me in my just awake and still groggy look. “Seeing if you were free next Friday.” I raise an eyebrow. “We need to work next Friday.” Friday is practically the busiest day of the week, apart from Saturday. “Not necessarily.”
“Not necessarily?”
He smirks. “Not necessarily.” I notice he is shifting back in his scheming state. All he needs is a white Persian cat and an evil laughter and he will be all set. “I talked to Wei, we can get off early.”
“Now that is a first.”
“I can be very persuasive.”
“You didn’t blackmail him did you?”
“Maybe.” Oh gods. Please give me the old Marv back, this one is getting way too unsettling.
	He gets up, placing his cup on the coffee table. “So I see you Friday?” 
“Errr… sure… if I can get off.” 
“No problem I’ll take care of it.”
“Ok, sure, Friday.”
“Good,” a smirk teases around the corners of his mouth, “Friday. See you later.” I get up and just as unexpectedly as he had arrived he is leaving, letting himself out; leaving me confused, cold, and still kind of grumpy. He shuts the door. “I need some sleep.” I mutter, heading back into the bedroom, flopping face first on the bed which by now has lost all its warmth.

	When I arrive at work Wei is giving me funny looks. By now it is Friday and after Marv’s unexpected visit I haven’t really heard from him again. That is until he joyfully bounces through the club towards me carrying a package, placing it with a graceful flurry in front of me. “Et voilà!” he announces. I look up from my cleaning duties, raising an eyebrow. “This is for you.”
“Thank you?”
“You are welcome. It’s for our date tonight.” Sigrund raises a brow, ears turning, tuning in on our conversation. I pick it up from the bar, weighing it in my paw. It’s not that big, or heavy. 
“What is it?”
“You’ll see. Promise me not to open it until I come and pick you up.”
“I dunno Marv, you seem-“
“Promise me.”
“Fine, fine I promise.” 
His stern expression evaporates and he claps his paws in delight. “Good! It is going to be fantastic if I do say so myself.” He practically hops off to do… whatever he is doing when he disappears out of my sight, leaving me with the package, guessing about its contents, wondering what on earth I have gotten myself into. 
	“W-What just happened?” Sigrund has been following the exchange from a distance and now approaches carefully like she would someone who is carrying a bomb. 
“I have no idea.” I admit softly. She stares at the package, looks up at me, then back to the package. It is neatly packed in that brown postman paper, only it has no name, no logo; no indication what so ever what might be in there or where it is from. It can’t be something big, the package is too small and too light for that. It might even be a trick played on my by Marv to see if I will open it, only to have him jump the trap on me later. It is something important, why else would he emphasise so badly on it. Perhaps it is clothes… but the thing is barely big enough to house a sweater, let alone something else. Does he have a secret crush on me and does it contain something… emotional? Marv doesn’t really seem like a person who has a crush, or at least not one who would keep it a secret from anyone, including the supposed object of his crush. He has mentioned plenty of times he fancies me, no scrap that, mentioned he thinks ‘I am hot’. But then again that is not necessarily any reason for him to spring this on me, ‘cause he thinks lots of people are hot. 
	“What are you guys going to do together?” I think Sigrund is still trying to figure out whether or not I and Marv are going on a date, or just going to hang out.
“Again, not a clue.” I look at her. She looks more confused than me, if that is even possible. 
“You know, he is up to something”
“No shit, really?” 
She gives me that annoyed look she normally saves for Marv when he is teasing her about one thing or another and won’t quit, despite she has asked him to a dozen times before.
“Are you going to open it?” Her question has been on my mind ever since I got it. I’m curious, but also a tad unsure I actually want to know what is in there.
“No.” He made me promise. As lame an excuse as you are ever going to get it, but right now as good as any as I can come up with. Marv has some big plan that he thinks will alleviate my dark mood and I don’t feel like raining on his parade. If it is really that bad as I fear it might be I can always cut it short halfway through, if it is really as good as Marv believes it will be, why on earth would I risk it by not even trying. It cannot be any worse than what I am doing now, sitting at home, sleeping, not cleaning, watching telly, jerking off and almost obsessively checking her MuzzleMag’s page to see what she is talking about and with whom, dying a little bit every time I see him liking something, or making a witty comment. 
	I have decided, taking the package and placing it with my other stuff, before I forget it. “No, I’ll guess I will see what he has up his sleeve.” She frowns, arms crossed, looking very much the part of the angry den mother. 
“Good.” 
	I am still pondering what she meant with that last ‘good’ when I walk back to my apartment, Marv’s ‘gift’ safely tugged underneath my arm. Is she in on this? Nah probably just happy to see I am not sitting around moping. They do have a point, I have been no fun the last two weeks, correction make that three weeks… perhaps a month… maybe two, for some time now. My tail swishes back and forth happily and I realize that I am actually looking forward to Marv’s crazy plan. I place it on the coffee table before deciding to take a shower and wash the bar grime out of my fur. Dumping my clothes in the hamper I realize it has been almost a week (maybe even two) since I last… well… ‘took someone out back’. Perhaps Marv has set me up with a blind date. Gods I hope not, most blind dates end up being awkward and weird and spend with someone who might have the same interests as you, at first glance, but doesn’t appeal at all. And besides it is not like Marv has all these single girlfriends that he hangs out with. From what I have seen Marv… come to think of it Marv doesn’t seem to have many friends at all, apart from his co-workers, though we only hang out during work hours… mostly. Perhaps he keeps his social life well hidden from us, but why? He seems to know everyone, but I never actually have seen him ‘hang out’ with anyone.
	Just as I am rinsing the last of the shampoo out of my fur the doorbell rings. That must be him. He told me he would “pick me up later”. Wrapping a towel around my waist I go and open the door, and as sure as snow in winter; “Hi Rusky.” He does not wait but invites himself in like he did last time.
“Hi Marv.” 
“I see you are almost ready, good. You haven’t opened it?” He sounds surprised. 
“You made me promise not to.” His joyful smile gets that much bigger, getting a mischievous edge around the corners. He hops over the coffee table, grabbing the package, tossing it up, catching it before passing it to me. 
“Here you go, open it.” 
	For a moment of uncertainty I look at him, package in my paws. I begin to pick at the tape. Finally I just work my fingers between the paper and tear it off. It’s a box, white cardboard, nothing special. I look up at him. With a quick gesture he urges me on. I open it. I raise an eyebrow while fishing out a mask, and something made of cloth. I look up. I see Marv has put on a similar mask, smiling brightly. “What is it?” I ask him. 
“Your costume.” His tone saying: what did you think it was? I raise an inquisitive brow, looking at the small folded piece of, what is apparently passes as a ‘costume’. With a whirl he sheds his coat, dropping it on my sofa. My eyes widen in shock, I stare at him open-mouthed, bug-eyed and paralyzed. In all the time I have known him I have never seen him so radiant and triumphant as in this moment, like a god descending from Olympus, illuminating the world with his power, strength and beauty. He has managed to shock and befuddle me and he is revelling in it. 
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“I-I am not really sure about this.” He does not listen but tosses his jacket on the large pile of very similar coats near the door. “Marv…”
“You’ll be fine. It will be awesome, trust me.” He turns around and winks. “Now stop plucking at it and just follow me.”
“It keeps crawling up my…”
“It fits you perfectly now stop fidgeting.” I look at him, paws planted in his sides, seeming almost cross. Even like this he looks... My eyes slide over his tightly muscled body, now almost completely bare, except for something that resembles a loincloth around his waist. Like David, carved out of the most perfect piece of marble by Michelangelo’s hand. I have seen him before without his shirt on, ladies night, springtime festival, other occasions when we were required, or we wanted to, lose our shirts, but this is a whole other league. His muscles make his skin ripple as he slowly shifts his weight from one leg to the other, his junk barely covered by that strip of cloth hang between his legs. Too call him naked is a lie, despite his lack of clothing he has cloaked himself in a mantle of triumph and pride. 
	I realize I am staring and quickly avert my gaze. I can hear him chuckle. “C’mon, give me the coat.” I hand him the freaking coat. “Now let’s go, and NO, no hands!” he chides me, slapping my paws away as I attempt to save some modesty. Arms stiffly at my side I follow him through the double doors. Inside it looks like everyone is wearing the same outfit as we, including the masks. Males, females in pairs or alone pass us, giving Marv appreciating looks, and eyeing me with some unreadable expression in their eyes. My tail is tucked between my legs, my ears are back. “Marv… everyone is looking at me.” I whisper. 
“Of course not, don’t be silly,” he reassures me, “it’s just the guys.” That does… not reassure me.
	“I’m not really sure this is a good idea.” He spins on his heels stopping so abruptly I nearly walk into him. “I thought you were more open minded then that Rusky.” He chides me in a mocking tone. I drop my head. “Well I am,” at least I always considered myself to be, “this is…” I shake my head, trying to clear things up.
“Oh come on, it will be fun, something new, something a bit more exotic, something to,” right at that moment a couple of rabbits walk by us, their gazes sliding over Marv’s body and he returns the appreciative stare, watching their tails as they march on by, following them until one turns around and gives a small jerk with his head, “change the pace, someone to keep up with you.” His gaze returns to me. I can see in his eyes he would rather follow those two, but does not because he does not want to abandon me. “Give it a try, you might find something you like, and if not, it does not mean you can’t have a little fun, right?”
“I suppose so.” 
“That’s the spirit!” he snatches two glasses from a passing deer serving drinks, handing me one, nipping at his own. “Hmmm bubbly.” I take sip. It tastes nice, and expensive. “Now would you please excuse me?” He says, throwing back the glace before chasing down a canine who just gave him a lurid look as he passed by. “Err… yeah sure.” And he is gone.
	Sheepishly I look around, trying not to feel so unsure about this whole situation. Eyes are resting on me from behind masks, male and female alike, though Marv is right and only the males’ are filled with that look of, let’s call it, interest. No one approaches me however, apparently collectively having decided to let me go through it at my own pace. I feel oddly apprehensive, unfamiliar with this kind of situation. I have had the gay experience, the attention, the looks, the odd groping in semi darkness, the awkward touching when in a three way with my girlfriend and another guy. However it never felt like this, just awkward, unsure. Now I can almost feel the expectation being placed upon my shoulders which makes me doubt if I am ready for it.
	It is perhaps better to take the opposite direction from the one Marv just took, because that one obviously leads to the area where there is more than just heavy petting. I pass through the kitchen where a few people are just hanging out. I give them all friendly nods while trying to ignore the sensation of them staring at my ass which is barely covered by the loincloth. I still can’t believe I led Marv talk me in to wearing it, though I would have been the odd one out at this party. It is draped over my front and only barely covers my ass. By some miracle the designer has decided to add some y-shaped like shorts underneath the two folds of fabric, as to at least give me some illusion of not being completely naked. C’mon don’t be such a whiner. It’s just like parading through a room in just your speedo’s… or your Aussiebums, whatever you prefer. It helps. The fabric is stretch, much like lycra, only… different... 
	Beyond the kitchen is something of a dining room, where, of course, I walk in on two guys making out like their life depended on it. They stare at me, not at all nervous about the compromising position I am finding them in, hands down each other’s… pants, panting softly, their arms never really stopping their motion. Quietly I avert my eyes, moving past the little scene into the next room. It is busier here, more trays with drinks moving around from which I quickly snatch a refill after having downed what remained of my first drink. I make my way through the groups of talking people noticing a tall doe in the corner of the room, her body shaking and trembling. Is she ok? A vixen is holding her in her arms, head resting against her breasts. I move closer. Just as quickly I turn away, the tips of my ears glowing red realizing what is going on. This whole experience is leaving me as skittish as a pup on his first day of school. I need some air, so place where I don’t meet people making-out, looking at me or doing heaven knows what to each other. Good luck finding an empty room in this place, though, finally I enter a living room that is a lot quieter. I sink down on a couch, sighing deeply. What on earth have I gotten myself into?
	Ok, I admit it, I’m not that open minded. Well I am, but only on my own turf, in my club, behind my bar, in my persona as bartender. There I can deal with anything that comes my way with a smile and pay check. Out here, it makes me nervous, and skittish, which is stupid. I feel stupid. My fingers pinch the bridge of my nose; how could I have ever agreed to this? What am I even doing here, in the centre of gayness of this town, far away from where I feel myself most comfortable and safe? I’m not even-
“Are you ok?” I practically jump a meter in the air, nearly tumbling of the couch. “Oh sorry I did not mean to startle you.”
“No, no it’s fine, I just, I- I did not see you there.” My ears are burning and the few other people in the room give me weird looks from behind their masks. 
“First time here, huh?” Blue eyes stare at me from behind an emerald coloured mask. They seem to spark, ever changing while I look into them. “Is it that obvious?” He nods, smiling, his ears turned back in the cutest way possible, as if it is not me who is embarrassing himself. I can’t help but reply with a small laugh of my own, while I resettle on the couch, trying to adopt a relaxed, though not too revealing, pose. 
	“I remember the first time I visited this place. It, kind of, boggles the mind.” For a moment I need to figure out what he means. Oh right, the masks, skimpy clothing, the anonymous sex… the fact that it is just guys on guys and girls on girls, as far as I have seen. 
“Yeah, well, I am still trying to get used to the feeling of everyone staring.”
“You need to get used to that?”
“W-what?” My tail gives a flick and my ears turn in odd angles. He chuckles. 
“I had figured you would have gotten used to that by now.”
By now, by now? … ooooh. I push my ears back, tail trying to make its way between my legs, embarrassment turning the tips of my ears scarlet. The sweet expression on his face softens his words. I grapple for words, for something to say, anything.
“So what brings you here, if not the anonymous sex?” He asks blatantly, though his tone is light and friendly. 
“A friend,” I admit, “he thought it would make me feel better.”
“Why’s that?”
“I just got in, or am, or, me and my girlfriend are having this big fight.”
“And he thought that bringing you to The Glee Club would be a good idea.”
That makes me chuckle, “Yeah anonymous sex with men in masks is no doubt the remedy for any relationship issues between a male and a female.” 
“So what caused this big break, or don’t you want to talk about it?”
“Anonymous sex with girls, without the masks though…” I hesitate, then wonder: ‘what is the ffing problem problem?’, chances are I’ll never see him again. “And my girlfriend moaned someone else’s name in bed.”
“Ouch.”
“No shit.”
“So you dumped her.”
“N-not really, that’s when the anonymous sex comes in.”
“And you are trying to fix this by having sex with men?”
“I… I did not actually, really, know, as in know what this ‘Glee Club’ actually was.”
“You believed it was a group of teenagers singing songs.”
“N-yeah, or something like that I never thought Marv would take me to one of his… engagements. Not that I have anything against gays!”
Those brilliant blue eyes roll at that remark. I should just shut up.
“You know most people who say that, actually do.” He sounds still friendly but there is something behind that voice, a hint of what, bitterness?
“I- I’m sorry. I’m being a dick. I’ll-I’ll shut up.”
	Silence falls between us, and I cannot help but wonder if I royally fucked things up. I look at him from the corner of my eye. He hasn’t taken his eyes off of me. “So what has brought you here?” I venture to ask, hoping to restore… something.
“Same as you, I guess, change of pace.” That sparkle flickers in his eyes again. He shifts ever so slightly, pulling his legs up on the couch, facing me. “So what do you do in real life?” I am not sure how to respond to that. This whole event seems to go out of his way to ensure anonymity, the masks, the lack of clothing, the lack of names, the hushed voices in which everyone speaks. I do not know if he picks up on my hesitation, but he stops me before I can answer. “No wait let me guess. Corporate drone.”
“No.”
“Bookstore manager.”
“No.”
“Library clerk?” 
I bark a laugh. “No, what do I look like to you?”
“Fireman.”
“Nope.”
“Football coach?”
“No.”
“Plummer, cable guy, electrician?”
“No, no and… no.”
	His eyes narrow, quietly observing me for a moment. I shift, unknowingly opening myself up for more for his wandering gaze. “Am I even close?”
“Not really.”
“Can you give me a hint?”
“I work at the hottest club in Tailton.”
“Bouncer?”
“Bartender.” 
“Really? I would have pegged you more for the quiet and shy type.”
“Not when I am behind a bar.”
“So for a successful date I would have to get you behind a bar.” My ears burn, while I am feeling a bit uncomfortable, though not in an unpleasant way. I shift in my seat. “No, you would have to forgive me for any stupid remarks I might make when I get nervous.”
“Who wouldn’t forgive someone like you?”
“Plenty of people. Behind a bar no-one looks at me, everyone just looks at the bartender,”
“The cute bartender,” he corrects me. I blush, and smile shyly. “The cute bartender. But now, everyone looks at me, which is… odd.” He scoots a little closer, while I turn to face him completely, my arm resting on the back of the couch. My tongue sneaks out, darting over my lips. The corners of his mouth twitch upward, mine do the same. 
	I avert my eyes. “If that makes any sense.” The moment is shredded, and I scratch at the discomfort in my chest. 
“It does.” His voice is somehow lower, but hasn’t lost any of its previous friendliness. I look up and find him smiling at me, his paw almost touching mine, only a few feet in front of me, having stealthily moved from his position on the other end of the couch to the middle cushion without me noticing. “Right now, you feel unsure about what people see when they look at you. You feel you cannot hide, that everyone has some expectation of you,” I nod, “especially looking like that.” He adds playfully, nodding at my body. I supress the urge to cover myself by crossing my arms, though I cannot help but chuckle.
“What about you?” I ask him. For some reason my question provokes a small laugh that in my ears sounds like chiming of small, silver bells. 
“I do not feel naked that easily.” He says, “Though I know what it is to hide behind something.” He suddenly sounds old when his smile gets an almost melancholic edge. It creates a sudden split between the way he looks and the way he sounds. The cheerful figure has been so suddenly replaced by someone much older and bitterer. What has happened to you? I long to reach out, cup his cheek, and look into those eyes, trying to figure it out.
	He blinks and in that moment the transformation is reversed and there sits again a male of 19, 18, maybe 17 years old, smiling joyfully at me, a certain sense of mischief in his eyes. “Though I’d rather talk about you.” He moves that much closer, on paws and knees, cat crawling in my direction. My eyes flicker over his exposed form, his muscles gently rippling under that white fur, only in a few places marred by a little fleck of black. I quickly avert them, focussing on his paw, now resting just about the height of my knee. In that split moment a million thoughts sprint through my mind. What am I doing? He is so close. Do I want this? How far is this going to go? Who cares? What about Anne? Break this off! Am I gay? This is insanity! Finally one explodes into my mind, forcing all other doubts aside. Fuck it. I sweep my gaze up, allowing myself to stare blatantly at his approach, at him coming closer, his tail swaying gently from side to side, his eyes getting big, the tip of his pink tongue as it darts over one of his chops, his body, his strong. tight. body. His breath cascades against my face, his muzzle only a hairsbreadth removed from mine. I sluggishly look down in his eyes. His warm paw is placed against my warm skin, just below my shoulder. 
	I stop him. My fingers placing themselves between my lips and his. “I haven’t even…” I can feel the muscles move between my fingers, he smiles. “Then I’ll be the first, good.” This makes me laugh uncertainly. “If you don’t mind.” I lamely shake my head, willing to let it all just happen. He takes my paw and pulls it to the side, pressing his lips against mine in a moment of desperate urgency. I let out a soft grunt, my eyes falling completely shut, feeling him push against me. His tongue darts out, prying its way into my mouth, flooding me with an unexpected sensation that is not at all unpleasant. Paying no mind to my doubts he forges on ahead without hesitation, exploring every inch of my muzzle he can reach, his paw on my chest gently sliding through my fur. He tastes like strawberries and the drinks they serve at this party. He straddles my waist, his warm body pressing against mine, his other paw trailing along my neck while he tilts his head just so, allowing him to deepen our kiss. His tongue teases mine, coaxing it into motion making me touch and tease him. It is rougher than that of a girl, yet so much bolder, gentler in a strange way, how it dances against mine so skilfully. Sliding against me, my body finally gets into motion and I hesitantly place my paws on his bare sides. Just like that I am nineteen again, the first kiss, awkward, hesitant, after a long slow dance at the high school spring dance. Anne.
	He is not Anne, on the contrary, he kisses like he talks, teasing, toying, joyfully and yet with a certain amount of irresistible grace. Finally I let go of the tension I’m holding tight inside of me, letting it go with a sigh. It comes out like a moan which promptly gets swallowed up by this forward pup resting his body against me. Carefully I begin to explore, as tentative as newly arrived settlers, unsure of what lies beyond the shorelines. He does not stop me, no; he encourages me, letting out the sweetest sound as I slowly trail along the ridges of his stomach, moving up resting my paw against his peck, thumb trailing along a nipple, fingers weaving through the soft and well-trimmed fur. My other paw finds its way to the small of his back, tracing that soft, hard plane, before bumping against the rim of his garment. Some small part of my mind that is still my own and still capable of at least some degree of reasonable thought questions the wisdom of going there, but by the time it has managed to formulate that protest my paw has already slid down, grasping the firm cheek, enjoying the sensation. He lets out a soft squeal, and starts pulling back. I won’t let him. Like a man starving I follow him, refusing to let him go, and he submits, to my great satisfaction. 
	His paws rest against my chest, slowly trailing up and down, before one teasingly moves lower, skating down my stomach, making it quiver. It feels different, but good. I grab his ass more firmly, dragging him closer, making our bodies collide. He lets out an ‘umpf’, not stopping, something warm pressing against my stomach. My eyes fly open, realization creeping into my lust drugged brain. He watches me, his eyes twinkling mischievously, the corners of his mouth curling upward. He grinds against my flexing abs, his ass brushing over my groin and I realize I am being a hypocrite. My eyelids droop while I stare at him through my lashes, feeling the shock abating, allowing me to once again surrender to what is going on. 
	He finally tears away from me, placing a gentle peck on my cheek. “For a straight pup you are one hell of a kisser,” He murmurs, “and an affectionate one at that.” He nods at my arms which are wrapped around him, holding him close. 
“I… got carried away.” I sound hoarse, frail, horny. He settles down on my lap, provoking a grunt by placing himself a bit too well. He chuckles. 
“You got carried away all right.” The tips of my ears turn red. I stare longingly in those eyes, not really sure what is going on, but not caring right now. A rhythmic thumping fills the background. I realize that is my tail, so does he. He opens his mouth to say something, I lean down capturing that mouth again, darting my tongue inside, tasting him. He lets out a long languid moan, letting me drag him closer, wrapping his arms around my neck. 
	I feel bolder, running my paws over his back, down over his legs, up feeling his ass, even trailing along the underside of his tail, earning me a moan and flick as he tries to get away from that touch, before he stretches it, lifting it for me so I can trace it all the way down. I do not miss the lack of clothing, I relish it, the sensation of his body against mine, our muscles moving and sliding against each other, our skins touching. I slowly sink lower into the cushions, dragging him further down with me. We lose ourselves in each other, his sweet scent teasing my nose. 
He grabs my wrist, directing my paw between our bodies, placing it against his chest. I slide it over his pecks. He moans. I moan. He moves his body, sliding it through my paw, moving a tad further, making sure I get the idea. I slide it over his flat stomach, tracing a small circle around his navel, swooping down until I encounter the rim of his clothing before skating up again. He quivers underneath my touch, grunting some obscured protest. I head down again; he seizes my paw, directing it, placing it firmly under the fold of cloth against the warm perfectly wrapped package. A strangled sound gets caught in my throat. It feels strange, my paw on another guy’s junk. Yet I touch him; moving my fingers around him, getting myself familiar with his shape, his balls, his sheath, the long smooth shaft caught in an awkward angle inside his loincloth, only the thin piece of cloth separating us from each other.
 His hips grind into my grip, urgently. He twitches against my fingers, his kiss becoming more aggressive, determined it seems to leave his mark on every part he can reach. He moves lower, past my navel to where, by now, I am already burning with desire. He is still holding my wrist, taking me up and then pushing me into the tight confinements of his garb. I can feel him, warm, soft, pulsing. I stare up into his eyes, who stare down into mine. “Please!” He pleads. Without thought or argument my fingers wrap themselves around him, slowly stroking his swollen length. He whimpers, his hips moving, thrusting into my grip. I drag him out, using my other paw to work the elastic band down under his balls, but I’m not looking at that, but instead focus on his face, that beautiful face on which dozens of emotions flicker in a split second. Right now I would give anything to see what is behind that mask, knowing that that is no doubt a million times memorable then what I see now.
He reaches between my legs, touching and stroking me through the stretchy fabric. A smirk makes the corners of his mouth twitch upward, finding my swollen knot at the base of my rod. He presses down on it with the heel of his hand, sending sparks flying through my body. I steal a kiss, sweeping my tongue through his muzzle before some gasp or moan drives us to part again. The urgency in our movements becomes greater, my paw nearly a blur as I jack him off. I want to see him, I want to feel him, I want to hear him. I want it with a passion I have never experienced with anyone before. He rests his forehead against mine, his tong lolling out. I want to smell him as he splatters himself all over himself, or me, or the couch. His eyes are only half open, his breathing is erratic. His paw keeps working me, though it is losing in fervour. He trembles, letting out a low growl which he is desperate to stifle. He slams his hips forward, I pick up the pace, ignoring the slight burning in my shoulder. He arches his back, stretching his neck, his whole body going stiff for just that moment, before he shudders and the warm gooey substance lands on me. For the first time in my life another guy cums on me. 
As I had predicted he smells wonderful. I keep going, until finally he stops squirting thick ropes of cum over my hands and on my chest and he finally sinks down on top of me, smearing out the sticky mess. “’m sorry.” He mutters lazily, resting his head against my chest, his hand languidly sliding over my groin, enjoying that sweet afterglow. I let him, until finally his slow teasing becomes a bit unbearable. I let out a grunt. He pushes himself up, smiling, just as sluggish. He holds his head to the side. “Want me to?” He asks, leaving it up to me to fill in the blanks. I nod, before having even thought about the answer. It seems to please him because he immediately slides down, stretching himself out over the sofa, dragging down my loincloth, reaching and scooping me out. He hums appreciatively, and in an instance I can feel my insecurity returning. He does not give me a chance to wallow in it however, because he grabs me, throws me a glance and takes the warm head into his mouth.
My nails dig into the upholstery as my whole body stiffens. He sinks lower, taking more of me into his mouth. He bobs his head up and down, his tongue dancing over my shaft, reaching down and lapping over my knot that once again begins to swell under the attention. His fingers hold me at the base; his other paw reaches down and starts massaging my balls. I let my head fall back, breaking our eye contact, trying to stifle a groan by jamming my fist in my mouth. A funny taste invades my mouth and I realize it is him, leaking down from my knuckles. I moan, fighting the fire that is exploding inside of me. He lifts his head up, letting me escape with a pop. “Just relax.” My head snaps up. He smiles up at me, waiting until I realize how every fibre in my body is on edge and tense. I relax, taking a deep shuddered breath. He rolls me between his fingers, keeping me primed and ready, while he allows me the time to settle down a bit. He winks. “Now just enjoy.” 
He begins sucking me off again, his head sliding up and down, his tail swishing joyfully from left to right. I take deep breaths, shuddering, letting wave after wave of warm fuzzy enjoyment wash over me. I notice his hips are moving. He hums, sending a spike of lust jabbing through me. I let my head fall back and I moan, smothering it still with my fist. He is grinding his hips into the cushions, obviously enjoying himself, but my mind is too clouded to pay attention to that. So close for so long it does not take him long to push me over. A few quick bobs and his tongue trailing along the underside is enough to have my whole body shuddering. I let out a groan, unable to say a word, managing to squeeze his shoulder as a feeble attempt to warn him. He lifts himself up, finishing me off with his paw until I to gush myself over my chest. I shudder, my body quivering, convulsing every time another rope explodes from my tip, until finally it is over. He lets go of me. I sink back on the couch, finally removing my fist, which now bears a set of very distinct teeth marks. I can’t believe this.
I take a shuddering breath, fighting to keep my breathing levelled. Something wet touches my stomach. From somewhere he has produced a wet towel and is using it now to clean the mess from my chest. I smile sheepishly. He replies in kind. With skilful fingers he cleans me up and safely tucks me in again. I let it happen as it seems all a bit too surreal for me. What just happened? He tosses the rag on the table before returning to the couch. For the first time I detect a certain uncertainty in his movements. I take his wrist, pulling him closer. He looks up, while snuggling into the crook of my body, resting his head on my chest. It feels warm, secure, a thing I am not yet willing to let go for some reason. That normal feeling of numbness that has accompanied my exploits for the last few weeks is gone. 
“I do not even know your name.” My voice is soft, low, vibrating through my body. 
The edge of his mask digs into my skin. “That is the point, silly.” His tone is lazy, unconcerned. He shifts. I can feel my eyelids getting heavier. 
“That’s a pity.”
He chuckles. “I guess I made a good first impression?”
I enjoy the afterglow, the warmth of his body against me. From straight to gay in one day, now there’s a title for a book. Nah, not gay, not really… I think… just a change of pace.
“So… you come here often?”
“That is the worst pick up line I have heard in days.”
“I’m serious, do you come here often?”
“I think the point is we just do this once. Why else have all the secrecy?”
“Fuck that, I want to see you again.” Do I? I guess I do.
He says something, but it sounds distant. I’m not really sure about this, but all my limbs feel heavy. What is going on?


4.
I half expected to wake up tied up somewhere without any clothes on. Well the clothes part is about right, but I’m not tied up. I’m at home, the sun is cruelly invading my room, reflecting off every shimmering surface right into my face. The mask is dangling from the knob of the bedside table and I am still wearing that ridiculous outfit, well outfit, strip of cloth. I head for the showers, losing the garment that clings to everything and tossing it in the hamper. What on earth do they put in those drinks? I turn on the water. In a flash the image of two brilliant blue eyes staring at me through a veil of emerald overcomes me. What did I do last night? I run my tongue through my mouth. That taste. It is faint, but still there. I start washing. Ghostly fingers move along the same paths they did yesterday. I close my eyes. I would not be surprised if someone would suddenly speak. 
	Like this, floating in a cloud of warmth and water that spectral presence is still with me. My paw slides down, but despite the warmth it is not the same. I open my eyes and turn the water off. Drying myself, I knowingly wipe away any trace of him that might still remain. Almost mournfully I clean myself up. Someone is knocking on my door, no not knocking, practically pounding interrupting my slow ritual. I grab a pair of boxers and some jeans I quickly slip on. 
	“Marv, what are you doing here?” 
“What am I doing here, what are you doing here? You’re an hour late.” As is his custom he simply walks past me into the room. “Wei is not going to be happy with that.” He seems awfully chipper. I check my watch. 
“No I am not.”
“Yes, you are. We were to arrive an hour earlier today to help with the setup of the stage? It’s the price for leaving early last night.”
“You didn’t tell me.” 
“Yes I did!”
“No… you didn’t.” Because if he did I would be sure to have pummelled the life out of him.
“Oh. It must have slipped my mind then.” I roll my eyes. Too bad murder is a class A felony. 
He turns and looks at me. “Well?”
“What?” 
“We need to get going.” For heaven’s sake. 
“Let me get my shirt.”

	For the first time in weeks there is not a moment I am thinking about Anne and what she is doing. I do not check MuzzleMag and that night I’m not scoping the club, or paying any real attention to the people on the other side of the bar. I ignore the girl who tries to pass me her phone number, but instead toss the slip of paper in the jar with all the others, which we mockingly call the ‘tipping jar’. I do not reply to the doe who is giving me looks, gently motioning her head suggesting a quick walk out back, nor do I notice vixen who is trying to strike up a conversation. I serve drinks, pass around smiles and take in the cash. At the end of the night I can honestly say I have done nothing but my job. 
	Wei isn’t satisfied however. “You were late.” 
“I did not know I was supposed to come in early today.”
“Doesn’t matter, you were late.” There is just no reasoning with this guy. 
“Fine.” I have to do my best not to roll my eyes and aggravate him further. He has me stay longer and clean up all the beer bottles and spills from the dance floor. The whole place is empty and I’m still tired. Wei will have my head if I don’t do a proper job, so I grit my teeth and keep on gathering bottles. I hear the jingling of glass and I notice Marv at the other side of the hall carrying stacks of glasses towards the kitchens. “I think that was intended as my job.” I call after him. His head pops up from the kitchen. 
“Can’t I just be a friend and help?”
I open my mouth to tell him that he doesn’t do ‘just being helpful as a friend’, however if I don’t accept it I’ll be here till the crack of dawn, so I snap my mouth shut and just accept his help. Quietly we work alongside each other gathering all the crap people leave behind. Things would be a lot easier for us if they just cleaned up after themselves. 
	“Marv?”
“Yes, Rusky?”
I hesitate, trying carefully to formulate my question. “How do you know the people in The Glee Club?”
“You don’t.” Silence. “That’s the point.”
“So no-one ever finds out someone else’s identity?”
“Never… well not unless they take of their mask.”
“Has that happened?”
“Not with me. Most people go there exactly because they do not want to be recognised.”
I gather more bottles which I toss into the large brown waste bin. Marv in the meantime moves over the dance floor with the giant mop leaving traces of mostly wetness that kind of cleans the floor. “How often do you go?” I try to sound casual, not at all interested in going again. Which I am not, well, not because I just want to have sex, but to... well you can figure that one out yourself. 
“I go whenever I feel like going, why?” I see the corners of his mouth creeping up in that tale tell smirk of his, revealing he has already figured out where I am going with this.
“But do they organise it every night or every week, or what?”
“You get an invite when the club is gathering for a… meeting.”
“And how… did you find out about it?” 
“Same as you, a member took me… over there I mean.” My ears are pushed back, and I feel that familiar burning sense. 
“How did you become a member?”
He stops what he is doing and looks at me, amusement making his eyes positively sparkle. “Why, were you interested in becoming a member?” I stay silent, unsure how to reply to that question. “Well, well, well, Mr Swiff Roderick Ostanoi, who would have thought!” Tucking my tail between my legs I lower my head, feeling myself blushing, a thing I haven’t done since I was a pup.
“I was just wondering… being curious.”
“Ah.” But his eyes do not stop twinkling. “Well since you are ‘just’ asking me, being curious and all, I left a message saying I wanted to join.”
“Left a message?”
“Of course, didn’t you see those small cards being passed by those silver masked figures?”
I had seen the folks in the silver masks, but had figured them to be just a part of the collection of masked males and females. “They bring around messages. Like… postmen. You pass them a message and they pass it along to whomever you are sending it. Just name the person, or the colour of his mask, his position, anything. I left a card asking to join; telling them to give it to whomever was in charge, figuring he would pass it along.”
“Is there a requirement?”
“Requirement?”
“Yeah like, I dunno, entrance fees or whatever?” 
He chuckles. “Well it is an exclusively male on male and female on female club, though there are the crossovers when things get heated. But mostly each sex stays on their own side. So, other than registering your preferences, favourite positions, and breed… no not really.”
“So anyone can join?”
“Anyone who is interested…”
“No name or anything.”
“Completely anonymous. Well apart from your references. As you might have noticed it is kind of an ‘invite only’ kind of group.”
	In my mind the gears are spinning, as a road with hundreds of possibilities open. A part of me screams to slow down, to grant myself some time to figure things out, but something tugs at me, urges me on. This is absolutely ridiculous. I have one sexual encounter, and a hurried one at that, and I am already considering joining this club, that clearly revolves just around sex and other men, just to relive that one encounter, to stare once again into those unique blue eyes, to feel that gentle touch and that body moving under my fingertips. “Rusky, what is going on?”
I look up. He looks somewhat concerned at my silence, his eyes searching mine. 
“Nothing.” I swallow the words that were just on the tip of my tongue. I shake my head giving him a small smile. “Just… Nothing.”

	It is late in the afternoon and I need to leave for work in an hour or so. I’m nipping at my coffee that tastes like I dredged it out of the sewer. Must be something wrong with the machine, but I do not feel like replacing it. I don’t know why. It is not like I feel any attachment to the damn thing. It’s not the first coffeemaker I bought when I went out to live on my own; it’s not a gift from my first girlfriend, nor is it anything special, just some crummy device I bought for 19,99 ‘cause I wanted coffee in the mornings. Why do I keep drinking this horrible coffee? It has been awful and disgusting for the last year or so, yet I still keep poisoning myself with it until I feel sick. It is not like all of the sudden it is going to produce good coffee because it won’t, never truly has; never will. I dump the last bit of coffee into the sink. For a long moment I stand there staring at the coffeemaker. I yank out the plug and with a sweep of my arm wipe it into the garbage bin, glass carafe and all. Perhaps I’ll try some tea tomorrow. I look at the bin. Either that or I’ll just get myself a better coffeemaker. My tail swishes with satisfaction as I grab my coat. I’ll guess I’ll start with tea, that coffeemaker can come later.
	Wei eyes me suspiciously when I arrive about twenty minutes early. “You seem awfully satisfied with yourself. And… you are… early.”
“Disappointed?” That is the first time I believe I see a genuine smirk grace that panda’s face, which he, of course, quickly supresses, can’t let the staff know what you are thinking and all. 
“Just get to work.” I wave him off and head on in, the stacks of crates already waiting for me. Humming some tune I heard on the radio, and which has gotten stuck in my head, I set to work and am already halfway done when Sigrund arrives, who keeps her distance and eyes me suspiciously. “Afternoon.”
“G’d Afternoon.” She replies, taking her usual seat at the bar, taking out her binder with the V.I.P. guest list for that evening. While she goes over it, she keeps casting weary glances in my direction as I start stacking the bar for that evening. 
	“Hidey Hey, Hidey Ho! Whaddap Sistah?” Twist holds up her hand for a high five from Sigrund, who doesn’t even look up from her papers. “C’mon, don’t leave me hanging!” 
“Not gonna happen.”
“Awww, don’t be like that. Sistah needs some love!”
“You are talking like an idiot.”
“What crawled up your ass and died?”
“You want fun and happy, talk to him, I’m busy.”
I just re-emerged from the back room, fresh case of bourbon in my paws, finding Twist’s eyes lock on me. Almost immediately her eyes narrow, scanning me. 
“What?”
“Ears up, tail swaying, smile playing around the lips… What has gotten you all perked up today?”
“I have no idea what you are talking about.”
“No, no, no, you are not fooling me. Something is up. For the first time in, what, weeks, I haven’t seen you moping or pining for something. So spill it.”
“Hi everyone!”
“Hey Marv.”
“Hi.”
“Hiya.”
“So what we doing?”
“Interrogating Swiff here.”
“Sounds like fun, what we trying to find out?”
“Guys nothing is wrong, I am just having a good day.”
“Hah, LIAR!” I’m happy the bar is between me and her, because if it hadn’t been, I might have lost an eye. 
“Be careful where you point that.” I say, pushing her hand away from my face. 
“Then spill the beans, what made you so damn smug this morning.” 
“Fine, you want to know, I got rid of the coffeemaker.”
“What, you’re happy ‘cause you threw out your coffeemaker?”
“Wait is that a euphemism?”
“Yeah. Damn thing was brewing poison, tossed it out, made my freaking day.”
“What you gonna drink in the mornings?”
“I dunno, tea, get a latte over on the way to work, maybe buy another coffeemaker, hell if I know. Just enjoying the fact I tossed the damn thing and I might do something different tomorrow.”
Twist seems really disappointed with my revelation, while the others just chuckle at it. I don’t care, I simply return to my work.
	“Oh before I forget,” Marv stops me. The others look over his shoulder. “Someone gave this to me. I think they wrongly delivered it. I think it was meant for you.” He hands me a small package. It’s wrapped in brown paper. I take a whiff. Instantly my tail wiggles. I recognise that smell. He is observing me with a certain amount of amusement in his eyes. 
“Thanks Marv.”
“You’re welcome.” He says, and completely unlike his normal self does not go into prying what it is or who it is from. The others, however, do not show me that courtesy. In fact the both of them look ready to rip it out of my paws if it was not so utterly unseemly to do so. Instead they wait for me to do it. I hesitate. That familiar feeling tugs at me, the same feeling I had when I was a pup and it was Christmas morning and I would rush down stairs and see the presents strewn out under the tree. I supress the urge with all my might, much to the disappointment of my co-workers, including Marv. 
	I take it home with me, carrying it under my arm while in my mind the same images keep playing over and over again. I remember everything, unlike countless other times I remember everything, every little detail as if someone etched it on the inside of my brain. His smell, the feeling of his fur against mine, his touch, his taste, it’s all still there, and right now I am sure that, until I die, I will remember it. And I realize I am oddly at peace with all of this. I’m not suffering from some greater inside turmoil. I admit I am nervous, a feeling that digs its way into the pit of my stomach and squeezes, but not because of the fact he is a he, but more the fact that he is he, if that makes any sense. I feel stupid, having a crush on a guy I have only seen one time before, having talked with and kissed with, but it seems as irrational as the crush I had on Lucy, the cougar from primary school to whom I confessed my love after only having seen her once from across the schoolyard. She laughed, by the way, and pushed me to the floor, making me scrape my knee and cry.
	The question that remained, however, is how did he find Marv, or how did Marv get the package. It seems that the ‘postmen’ deliver things even after office hours. I had intended to ask Marv about it, but I didn’t get the chance, or rather I forgot. I snatched up the package and practically fled the club with it as soon as I was able. I rummage in my pocket for my keys. My paws are shaking. Stop it! I tell myself. Relax, take a deep breath. I jam the key into the lock. That familiar click of the door springing open, I butt open the door. Kicking it shut behind me, I immediately head for the couch. The package is placed on the centre of the coffee table. Do I dare and open it? What would be in it? I know it is from him, or at least I think it is. The traces are faint but I am sure it is his smell. Perhaps it’s just another guy using the same cologne, or shampoo or whatever. 
	For an excruciating moment I am torn between hope and doubt. Finding the courage I tear off the wrapper. The box is simple, plain, no adornments, white, cardboard. I open it. Carefully I reach in and take out its content. It is a mask, much like the one currently lying in the drawer of my nightstand, next to the stack of condoms and a jar of glycerine I use to keep my pads from tearing in the wintertime. The only difference between them is the colour; this one is a deep Prussian blue, while the other is a brighter shade of scarlet. And on this one there is a small stone, the same colour blue, set just between the eyes. My heart is beating in my throat. I lean forward taking a long whiff. He’s there, stronger. He has touched this. My tail gives a joyful flick. But what does he want me to… A small card flutters down from where it had been wedged between the mask and its fastenings. I pick it up. It contains an address, and a time. I recognise it as being in the fancier parts of town. The card is typed and scentless, so no help there. Slowly I sink down back on the couch, both items in my paws. I turn the card over in my paws, but it contains no other hint. I stare at the message. Wednesday, 21.00h, Wheelerdrive, Number 12.


5.
I will not deny I was not certain I would go until I actually I walked up to the house hidden in my long coat. I’m late. Wei wouldn’t want to let me go, but finally I managed to get out. Anxiety sets my whole body on edge and I try to calm my breathing. Maybe he already left, maybe he figured I wasn’t coming, maybe, maybe, maybe. The door is unlocked. I drop off my coat and continue through the hall into the next room. The set up seems the same, figures in familiar garbs wearing masks watch me as I enter. I take a shuddered breath. Someone approaches me, a tall male panther. I get ready to wave him off, only to notice he is wearing one of those silver masks. He stops in front of me. “I have a message.” He says in a deep vibrating baritone. He hands me a card. 
‘Kitchen.’
I look up. The panther does not make a move. “Err... thanks.” He bows, and leaves me. A moment too late I realise I should have asked where the kitchen is, but how hard can it be to find? I decide to go left. Heading down a hallway with thick carpeting on the floor I pass several rooms, some with their doors closed, others open. I press my ears against the closed ones, picking up the obvious sounds of sex. Casting a glance through one of the open doors it is obvious this is not the way to the kitchens. A tangled mess of bodies is moving up and over each other and I notice a rabbit wrapped in the middle of what is undoubtedly an orgy. For a moment I stare in awe as he moves between the various participants, servicing them with his mouth and paws, not complaining or protesting while various males take turns using his rump. For the briefest of moments the question arises if that is Marv, but I quickly supress it, deciding that either way I do not want to know.
	I head back, for a long moment I feel lost in this place, moving from room to room trying to find my way. I ignore that paw of anxiety that is clenching my heart. I barely notice the people around me, I don’t even care about the stares, heaven knows I might have passed him a hundred times without knowing, all I am looking for now is the kitchen. Suddenly, a voice, a call reaches my ears, making me spin on my heels. It comes from a door just two steps from me. I push it open; practically barging into what is the kitchen. I freeze, my mouth suddenly gone dry.
	He is waiting for me, his back pressed against the refrigerator, one paw reaching above him, grasping the very corner of the machine. He confirms again it is him I heard, letting out another long moan, his other paw intertwining with the fur of another guy. Eyes flutter open and that blue gaze finds me. A smile. I think he tries to say something, but he can’t form even a word. I watch them, no doubt looking like a complete idiot with my eyes popping and jaw just about reaching the floor. The loincloth is pushed down below his balls, making the fuzz covered globes bunch just below his shaft which is disappearing in the muzzle of a young lion. The cub is apparently good at what he does, judging from my anonymous friend’s expression and the way his body quivers. Without hesitation or shame he grabs the dog’s ass cheeks dragging him closer, taking him in completely every time, fully committed to getting him off. 
	“Sorry, we got started without you… you were taking a bit long.”
I turn around, for the first time spotting the due who have been watching this scene probably long before I entered. One who has spoken to me is a shadow leopard, who slowly approaches me, the faint traces of his spots dancing in the lamp light. Behind him, still resting against the counter is a Pit-bull. They both wear masks, two different shades of teal, one lighter than the other. 
“But now that you are here, I finally understand why he was so desperate to wait for you.” His paw rests on my shoulder, sliding over my chest as he walks around me. He gives a sharp jerk with his head and the Pit sets himself in motion, coming over. He gives me a lazy smile, paws carefully taking hold of my arm. The leopard’s paw slide down my chest finding the prominent bulge in my cloth. “Now it would be a shame not to let you join in on the fun, now wouldn’t it?”
I don’t know. I throw a glance at the reason I came here in the first place. He moans, his body shuddering, his tail wagging like crazy. He looks at me from behind a green mask, darker than the one he wore last time, and this one too has a small gem set between the eyes. He gives a slight nod. I turn my gaze to the Leopard who smiles. Fingers cover my package. The Pit stares up at me with that same vague gleeful smile. “Good, now that is settled,” the leopard breaths against my skin.
Those fingers swoop up, and almost before I can utter a single word my waistband is pulled down and slender fingers grab the swollen shaft that comes flopping out. I let out an undignified squeak at that first contact, those strange fingers on my privates. Settling the band behind my balls, forcing them forward, the Pit now has both paws free. A strangled sound tears itself from my throat when a rough wet tongue slides his way up my length. He swirls around the head before wrapping his lips around the tip. By then my knees are buckling and I cease the pup’s head, to try and keep me from falling.
“Oh… oh gods…” I gasp. 
“He is very good at what he does.” That deep voice assures me. He doesn’t have to tell me that. The Pit is really going for it, swallowing more and more of me, sucking me like… like a man. It is so unlike the half-hearted attempts by my lady friends. He pinches the base, swirling his tongue around the shaft while bobbing his head up and down, his other paw grabbing a firm hold of my balls, gently rolling them between his fingers in a way that heightens the tension building inside of me.
	“Look at him,” the voice in my ear urges, “he is really getting into it now.” I open my eyes to a crack, seeing how the two near the fridge have changed position. My pup is on his knees, supporting himself on his paws while his snout is buried in the lion’s crotch. The cub is sitting up, grabbing a hold of the pup’s ears, lightly thrusting into his muzzle, making the sweetest sounds as a blissful smile spreads across his face. My eyes wander over the lion’s body, young and athletic, his cheeks clench when he rolls his hips slowly, down over to where those sweet lips have wrapped themselves around the shaft that is revealed every time he pulls back. He has his eyes closed behind that dark green mask, his Adams apple bobbing, his cheeks hollowed. I follow the lines of that perfectly formed body, the light curve of his back, his flexing abs, his shaft pressed against his stomach, waistband still caught behind his balls. Finally my gaze comes to rest on his rump, he perfect semi globes hidden beneath the dark fabric and that are topped off by his tail happily wagging just above. For the first time I realize how bad I want him. 
	Below me the Pit makes a gagging sound when he tries to take the knot into his mouth. He tries it again, making me double over as he nearly succeeds, the back of his throat constricting around the head. I hear a pop. The lion has dragged himself out of my pup’s mouth and has gotten up. Almost at that same moment the Pit-bull does the same. For a moment I think we are meant to switch, and we are, but not in the way I think. I step towards the dog still on his hands and knees on the floor, but am stopped by the leopard placing his paw on my shoulder. “Uh-uh-uuh,” he chides me, “you’ll get your turn… in time.” I erection gives a sharp twitch as the realisation dawns on me. He smirks. The Pit-bull grabs the pup by the ears, lifting him until he is on his knees, before pulling out his cock. He taps it lightly against his lips, my Dalmatian opening up for him. The shaft gets placed upon his tongue and dutifully he closes his mouth around it. I watch as he is direct down by that single paw on his head. The Pit let’s his head loll back, letting out a long sigh while he keeps dragging the pup’s head up and down his cock. I watch the muscles flex underneath that soft white fur, my pup reaching back and grabbing the Pit’s ass cheeks just like I hoped he would before forcing that dick all the way into his mouth. 
	Strange new fingers wrap themselves around my slick shaft, distracting me from the scene before me. It’s the lion, smiling almost shyly as he steps closer, pressing his body against mine. I look into those dark green eyes, trying to see what is expected of me. He turns, resting his paws upon the counter top, spreading his legs and lifting his tail for me, revealing his ass. He stares over his shoulder, letting out a soft whining sound. I take a step closer. Hesitating, my gaze shifts between his ass and his face, and back again. 
	Across from us the Pit has dropped to his knees, letting my pup sit on all fours again. The leopard has dropped down behind him, and looks up at me with a most evil smile on his lips. He takes the edge of the cloth, hooking his fingers behind it before pulling at it. I watch breathlessly as I slowly drags it down, a white paw shooting down to help him shed the fabric, dragging it down my pup’s legs until it can be carelessly tossed away, leaving him naked, perfectly naked. The lion growls, reaching back, resting his chest against the granite countertop; parting his cheeks, right in front of my eyes. “Do it like this.” The low voice tells me from the floor as he takes a tube and squeezes out a generous amount over his fingers, before tossing it to me. He takes the translucent goo and places it right against the base of my pup’s tail. I watch as it shudders with anticipation, for one moment ceasing its almost endless swaying. He rolls his fingers between those cheeks before, tensing and then… My Dalmatian lets out a grunt, his eyes squeezing shut, his body quivering. The fingers slip inside of him, first just the tips, but the leopard quickly lets them delve further. They slip in and out of the pup’s body who moans around the shaft in his mouth, obviously enjoying the intrusion. “C’mon, try it, you’ll like it.” The big cat assures him with a joyful smirk. 
	I stare again at the cat who is waiting patiently for me. Taking the tube I move closer. I flip the cap, throwing one unsure glance in the direction of my pup. He seems lost in what he is doing, eyes closed sucking that cock in his mouth, enjoying the two, no three fingers shoved up his rear. I came here for him, to be with him, I hadn’t counted on this. He does not complain however, and early on he did urge me on. I flip the cap, squeezing. A huge quantity of slick paste covers my fingers, far more than the leopard had used. I look at the lion. I grab one of his cheeks with my free paw, directing the other to his entrance. I push the cold substance against him. He shivers, his tail shuddering like a snake. Slowly I spread the substance between his cheeks, far more then I would have ever needed. Carefully, with one finger, I brush his pucker. It is warm, even though the lubricant is cold. I push again, the tip of my finger lightly parting the muscle. He whines when I do not go through with it, but half in shock, pull back instead. I take a deep shuddered breath. I can do this. I push, not stopping but continuing. The cat lets out a long gasp when he closes around the first knuckle of my finger. I keep going feeling his body move around me and I sink further into his heat.
	“Just move around a little.” The leopard urges me, “like this.” He twists his fingers, eliciting a cry from the dog. I copy the move, earning me a similar cry from the lion. “Add more fingers, stretch him, stretch him real good.” I shove an extra finger in. The cub purrs, his tail dancing through my view. Feeling embolden I work a fourth finger inside the lion’s rump. The kitten arches so perfectly from the counter top, his legs trembling while my fingers wiggle their way inside of him. I carefully study his reaction at every move I make. Then, with the tips of my fingers, I encounter something, deep side of him. I crook my finger, nudging against the small lump. The effects are electrifying, the lion’s body snaps up and he lets out a sudden desperate cry. “You have found his sweet spot.” The leopard twists his own fingers. “With some it is easier to find then with others.” He remarks casually. The pup quivers. I reach down with my free paw, touching myself. He smirks as he notices. “You should try the other paw.” He says, before shifting his attention back to the pup on all fours.
	“Now it is time for our payment.” He pushes down the front of his loincloth, dragging himself out, using his lubed up paw to slick the long barbed shaft. I feel a sudden fury rising up inside of me. He sits up positioning himself at my pup’s entrance. A jealousy that makes my lift my lip and bare my teeth and urge to tear him away from there, to claim the pup as my own, a sudden primal urge I have never yet experienced before. I stay put however, for some unknown, mysterious reason, and watch as he pulls out his fingers, and nudges the tip against the red entrance. He is not hesitant, nor timid, shoving the length in without so much as a pause. The pup cries out, trying to pull his head back from the Pit, but the grey paw on his head preventing him from doing so. A small struggle ensues. The Pit sits up. The leopard grabs his hips and both of them, at the same time start moving in and out of his orifices. My tongue sneaks out, watching him get spit roasted, there is little the pup does, but relax and take it, his cries of protest quickly levelling in those enjoyment.
	The lion whines, feeling neglected by my interest in what is going on, on the floor. He reaches back, grabbing my shaft, wiggling his ass, encouraging me to more strongly move my fingers. I comply, but mostly because of his paw that has joined mine as we both jerk me off. Through all this my lip won’t stop twitching as I see them take my pup. Over his back the Pit and leopard share a look. The Pit drags himself out of my Dalmatian’s muzzle, finally allowing him to let out that long whining moan. He gets up, shedding his cloth on the way over. The lion lifts himself off my fingers, letting go of my shaft. The both of them lean forward capturing each other’s mouths in a kiss. Tongue darts out, lapping at each other in such a blatant way. They part and as one cast their eyes on me. A low rumbling moan reaches my ears. The feline on the floor is picking up the pace, slamming harder into the pup’s rump. Before I know what I am doing I have let out a low growl. 
	He looks up, as if for the first time the leopard truly seems to notice me. A smile twists his lips, and he readjusts his grip on the pup’s hips. I sink down on my knees next to him, placing a paw on the small of the pup’s back. Our eyes meet. The leopard narrows his eyes dangerously. I simply stare back, a slight twitch from my lip the only thing betraying my anger. He drags himself out, making the pup whine, by the sudden emptiness. Without a word he rises, stepping back allowing me to take his place. I do not know if the pup knows what is going on, but he whines and wiggles in my grip. For all of my bravura a moment ago I, for the life of me, have no clue what I should do.
	I decide to start with what I had longed for to do ever since we parted. My fingers dance over his body, determined to reacquaint myself with every part of him. He quivers, and whines, mindlessly pushing back against my groin. I seize him, suddenly and sharply with a fury I did not know I possessed, by the scruff of his neck, dragging him up, and turning him until he was pressed with his cheek against the refrigerator door. He lets out an ‘umph’, my body quickly covering his. I nuzzle his neck, sliding my paws over his naked body. He moans. I nuzzle that place just behind his jaw making him shiver. “Sorry I was late.” I whisper, finding the urgency to speak. 
“N-no problem.” We share a look, his pupils are dilated, his cheeks flustered. I notice small drops of cum on his muzzle and decide they should not be there. With my tongue I swipe them away, cleaning away any trace of the others on him. “Did you like, ah, watching me?” He whispers, his tone hoarse. I hesitate. Kiss his cheek, move down towards his mouth. “I’d rather feel you.” I admit.
	He still has his tail lifted, and my shaft with swollen knot get pressed between those cheeks. The heat radiates off of him. I want to be inside of him, I know that now for certain. I reach down, gracing the delicate ring of fur around his tail hole. The muscle clenches against my finger. Burying my nose in his neck I take a long whiff of him, shuddering at the memory that is so much like the reality. My muzzle swoops up until I reach his mouth, pressing my nose against his. “I’ve missed you.” He lets out a soft gasp. In a fury of lips, teeth and tongues I delve into his mouth, finding the taste of the Pit still strongly on his tongue, but buried beneath that finding what I am looking for. We moan and I push my hips against his, pressing him more firmly against the fridge. He breaks away from me. “Take me.”
	The simple urgency in his voice speeds me into action, reaching down grabbing my shaft and positioning this against him. For one breathless moment we wait. I push in. He clenches anxiously around me and I halt, not forcing myself deeper, but waiting, calmly, letting him adjust, letting him take me bit by bit until finally my knot rests against his entrance and the rest of me is enveloped in his tight heat. I moan in time with him nuzzling the side of his face, pressing my nose against his ear and blowing in soft tufts of warm air that make him shudder.
“So big,” he mutters, his paw grabbing my arm that has wrapped itself around his chest. I wait, the pressure excruciating, but not wanting to harm the exquisite creature. I rest my head against him, trying to keep my breathing levelled as he goes through the motions, fighting the feeling of me inside of him, until finally he gives a small jerk with his hip. I rock my hips, slow at first, small motions, rolling against those squeezable cheeks. His nostrils are flaring, his tongue lolls out stupidly. He moves against me, helping me set a smooth rhythm in and out of his warm hole. He lets out small yelps every time my knot connects with his pucker, bumping against the ring of muscles keeping me out. I do not care, it is enough the rest of my length can be buried inside of him as our motions pick up speed, become slowly more frantic. A soft growl erupts from my throat, and I fight to keep this fragile balance in check. 
	I reach down, taking hold of his smooth prick, smearing it with the remainder of lube still clinging to my fingers. He whimpers, his hole giving an unexpected twitch when I tease the dripping tip. I hear a yelp behind us. I cast a furtive glance over my shoulder. It seems we are not missed. The Pit is leaning back on the counter top, his muzzle latched to the crotch of the lion, his legs spread and the leopard finger fucking him roughly. I turn back to the pup in my arms pressing my lips against his cheek, trailing a path of butterfly kisses. He is muttering something under his breath. It takes some time before I manage to figure it out. “Faster.” His hips jerk back on me, forcing me quicker inside of him. I growl, complying with his wishes. I no longer try to keep myself under control, letting that feral part inside of me take over, thrusting into him, feeling that all too familiar feeling building up inside of me.
	He lets out a series of moans, increasing in intensity his abdomen quivering as he tries in some last ditch effort to stave of his release. Right in this desperate moment I realize I would give anything to keep this going. “I-I’m…” He gasps. I do not make it easier, frantically moving my fist up and down his shaft, driving him to the absolute limit. “I Ahnn!” I can hear it, I can smell it, I can feel it gushing over my paw while his whole body goes crazy around me. He clamps down forcing me up to the edge. With all my might I manage to fight myself out of him, much to his disappointment, and finish myself off by thrusting between his cheeks, spilling myself over the small of his back. 
	We nuzzle each other as the warm afterglow overwhelms us. I hold him close, squeezing him against me. Our tongues are lolling out as I give him a slobbering smooch, which he replies, and squeezes my arm in reply. “That was…” I mutter, trying to find the accurate words. 
“Yeah.” 
Slowly the tension seeps from his body and he slumps against me. I shift, dragging him up in my lap, nuzzling his ears lovingly. For a long time we just sit silently, ignoring the fucking going on on top of the counter in front of us. He looks up at me hesitating. “I, errr, I’m sorry.”
“What for?”
“Dragging you into this. I-I thought it might be nice… a change of pace.” His nose only a hairsbreadth away from me, his breath brushing against my fur, his body pressed against me. 
“Do I look angry to you?” I ask teasingly, sliding my fingers over his flank. For a moment he avoids my gaze, until finally casting it up. He looks so sweet right now, even with that mask hiding much of his face. “Not really.”
“I wish these masks were waterproof.”
“Why?”
“I need a shower.” I remark, making a face. He chuckles. “But I don’t want to let you go.” I surprise is both with that blatant confession. “I- I really don’t want to.” He cups the side of my cheek, pulling me closer placing the gentlest kiss upon my cheek. He opens his mouth as if to say something, but finally doesn’t, but instead snuggles closer to me. 
	“We really should have found a better place to rest.” I mutter, shifting slightly, feeling stiff as a board after dozing for a while against the door of the refrigerator. 
“Hmmm, I’m perfectly comfortable,” He replies lazily, “though I have noticed you getting stiff.” He shifts his rear emphasising his point. I growl, giving his ear a sharp nip when it dangles in front of my mouth. I give him a nudge, and reluctantly he gets up, allowing me to move from our spot. Our three friends have long since left us. He reaches out to give me a hand. “Argggh.” I press my paws in the small of my back, the elastic band sliding into place over my sheath now that it is reduced in size. He bends to pick up his loincloth, giving me a wonderful look of his rump. He turns.
“What?” 
I smirk, shaking my head. “Nothing,” but I do not stop staring. He does not hide from me, he lets me look, stepping closer pressing his form up against me, leaning up for a kiss. I wrap my arms around him again, squeezing, letting my tongue delve deeply into his mouth. I reach back eagerly, finding that spot under his tail. He squeals. I laugh against his lips. The squeal turns into a moan, his tail giving a joyous flick. Reluctantly I draw back. As one we look at the clock that is hanging above the stove. It is already six a.m. 
“I need to go.” He sounds apologetic, not making a move. 
“Yeah, me too.” Neither of us moves and we watch the dials slowly shift from 6 a.m. to 6:05. 
	Finally it is he who comes to life, with a shudder like he is being jolted back to reality. “I have to go.”
I hold him still, “will I see you again?” It feels like the last chance to do this and I sound much needier then I would have wanted.
“I-I don’t know.” He whispers. He sounds so mournful. He breaks away from me. His pretty ears, earlier so perky now pushed back anxiously, his tail tucked between his legs. I grab his wrist, dragging him closer desperately pressing a kiss on his mouth. In a brief moment his tongue flicks out and I can taste him again. It is short, desperate and passionate. Finally he breaks away, giving me one last anxious look before heading out of the kitchen. I follow him. Another quick kiss by the door, and another when he grabs his coat and I take mine. Finally I have to let him go, watching him go and disappear into the early morning sun, left behind like Cinderella on the steps of the castle. I feel empty and numb again, but not like before, a different kind of numb, but numb nonetheless.


6.
Now I know it was the prince who was left behind, not Cinderella. No, Cinderella ran of the moment the spell would end, afraid of what might happen. I can hardly compare him to a Cinderella. And in case you were wondering, I haven’t seen him since. Marv has been questioning me, whenever he gets the chance, trying to figure out why I am so distant, paying attention to nothing but my immediate task, why my eye keeps drifting towards the door and whenever think I see him I perk up, only to slump half a second later. I do not want to talk about it. I just want to stay home and wait, but I can’t, so I go to work and I eat and I sleep and I pretend that I am having just a minor depression instead of one mother of a meltdown. Somewhere deeply hidden inside of me I realize I have still been fostering the hope that, for some reason, he would show up, or leave a message, if only it was for some stupid one-night stand. I’d go, I’d go and I’d do whatever was required of me, only this time I wouldn’t let anyone touch him, no-one, unless… unless he would ask it of me, then I would do so without hesitation. 
	I let out a sigh, dropping on the couch back in the employee lounge, which is well… a couch and a television set between the racks of beer and wine and whiskey. Everyone else is busy, working, cleaning up, getting ready for V.I.P.’s and what not. I am getting tired of all the stares I have been getting, those pity filled eyes that follow me as I am doing my job. It sickens me. I’m edgy, snapping at anyone for no good reason. I know I shouldn’t do it, of course I know, but the words leave my muzzle before I get a chance to keep them in. I am turning into a grade-A asshole, a bitter grade-A asshole. 
	There was one time, last night, when I thought, when I thought I saw him. It was in a flash a set of blue eyes the colour of ice gazing at me from somewhere close to the dance floor. But when I blinked, trying to focus and see what was beyond the veil of fog and people there was nothing, no-one. It’s stupid to think it might have been him. Even if it had been how would I have recognised him? For all I know he has stopped by a hundred times since now and then. Perhaps he was one of those guys flirting with me last night, or his number was on one of the slips of paper I so carelessly deposited in the tipping jar. I grab a beer, popping the cap with my teeth, spitting it in the general direction of the bin. Taking a swig I try to focus on something else, something that isn’t as pointless as pining over some mysterious stranger I had sex with twice, but do not even know. I think Twist would say I am ‘projecting’, her new favourite word of the month, meaning I make him something he is not, but something I want him to be, just because I cannot cope with the real deal… or something. And how can I know someone who I have just seen behind a mask, and who I used to drown myself in a haze of lust and sex? But I do, call me crazy, but I do, I feel I do. Sometimes in the streets I stand still whiffing the air just because I thought I picked up a trace, no matter how faint, of his smell. I have been eyeing every white or spotted dog that I encounter, much to their discomfort, peering at them trying to see if they might be… They never are. One look in their eyes tell me they aren’t. 
	I throw back the remainder before grabbing another bottle and starting all over again. 
“Isn’t it too early to be getting drunk?”
I turn. Marv just entered the room, shutting the door behind him, scolding me. I grunt in reply, turning away from him. 
“You need to talk about this.” I remain silent I do not want to talk about this. I want to be left alone. There is a metallic click. “And I am here to listen.” The fucking rabbit has locked the door. A sudden feeling of entrapment seizes me by the throat. I supress it, no doubt this is what Marv has been aiming for. He hops over the back of the couch, sliding down next to me. The bottle is already half empty. He grabs it from my paws, downing the last bit before placing it next to the others. Determined not to speak I keep staring at the television, which is turned off, but which I pretend has the most interesting show on earth on its screen. For his part Marv pretends to be watching with me, quietly waiting for me to speak. I hate it, I hate the fact he has this patience, I hate the fact he is not just letting me deal with it myself, I hate the fact that he took me to that stupid club in the first place, I hate him for just fucking being who he is. I…
“I hate this shit.”
“Hate what shit?”
“I haven’t had a descent cup of coffee in weeks.”
“So you get drunk?”
“I fucking hate it…. I should have never tossed out that stupid coffeemaker. It made shit coffee, but at least it was coffee.”
“I do remember you calling it ‘poison’ and being strangely excited at the prospect of trying tea.”
“I hate tea. I despise it, so weak and flavourless; it’s just water that tastes.”
“What about the coffee stand near your house?”
“That stuff is even worse. It tastes horrible. Who on earth adds tons and tons of milk to his coffee? What the freak am I, a cow?”
“I believe cows only produce milk, not necessarily drink it.”
“Oh shut up.”
“You’re welcome.”
I bare my teeth. He just laughs at me. “You know what I think?” He asks me, “I think you do not hate tea, I think you just haven’t found the right kind of tea. You just need to try loads of teas till you find the right one.”
“Only to have it leave me behind.” The familiar ache returns in my chest, even more strongly than before. I bite my lip, willing myself to push it away, but somehow I can’t.
“I take it we aren’t talking about tea… are we?”
“There was this guy… at your Glee… Club.”
“Ah.”
“We hit it off. I went back there for him… the second time was even better.”
“Ahhh…” He places a paw on my shoulder, gently rubbing it, giving a small comforting squeeze. “The fourth rule of Glee Club: ‘Do not fall in love’.”
“What are the other three rules?”
“’Do not talk about Glee Club’.”
The sudden rush of emotions squeeze my throat shut. And I feel a sudden wetness in the corner of my eyes, which I know aren’t tears. I take a long shuddering breath. Two soft arms wrap themselves around me and a whole lot of fluffy bunny climbs into my lap, dragging my head against his chest, allowing me to bury it there, enveloping it in a semi darkness of soft fluff and the smell of pinewoods. The paw on my back traces soothing circles as I keep quiet in the safeness that is Marv.
	“Some guys merely go there for the sex. They do not feel, they do not even think about the other person, it’s just the getting off that counts. I thought I had made that clear before I left you.” It is not exactly what I want to hear, but Marv never does that. He tells the truth, as painful as you may think it. Is he really sure that is why he was there, for sex? He was a member, as far as I could see. How else could he have contacted me, how else could he have found out about the parties, how else… Am I really that stupid? Had I truly lost myself in the haze of pheromones that hangs in that place? Perhaps I let my mind be clouded by lust fooling myself into believing it is love. But therein lays the rub. He had seemed so genuine, so anxious, so full of emotion. And a part of me refuses to believe that he would be that cruel. How could anyone be that cruel?
	“I miss him.” It sounds hollow and dull, but I mean it. “Call me an idiot but I do not believe that he would do that. I won’t.” Marv smiles mournfully, ruffling my headfur. 
“And that is why we are all so crazy about you.” I drag him closer, hugging him, squeezing the air from his lungs. “Rusky… air… please.” He gasps from above me, before I finally let him go and he takes in a deep breath, looking very much flustered.
“Ok, now that that is settled. We need you to get back to work. Else Wei will lose it again and we all know how that ends up.” He takes me by the paw dragging me from the couch. “And stop your moping. If he really is that great as you seem to think he is, he will show up. And if he does not, well then he is the biggest fucking idiot I know.” He leads me towards the door, unlocking it. “And tomorrow you and I are going to go tea shopping. I know the most wonderful little store that sells a hundred different herbs.” He yammers on pushing me behind the bar, the first few people already trickling in. “If all else fails,” he continues, “they also sell some fine coffeemakers.” 
	So believing something does not make it so. I could start saying that wars have been fought over someone’s belief, or believes, but what would be the point, everyone knows that. But while I am smiling and serving drinks, this time not completely fucking up every order I get, or snarling at the ‘a bit too pushy’ girl, or the ‘all too annoying’ jock, I wonder if you can really love someone at first sight? I mean there are those stories about people ‘learning’ to love someone, though these often imply that they no longer hate each other. I think one of my mom’s friends used to say that, she was in an arranged marriage, that she ‘learned’ to love him, and then she would get one of those mournful looks and stare off in the distance. Most lover stories I know start with: the moment I saw her/him/it I knew we were made for each other. Then again my dad and my mom used to nearly kill each other as soon as they were in the same room together and they had fallen in love ‘at first sight’. The moment you know little about someone they seem so wonderful, but as soon as you start spending a lot of time with them they become… insufferable, at least that is my experience. So maybe that is the trick, not getting to know the love of your life well. Forget about finishing each other’s sentences, or knowing his or her favourite songs, restaurant or food group. Not know them well, forget about the whole dating thing, just get married, at least then you can claim you are learning something new about them every day. 
	“Hey kid have you even been paying attention?” I blink stupidly at the guy in front of me. 
“Sorry sir, what?”
“I have been waiting for my vodka for ten stinking minutes, that’s what.”
“I’ll get it now sir.” I reply with a smile, though I would have liked to slam is fat head against the bar a few times, just to get my point across. I slam the shot on the bar in front of him. 
“Here you go sir.” 
“Took you long enough. You some kind of retard?”
I raise a brow. Is this guy for real? The reddened nose, his bloodshot runny eyes are hints enough. Drunk as a wine barrel. 
“Hey! I asked you a question kid.” I slam the bar two times, drawing the attention from Marv who’s busy at the other end, I do not take my eye of the man in front of me. 
“I am sorry, boss prevents me from arguing with drunken patrons.” I should not, but I can’t hold it in. 
“So you got a big mouth on you, ey, little retard.”
“Is there a problem?” Marv butts into the conversion, giving the drunken customer his most charming smile. 
“Another one of you, goddamn. The place is full of them.”
“Our customer here has been having some issues with the way I handle things.” I say, gritting my teeth to keep my anger in. 
“A problem, I got a problem awright!”
“Well there is an easy way to settle this, a drink, on me!” Marv slams another shot on the table pouring it. He is hoping that the man will either pass out or leave, hopefully the second, probably the first. 
“I do not want your drink you stupid faggot!” He reaches over the bar pushing Marv back and making a grab for the drink. Before I know it, my arm has shot out, seizing the man by the wrist pinning it to the bar. 
“You take that back.” I’m calm, eerily calm, staring into his eyes willing him to just say the words and fuck the fuck off. 
“What you some kind of poof lover? I won’t have them faggots touching my drinks! The place is full of them, bust be a fucking pfoof bar!” he’s roaring by now, drawing the attention from other customers. He tries to drag his paw free, but I won’t let go. 
“In fact,” I say, grabbing him calmly by the collar, “I am.” I smirk at the confused look on his fat, dumb face. “Now say you are sorry and leave.”
	He struggles, trying to yank himself free in a flurry of pawing and clawing. He tries to punch me; I avoid it, grabbing him hard by the headfur and doing what I had wanted to do in the first place. His head bounces off the hardwood, sending his whole body arching back on the updraft. I let go of his arm, he stumbles, struggles, but regains his footing. 
“FUCKING HOMO LOVER!” Next thing I know I’m up the bar leaping down on top of him, sinking my nails into his skin with a feral roar. We tumble and fall, struggling to get the upper hand. My fist comes in contact with his eye, his stomach, the side of his face. He gets me, nearly scratching an eye out, punching me hard on the nose, but I am younger, stronger and more importantly not drunk. I manage to flip us over, letting me land on top. Without holding back I start punching him in the face, his head moving from side to side every time I strike a blow. “You. Do not. Get. To talk. Like that. To. My. Marv.”
There are hurried footsteps behind me. I keep him pinned, fists raised, breathing heavily until I hear the familiar gruff voice behind me say: “What’s going on here?” 
“Bloody crazy mother fucker attacked me!” The polarbear below me gasps, blood running from his mouth and I believe I can see a tooth or two floating around in there. 
“Like hell he was! He was been real polite and such, then this bozo here totally went crazy on his ass. Was what ya call it, self-defence and shit!” The young tabby, who coincidentally has been trying to catch my eye the whole night, immediately jumps to my defence. Other voices quickly get added to that. Wei looks at me.
“He called Marv a not so nice thing.” I growl. That is all what the big Panda needs. I step away from the guy who gets grabbed by the scruff of the neck and the rim of his pants as if he weighs nothing at all. Some of the clientele follow to see how he is literally tossed out on the street by the bouncer/manager, without so much as a word. Good luck getting in again. 
“Well, that escalated quickly.” The rabbit remarks, popping up next to me.
“You ok?” I ask. He nods, that joyful smile ever on his lips, though I can see that it does not reach his eyes. 
“Though you look like shit.” He cringes looking at my face, his paws not yet touching my face as if trying to knit the wounds by magic. I wipe the wetness from my nose, it’s blood. 
“Let me get you an icepack.” I hadn’t seen Sigrund behind me, who leads me out back to get myself cleaned up while Twist, who comes dashing in, quickly takes over the bar with Marv. 
Right before the door shuts behind me I can see Dozer’s dark look as he follows my path. Knowing that look I wonder if that guy is going to get a visit tonight. Maybe if he is lucky Dozer won’t know his address. The large Pit isn’t one who quickly mingles or interacts with, well, anyone. It took him months before he opened up to us, and that was mostly because of Twist’s insistent nagging that is bound to wear anyone down. Despite his silence and his apparent neutral demeanour against, well just about anyone, it is well known around town that if you harm anyone he considers a friend, things just happen to you. Things go missing, wiring fails and you are left in a blackout for hours, maybe even days, cars get trashed, and one particularly nasty girl who kept harassing Twist got all the windows of her house thrown in by bricks. No no-one knows it is Dozer, in a legal sense. Personally I never asked him, mostly because I do not want to know. The notion of that fat bastard getting a visit tonight, however, is strangely satisfying.
“Hold still.” Sigrund has gotten the disinfectant and is treating my head wound, only after she unceremoniously shoved a tampon up my nose to stop the bleeding. Now, I know it isn’t used, but being carried around in her bag all the time… it kinda smells like her… quite strongly, which is disturbing.
“It stings.”
“Stop your whining, you big baby. You shouldn’t have started a fight if you aren’t prepared to deal with the after math.”
“He started it.”
“Phah… Well don’t worry about it.” She leaves the notion hanging that I’ll get my ass whipped by Wei tomorrow, or even later tonight, he prefers we call him instead of dealing with these things ourselves; gives the whole place a bad rep. “Would have punched the buttcrack myself, if you hadn’t beaten me to the punch… no pun intended.” That makes me chuckle. 
“What?”
“Nothing… Would have loved seeing his ass kicked by a woman, especially by you.” This makes her smile, though she goes to great lengths to try and hide it from me. 
“Well, it would have been hilarious,” she admits. “Now sit still.”


7.
It’s almost summer again. I can smell it floating upon the breeze, that special scent of growing grass and flowers, warmed by the sun while everyone loses their winter fur and gets that little bounce in their step while they go about their work. The first busloads of tourists have arrived and started taking up residence in the many hotels. In a week or so this village will be up to its eyeballs in students on their summer break and families with kids going for that good old ‘nature holiday’, in other words dragging their screaming offspring up into the mountains to sleep there for a night, only to return the next day because they had never realized how many bugs and fleas there are in the wild. Then of course there are the kids returning to their parents for the summer, back from classes and tests, back to their hometown like salmon making their way up river. No doubt I’ll get the visits soon, friends from high school who stop by at my job, or are just going out and recognise me, friends who did go to college, and who do have a life beyond this town. They love to rub your nose in the fact that they made it big, or at least are going to, no doubt showing off their latest girlfriend, who has not realized what a pompous prick their boyfriend really is. Now not all of them do it on purpose, the rubbing in part, they just keep yapping on about what they are doing, only to be embarrassed when they finally ask what I am doing, and I tell them that I’m still bartending and that, unless they order a drink, I need to get moving or else I’ll get fired. 
	I could escape all this, of course, if I’d only visit my parents this summer, like every other normal person, but I’d rather avoid getting in between another one of their fights, which they, no doubt, still have on a fairly regular basis. You’d think they would just either get a divorce or give up on the whole fighting thing, but so far, no sign of it abiding. Normally I would have to see them at Christmas, though I manage to duck that one this year by playing the ‘I have to work because it is the busiest day of the season’ card, and for once I am glad that Wei can be such a hard-ass when it comes to these things.
	“C’mon, hurry up!” Marv turns around anxiously urging me to keep up.
“Yeah, yeah, keep your tail on.” A tail that is currently giving a sharp wiggle, as if it knows it is being mentioned. 
“We don’t have all day, not since you wanted to sleep till twelve.”
“I got home at five!” I know I shouldn’t start this, for all his love and joy; Marv can turn into a substitute mom in a flash.
“Guess you should have gone to bed earlier,” he replies, “ah, here we are.” With a happy bounce he reaches the door, holding it open for me with a small flurry of his paw. He had promised me that it would be close to my apartment. We have been walking for fifteen minutes. I half expected it to be a small, dusty and gloom Chinese herb shop, managed by a small panda lady, or perhaps a pair of elderly Siamese cats. The place, however, is big, wide and bright and we are greeted by a tall brightly smiling deer with his ears so heavily pierced he might be related to Twist. 
“Ahhh, Marv, how good for you to visit again, and you brought a friend!”
“I do, Pas, this is Swiff, Swiff this is Pas.” 
“Nice to meet you.”
“How very nice to meet you!” My caffeine and sleep depraved mind begins to hate him already with his cheerfulness and his upbeat character.
“Pas, we have a problem,” Marv starts seriously, wrapping his arm around the deer’s shoulder, “Swiff here, until recently a coffee guy, with, might I say, a lousy taste, has tossed out his old coffee brewer and is looking for something else. Now, we need your help, as you know just about anything there is worth knowing about hot beverages, and we need something good and strong, for, as you see, he is not really a morning person.”
The deer nods gravely while they both are eyeing me up like I have some disease and they are trying to figure out a way to cure me. 
	“I think I might have a thing or two for him.” The deer says, moving gracefully through the shop, grabbing packages left and right, climbing on a small ladder that allows him to reach the top shelves. 
“Look at him go,” Marv whispers setting me down at a small metal table in the middle of the shop and taking the seat next to me, “And look at that ass.” My eyes shoot downward, seeing something I really do not want to look at. Not that it is unsightly or not nice, no, exactly the opposite, but it brings my mind to things I have taken pains to push away from me. “I errr… don’t think I’m that kind of a guy.”
“Not an ass guy?” He asks, sounding very surprised.
“Not a guy’s guy, just a guy… guy… if that makes any sense.”
He looks at me from the corner of his eye, studying me with that peculiar gaze he reserves for certain occasions. When I am about to ask him what is the matter, Pas returns carrying an armful of packages, jars and bags. They are placed in neat rows in front of us. Pas sits down on the other side. “Now,” He starts, “this blend is a fine mixture of traditional Chinese and Indian teas; it has a firm but sweet after taste. And this one is made out of…”
After a while the names, types of tea, herbs and blending styles are all dancing through my brain without making any sense any more. I never realized how many different types of tea there are, and I think I would have been happier not knowing. The deer, however, is an expert, calmly, but firmly, correcting me when I mix things up, or get confused. He never loses his smile, or his composure. He asks me questions about my preferences, and not just about tea. Asking me whether I have a lot of time in the mornings, or if I brew per cup or per pot, if I have a lot of people over, whether I like fruity or bitter, it takes me a moment to figure out he means the taste. The assortment of teas in front of me changes rapidly with every question and finally I end up buying five different blends of tea, with names I do not understand and don’t have the courage to ask about.
	Of course, before we leave, I have to be an idiot and ask him about possibly buying a coffeemaker. Another half hour later I am walking down the street carrying a heavy box with a new coffee maker, with a special bean grinder on top, the whole things weighs a ton, and a large bag of Arabica beans on top of it, and Marv is bringing up the rear carrying the two plastic bags with the tea and another bag of beans. All in all it has cost me about half my salary. “You know I do not know if it was wise buying at this stuff right on the spot. I mean it is costing you a lot of money.”
“It was the only thing that would assure me he would shut up.” I grumble. 
“Well you could have said ‘no’.”
“Smart ass.” He’s right of course; I just do not want to tell him that. I think I might have an issue with just saying ‘no’ to people. Maybe I should ask Twist about it, then again, maybe not.
	Climbing up the stairs to my floor is worse than I had thought, especially with an annoying bunny behind me who keeps urging me to move faster. The machine I’m carrying is like lead and my muscles are burning when we finally climbed all the stairs. I butt open the door into the hallway. “Get the door will you.”
“I don’t have your keys mate.”
“In my pocket.” I turn, jutting out my hip so he can better access it. He throws me a look, before his paw quickly disappears into the pocket of my jeans. I can feel him groping around. 
“Hurry up.” I grunt, trying not to let go of the heavy machine and destroy it before I have had a chance to use it. 
“Can’t seem to find- oh there it is.”
“That isn’t my key.”
“Then what am I, oh, errr, sorry.” He holds on for just half a second longer before letting go of me continuing with his quest for the missing keys.
“Look dude it’s not that hard, they aren’t that deep.”
“You are right, it’s not, but when am I have the chance of touching you again without you being able to do anything about it?”
I growl, getting ready to put the damn thing down and make a grab for Marv.
“Oh here they are.” He says joyfully fishing them out, his middle finger hooked through the little chain. 
“About time.” He goes for the lock. “You smell that?” I ask him, turning around and sniffing the air in the hallway.
“Not really.” He turns, realizing I am not making a joke. “What do you smell?”
“I don’t know… it smells… familiar, like…” 
The lock clicks and the door swings open. Gratefully I enter my apartment, managing to make it to the counter just in time before my arms completely give out. The large bag of beans skids of the top and lands near the sink. Thankfully the bag does not burst, spilling its content all over my kitchen floor. 
“And your tea.” 
	I sniff again. Here in my apartment the smell is stronger. “Do you smell that?” Marv sniffs the air, shrugging. “It smells…” I frown wondering of what it reminds me. “It smells like…”
“Hi sweety.”
“Anne.”
The vixen is leaning against the doorframe of my bedroom. She is wearing her make up clothes again, the short denim skirt and that top that is just a little too tight around the chest area. “I have been waiting for you to come home.” She purrs, moving closer, doing her little catwalk swaying her hips from side to side while making her bushy tail dance gracefully in the opposite direction. 
	It is funny, looking at her acting so completely ridiculous I realize this trick hasn’t worked on me for years, because I know it, I know all the moves she can throw at me, and I know she is doing this to get something from me, to butter me up. In the past I had been willing to let her get away with it, just for the nookie. 
“Hi there.” With a great sense of timing, as ever, Marv manages to only then pop his head up from behind me, smiling and waving at her. “You are Anne, right? I believe we met once or twice in the club.”
Her expression immediately gets twisted into one of disgust and rage.
“You remember Marv. He’s one of my good friends.” I smile, seeing how she fights to keep her expression in check. If she wants something from me, she’ll better work for it. 
“Of course, Marv.” That sugary sweet smile that makes my teeth hurt is conjured up as she approaches him, extending her paw, “So nice to meet you.” If she dipped it in your coffee it would instantly turn into liquid caramel. 
	“Honey,” She comes closer, pressing her body against me, breathing heavily in my ear. “I had hoped you would come alone, so we could, you know, without Marv?” She leaves the blanks up to me. Perhaps this is the reason I started cheating on her, or well, technically not cheating, but sleeping around, because it does not matter what I do, as soon as she wants something she’ll fuck me to get on my good side, only to use it all against me later on. “And what if I do not want him to leave?” I ask her, ignoring her advances. “Well he could of course, join us.” She gives the rabbit a meaningful look. 
Marv barks a laugh, raising his paws defensively. “I am truly sorry ma’am. I am strictly a cock sucker and very happy in that role.” This is not going as she had hoped. 
“Sweety?” She is trying to drag my face towards her. I resist. 
“Why don’t you save us all a whole lot of time and just tell me what you want.”
Despite my very too the point voice and the fact I am making it clear to her, in everything I do, that I am not interested, she keeps playing the sex card, rubbing her body up against mine, nuzzling my neck. “I just want to be with you.” She grunts. This is getting really out of hand. 
	“Anne,” I disentangle myself from her, forcing her paws away from me, “stop this, just stop.” She looks confused, not quite realizing what is going on. “Anne for fuck’s sake you are embarrassing yourself.” Her gaze shifts between me and Marv, who is trying to slink back into the background. “You can’t just come back here and expect everything to be normal! You left, remember without saying a word, without so much as a note you just left, took all your shit, and I mean all your shit, and just left, and now suddenly you are back, I mean… what gives. How the hell did you get in here anyways?” A sudden heat rises up inside of me almost colouring my entire vision red. I fight it and somehow manage to supress it once again, tucking it safely inside that box from which it came. 
“I have a key.” She says, as if I am some sort of mental patient. “And you were the one who couldn’t get your snout out of someone’s poon long enough to even listen or talk about this. So I left, of course I left, some of us have classes to go to, a university degree to get, exams to take, instead of going around fucking every girl that comes by!”
	“I think I’d better go, see you at work!” I don’t think I really hear him before I enter into my next rage phase. 
“OH sure rub it in, you were away, you were having a hard time, you are so fucking important that it does not matter you moaned someone else’s fucking name while we were having it on!”
“Like that excuses you with all your booty calls.”
“At least I have the freaking decency not to be so secretive about it and never ask their freaking name, why? Because they mean nothing to me!”
“Oh so that is your big excuse you are too much of a horn dog to even remember their names and that is supposed to make me feel better?”
“No it doesn’t!”
“Well it doesn’t!”
“GOOD! Because it was never meant to make you feel better you annoying cunt! It was meant to make you leave, like you did, finally, and now you come back, again, to me, the guy who cheats on you none stop, and why? Because you want something!”
“I came back because I loved you!” The tears come into her eyes, making me falter for just a moment, until I see that look in her eyes that spells nothing of grief or love or remorse. 
“You don’t love me.” I say lowering my voice, “not anymore.” She just stares. “And even if you do, I don’t love you. I haven’t since a long time. I’m done hurting. I want you out of my house.”
“Then… then where am I supposed to go?” She asks, her bottom lip quivering. “I have nothing here, I came here, for you, for us, for one last chance. Please don’t do this Swiffy.”
“Stay with one of your friends.”
“They aren’t here. Most of them are with their boyfriends, or are on holiday.” 
“Fine, you can stay, for the night. Then you’d better book a ticket to your parents place, or back to Thomas.”
“We broke up Swiff.” 
“I don’t believe you. You can sleep on the couch.”
“But the bed should easily.”
“The couch, and get your shit out of my bedroom. I have to get to work.”

	“So you are letting her stay…” 
“Just for the night. I don’t know why you care so much.”
“Because, Swiff, dawg, she evil!” Twist gives me those big voodoo eyes.
“How do you know?”
“Just look at what she does to you!”
“I’m betting she’s a witch, and we all know there is only one way to deal with a witch.”
“Right, you melt down the silver for bullets and I’ll get the garlic.”
“Silver bullets are for werecreatures, and garlic is against vampires.”
“Oh of course we have to say her name backwards.”
“That is some kind of alien. Guys I appreciate the concern, but it is over, we are not going to get back together, and tomorrow I am kicking her out of my house.”
“Well that makes sense, Anne, and Enna kinda sound the same, so how would she know we said it backwards.”
“You sure about this Swiff?”
“Yes I am sure. Fool me once shame on you, fool me twice you get to hit me with the frying pan.”
“I’ll keep you to that promise.” And I am sure she will, because right now Sigrund’s scowl nearly reaches her nose. She blows a gust of air out of her nose, showing her disdain for my decision, making her look more like a horse then a polar bear.
	The others aren’t letting it go so easily. “You know how this is going to end, don’t you?” Twist is having one of her wide eyed moments again making me wonder if she’s truly lucid. “First it’s ‘just for a night’, then ‘just one more day’ and before you know it she whips out the Medussa head and you are tying the knot in some lousy wedding chapel.”
“First of all, not the best choice of words, second of all are you high again? Third of all I’ll make sure to lop her head off before she gets a chance to do that.”
“Well don’t say I didn’t warn you.”
No one seems to like my decision but they drop it and stop nagging about it. Yet the nagging feeling remains, slowly gnawing away at my inner peace. It is like a nasty infection that does not hurt, but still keeps festering, an itch that won’t be resolved no matter the scratching.

	Even when I arrive back at my apartment, it is still there, on my couch, covered by three thick blankets. She is being a drama queen as usual. The nights aren’t nearly as cold as they used to be, though she would never stop complaining about it, even back when we, well you know… I toss the keys in the little bowl by the door. It’s nearing six, so I keep the lights off, making my way through the gloomy room towards my bed. Shutting the door behind me I let out a sigh. I toss my clothes in the general direction of the hamper. I’ll clean up in the morning. Falling face first in bed I barely make the effort to tug the blankets over me. It does not take long before I slip into that pleasant semi-conscious bubble of half sleep, inching towards that blissful blackness. 
	The door creaks. My ear turns, homing in on the sound. Footsteps, the wooden floor creaks under the weight of someone’s body. For a moment I consider it being a burglar, a murderer or some monster out to get me. The covers get lifted and a warm body slips in beside me. As it turns out; it is far worse. She has changed her perfume since we were last together, I don’t really like the change. Her warm breath brushes against my neck, her paws slide over my hip. I try to ignore it. She moves closer, sliding her body on top of me, her breasts pressing against my back, her hips bumping against my behind. She blows against my ear, which gives an involuntary twitch. 
“Wakie, Wakie.” 
Her paw moves between me and the mattress, working its way in my underwear. My body, deprived from release, and happy with the attention from someone that isn’t me for a change, reacts enthusiastically. She chuckles softly in my ear, wrapping her fingers around the hardening flesh, gently stroking it, coaxing it out of hiding. 
	It is so tempting to just let it go. One simple night with her and me, who would care? Tomorrow she’ll be gone and I would never have to see her again, one last evening of break up sex, one final release. I can practically hear Marv disapprovingly tsking should he see me here, but what does the bunny know about this? I let go of this tension, trying to relax in her touch, ignoring all the voices of reason playing over in my head. 
“I know you are awake.” She whispers, her fingers trailing over my chest. Sweet nips are trailing a path up my neck, running up to my ears that are flicking with anticipation. She twists her grip and a sudden shot of electricity shoots up my spine.
	I roll over. “I can’t do this.” I take her paw, pushing it back to her side. “Get out.” She sits up, ears pushed back. I see the white of her teeth flickering in the darkness as she snarls at me. “Is it that stupid bunny?”
“What are you on about?”
“’Cause I have seen the little fairy stare at your ass a hundred times.”
I snarl at her, my paw grasping her by the face, nails digging into her flesh.
“Marv is my best friend, and I have beaten up chumps for less.” I snap at her, my eyes shooting fire. Terror flicks through her eyes. I shove her away from me. 
“Now get out.” I turn away, not caring what she will do, dragging the covers up to my chin. She sits there staring at my back. For a moment there is the chance she might argue with me. She doesn’t. I hear her muttering while she scoots out of bed. Right when she reaches the door I turn. She waits, handle still in her paw. She might argue with me, ask me ‘why?’, make a scene. Defying expectations she closes the door behind her, leaving me alone. 


8.
Come morning she’s still here, seemingly forgotten all about last night, making me breakfast, no less. 
“Good morning to you, had a good night’s rest?”
I eye her suspiciously. She places a platter with eggs and bacon on the table, smiling sweetly. Her ‘make up’ outfit has been replaced with jeans and t-shirt. It still looks she’s wearing clothes that haven’t been washed properly, but at least it covers more up then it reveals. I sit down, not taking my eyes off her. 
“Well, eat up. If you don’t mind I’ve started doing the laundry while you were still asleep.”
She smiles, sitting down happily across from me, her tail swishing from left to right her dark eyes watching my every move.
“Enjoying your eggs? I made them just the way you like them.”
“I still want you to leave before tomorrow.” I grunt, while gobbling down the bacon and eggs. If she is annoyed by my remark, she does not show it. She keeps her happy smile on her muzzle, though at the edges of it has become forced.
“About that…” My eyes flicker up pricking her against her seat. “Sweety it’s Sunday, and I thought, no, I had hoped to avoid that dreadful switch day rush and maybe go Monday. It is just one more day. You won’t even know I am here.”
“Switch day is Saturday, and the rush does not start until about four, leaving you four good hours to leave.” I decide to be ruthless. She’s caught off guard by this new attitude, and rightly so. She eyes me unsure, trying to seek her way out of this. In her mind she sifts through the possibilities, searching for the reason of my behaviour and more importantly how to defuse it. I doubt she realizes it is because I genuinely do not want her, or at least what we had. It is only when I see her searching like this I realize she does not see the dysfunction of what we are doing, does not realize how completely fucked up our relationship was, or is. 
	“But sweetums,” she starts. It is a sentence I won’t let her finish. Chop the beast off by the neck.
“I’m not your ‘sweetums’. It’s over Anne, last night, it should have never gotten as far as it did. That was a mistake. I’m done, I’m through, I won’t have you here.”
“And is that because you really do not want me, or because you know you do?” She leans on her front paws, elbows resting on the table. She eyes me with a look I know so well, like she is analysing me, understanding me better than I do. It makes me feel dumb. She knows this.
“Because I do not want you.” I sound more sure than I feel. She leans forward.
“Oh really?”
“Yes.”
Our noses are nearly touching, and a little voice in the back of my head tells me that normally at this moment we would slam our lips together and screw each other’s brains out on the kitchen table. I look deep into her eyes. She is expecting it; she is gambling for it. 
	A sudden feeling of revulsion sinks its filthy claws in me. I do not know this vixen. I do not know this… person across the table from me. This is not the girl with whom I went to the prom, with whom I shared long nights in bed, cuddling, exchanging future plans in a whispered tone. This is not her. If someone would come up to me and start telling me it was all a scheme, that she was replaced by the government, aliens or whatnot to mess me up, I would have believed him. 
	I’m trapped. If I pull away now she’d see that as a sign of weakness and she’d never let it go, if I don’t, she might make a move and I do not want that either. For now we are like two nuclear powers in a game of chicken, a small stretch of neutral nothingness between us, the only thing keeping us from the full blown Armageddon, and our desire to see the other act first: the only thing stopping us from acting. 
	The doorbell rings. Almost immediately our little standoff ends. I head for the door; she casually starts cleaning the dishes. Trying to shrug of that uneasy feeling I open the door. I blink, stare, my mouth ajar, halfway through a ‘hello, how can I help you’. I have no idea how stupid I look at this moment. In hindsight it is a small miracle no-one calls the cops, or the local mental institute. Not that my expression seems to matter, because two bright blue eyes sparkle happily at the sight of my dumbfounded expression. My mouth moves, much like a fish out of water, trying to say something sensible, but coming up completely blank. 
“H-h-hi…” I manage very eloquently. Right at this moment my beloved ex decides to make her presence known.
“Who is it honey?”
	Like the dutiful housewife she comes strutting in, getting next to me. I can feel her breasts pressing into my arm as I still try to figure out what on earth I should say next. She grabs my arm, smiling as sweetly as poisoned honey tea at the unexpected visitor. 
“Wrong address, I should go.” His expression does not change, but that sparkle that was there before is gone. Before my brain can catch up he has turned around and is heading down the hall. I stare after him. 
You stupid cocksucking twat, go after him! This snaps me out of my paralysis. I snatch the keys from the dish by the door. 
“I want you out of my house before I get back.” I grumble, snatching my arm away from her grip. Now she looks as stupid as I did a moment ago, watching me when I rush down the hall full speed, storming down the stairs. I catch sight of the tail moving two floors below me. I rush down, jumping the last steps. 
“Wait!” 
I manage to cease him by the arm before he can pick up his pace. He spins around. He looks up at me, trapping me in that gaze of his. I search his eyes, trying to find that thing I saw a moment ago, when I first opened the door. He looks unsure, still trying to make up his mind whether I am friend or foe. 
Say something fuckface!
“Coffee!”
He raises an eyebrow, but does not try to tug his arm free from my grip.
“You want coffee.” It isn’t a question, it’s a statement. Smooth moves moron. His expression is caught somewhere between amused and concerned. 
“I mean…” I shake my head as if trying to shrug of my own stupidity. “I mean do you want coffee, now, with me, get it I mean.”
He gives me that look again, that ‘I do not know what is wrong with you, but I’ll not ask about that now’ look.
“Sure.”
“Great.”
“But you are going to have to let go of my arm. Someone might think you are trying to kidnap me, and I do not think that is your intention, is it?”
“Oh right, no… I don’t think so at least.”
A smile breaks through, lighting up that face of his. It makes me wag. 
“My arm.”
“Oh right, yeah, sorry.” I let go. 
“So where are you taking me?” I realize I have been staring, making an utter fool of myself. 
“Sure, right, errr, this way.” 
	I nearly break my neck, stumbling over my own feet, as I head down, moving way too fast causing me to be already at the door when he is still halfway down. I hold the door open for him, trying to pretend that was my intention the whole time. He gives me a slight nod, which makes my tail go almost crazy. Silently we walk down the street and I keep throwing glances in his direction while we do so. He looks so different without his mask, without his mask and with most of his clothes on, and yet… doesn’t. He catches me watching him, and smiles, his lips just pulled up high enough to show a bit of teeth, not far enough to freak you the hell out with his canines. I think I’m blushing like a high school pup. I’m not really sure because I feel strange through my whole body, not just my face, or my ears. We provoke stares as we head for a small coffee bar I discovered some time ago, on my quest for good morning coffee, I haven’t had time to get the damn coffee maker to work. They stare mostly because of me, most likely, wagging my tail like a moron. 
	The coffee bar is one of those small, brownish establishments that seem to be perpetually covered by a faint trial of smoke, smelling slightly of old decaying cloth and for some reason always decorated with every shade of dark brown they could find. I hold out a chair for him, before hopping over and sitting down across from him. It feels odd sitting across from someone who’s more intimate body parts you know, but who’s face is new to you. His face does not disappoint in that respect, it is, to me, just as marvellous as his body. Fine chiselled features, covered by soft white fur that is on occasion graced with a small smudge of black that do nothing but enhance the white, his lips in an almost perpetual faint smile that makes me wonder what he is thinking, two ears folded gracefully, one white, one black, only occasionally turning or twitching to home in on some sound, and then there are those two brilliant ice blue eyes that look back with that twinkle of enjoyment. 
	The proprietor, an older hare with fur on his chin so long he can form it into a goatee, clears his throat, again. I start. I have been staring again. It only seems to amuse the pup on the other side of the table. It makes me feel foolish. 
“What would you like monsieur?” The hare asks, with a poorly imitated French accent. “Errr… Coffee.”
“What kind of coffee?” He is annoyed, clearly, and has forgotten his act for a moment, revealing his very obvious Tailton accent. 
“Errr…” I look in desperation around me, searching for something to come and rescue me. 
“Same as me, black.”
“Very well.”
The pup sends me a small laugh, as I let out a sigh of relief. 
“I’m going to use the little pup’s room. Be right back.” He rises, and my eyes get glued to his behind as he moves past me. I follow him with my eyes as he goes for the lavatories in the back of the business. It is only right before he disappears through the door, I find the smarts to look up and see if he is watching me. He is. He chuckles. 
	“I’m… so… stupid.” I let my head fall against the table with a thud. I can’t believe I am behaving so… I don’t know. I have changed into this blubbering fool. For weeks, no months I have whined to everyone who would listen I would want to meet him again. I have felt miserable because I feared I wouldn’t see him again and now I have the chance, that once in a life time opportunity to make a good impression and get what I want and I see it slip through my fingers like sand, only because I cannot stop behaving like some bumbling fool. 
“Why is this happening to me?” I slam my head again and again against the hard surface. 
“Why does what happen?”
“Why do I keep behaving like an idiot? I’m a stumbling moron who just gawks and stares and doesn’t even manage to utter a single intellectual remark when I have this wonderful creature sitting across from me.”
“You are not doing that bad.”
“I’m not? That’s new.”
Fingers weave themselves through the fur on the back of my neck up until they reach the top. I turn, shocked to find those eyes looking down on me. 
“Nah, you don’t need to impress me.” He remarks, sitting down on his seat again, not at all phased by my outburst, or by my gawking at him right now. “You’re cute.”
	I stare. I can’t believe my ears. I stare and I keep staring until our coffee arrives. He cradles his cup between his paws, sniffing carefully, before trying a small nip. He hisses. It is still hot.
“And the staring thing, well I don’t mind.” He tilts his head slightly to the side, making his ears fall to the side. So… cute… “I’m used to people staring.”
With the smooth flick of his wrist he has wiped away my concerns as if they are nothing, leaving me baffled. 
“Nothing wrong with enjoying the view,” He remarks casually, “I know I am.” I giggle, unsure on how to respond to that. He has that twinkle in his eyes again. And suddenly I feel watched, and although it is not a completely uncomfortable way it does make me a tad anxious. 
“So what kind of intellectual remarks were you trying to make?”
“I… don’t know.” There is that show of teeth again. “Perhaps I’d… tell you that it is special to see you without anything on your face.” 
“Is that a euphemism?”
I smile, my tail swishing happily from left to right, nearly knocking the platter out of the paws of the proprietor. The rest of my body is tenser then a high strung piano string as I desperately try to make a good impression.
 “No, that’s not what I… I mean without the mask and all, to be able to really see you, your face. Not that the rest wasn’t nice to see, but…”
“It’s nice to see you face to face as well, without the secrecy.”
I take a long shaky breath.
“I… I really suck at this.” I confess, letting go of that believe that I can make a perfect first impression and that the best I can do is me. “Especially with guys, I’ve never, you know.”
“You’ve never… what?”
“Well… Asked someone out before.”
“I’m here aren’t I? It seems you haven’t done such a bad job.”
I chuckle. “That’s not what I mean smart ass.” In dating, same as in most things, it is best to be just honest about it. “You’re my first, this is the first time I’ve actually been, gone out with, a guy, which I might be interested in… well…”
“Yes?” He seems genuinely amused by my train of thoughts, his tail giving a sharp flick, betraying he might not be wholly affronted by the direction my mind is going.
“’Do’?” I offer, “Is that the proper gay slang?”
	He laughs; I don’t think I have heard a more joyous sound. His head falls back baring his long elegant neck to me that disappears into his hoodie. The zipper is down enough to hint at the lack of a shirt underneath. The realization pierces through me. I force myself to meet his eyes. I can see a hint in those eyes of an emotion I have been very familiar with when with him. I tuck this nugget of info away, forcing my mind to other matters, now that I still have the chance. 
“How did you find me?”
This time it is his turn to avoid my gaze as he shuffles nervously with his feet. “Well… I kinda stalked you.” He admits. He looks up. “Followed you home from your work one time.”
“You know where I work?”
“You told me it was the hottest club in Tailton, not hard to find it. And since you did not look like a giant panda, or like a rabbit, though I do not doubt you would not look to shabby if you dyed your fur white, I figured you would have to be that cute bartender, who kept getting the numbers from all kinds of girls.”
It makes my ears burn. “Yeah, well… they do that a lot. We just dump them in a jar… So you followed me.”
“To your place. I thought… I thought about ringing, or approaching you. I… I was afraid, I guess, that I would come at an inopportune time… …”
“You didn’t come at an inopportune time.”
“Who was she?”
“My ex.”
“The one that moaned the other guys name?”
“Yeah.”
“She seems nice.”
“She’s like medusa. I hope you did not look her straight in the eye.”
“I managed not to.”
“Good. I like you better alive and kicking.”
He laughs again.
	For a moment we are quiet. It is not one of those uncomfortable silences, but one that comes easy while we both sip our drinks, which taste great by the way, and just share each other’s presence.
“Would you… wanna go see a movie?”
“Now?”
“After we had our coffee. There’s a movie theatre not far from here. They are featuring that new action film.”
“And that is your best idea?”
I shrug. “Told you I was bad at this.”
“Sure, I would like that.”
	
For the life of me I cannot remember what the movie was about, not that I was going at great lengths to follow it anyways. Something about a cop or a soldier or a warrior falsely accused of something, or maybe his daughter got kidnapped, anyways travels around goes shooting up the whole place. The theatre was mostly empty, and I kept glancing beside me. He did the same, I think, but we always managed to just miss each other. We have a great time, though we don’t utter a word. During the break we talk, I get us some popcorn and sodas, and he tells me about his inability to keep movies apart, so every time he sees one it is new to him. It does not matter how little I know about him, I feel like I have known him for ages. He laughs at my jokes, he laughs when I am being dumb, and he laughs when I try to be witty, but never in a cruel way. Never like Anne who could laugh in a way that makes me feel so stupid, so inferior to her, like when I do not get something or use a word in the wrong way she would laugh in that way. He just laughs because… I don’t know, because he laughs, and it makes me feel silly and giddy at the same time, and it doesn’t matter anymore. He laughs when I nearly hit the door on the way out because I’m too busy staring at him to pay attention to where I’m going. He laughs when I try to avoid the topic of sex, male on male love, and going out with each other, and fail horribly, falling back to such nonsensical words like ‘you know what’ and ‘well, that thing’. 
	I take him out to dinner to the restaurant not far from my house. It is not one of those fancy shmancy places you have further down town, but it is well within my price range and the food is good. Just as I am about to order someone practically shouts my name. “Rusky? Rusky, what are you doing here?” I look up, slightly annoyed at the sudden intrusion. It’s Stannis, one of my old schoolmates. I do not want to deal with this right now. 
“Hi Stannis. I’m having dinner.”
“Who’s your friend?”
“Well, Stannis this is…” I falter, turning towards the Dalmatian sitting across from me. In all this time I have never asked for his name. That feeling of idiocy creeps up again, tugging at the back of my brain, making my ears turn back. 
“Aeson.” He stretches out a paw, which gets greedily accepted by the Rottweiler. 
“Aeson.” I repeat, redundantly, “Aeson this is Stannis. We played football together in highschool.”
“Pleasure to meet you. So you guys are-“
“Just ordering our food, enjoying a meal, together, just the two of us.”
“Errr… right. Well I’m here with my girlfriend, showing her around town.”
“I thought she already knew this place.”
“New girlfriend.”
“Again?”
“Errr… yes. Ah, they found us a seat, well nice talking to you both.”
As soon as he is gone: “Nice fellow.”
“Won’t shut up and cannot realize when he is not wanted even if it could save his life. Walked in on me and my girlfriend as we were right about to… well…” His eyebrow rises inquisitively, “jump each other’s bones. Sat down on the couch next to us, would not leave. That is not until I started bringing up his little misfire accident a few weeks before with his latest shag, then he got the hint.”
“Maybe he wanted to join.”
“I… had not thought about that… nor do I really want to.”
“Not the sharing type?”
“Not the shagging just anyone type.”
“So that makes me special.”
“Very.” It comes out with a neediness I did not anticipate, nor wanted to reveal, but as everything he just takes it in his stride. He simply leans forward, resting his elbows on the table, inching closer to me, his gaze digging deep into my eyes.
“Oh really?” His voice is barely a whisper, carrying his soft scent in my direction. I nod mutely, not sure how I want to respond to that, other than do something which is not really appropriate in public.
	“Well, Aeson,” I decide on quickly changing the subject, “though a bit late, it would be best if I introduce myself to you, I’m Swiff.”
“Pleasure to meet you.” He says with a small formal nod. “May I ask why he called you Rusky?”
“A thing Marv started. It’s because I’m a Husky and he believed I was from Russia because of my last name. The name kinda stuck even after high school.”
“But you aren’t.”
“Nope, one hundred percent local, home grown Husky mutt. And you, you come from around here?”
“Eh, no, not really.” He pushes his ears back, seeming to shrink a size or two.
“You’re not some fugitive on the run are you?”
He chuckles. “No, I’m a city dog. Live on the other side of the country. I’m just here on holiday.”
“For three months?”
“Well I went home. I’m just here now for a week.” Our eyes meet, “it’s one of the reasons it took me so long to find you.”
“Oh.” I hesitate, the silence between us getting a bit awkward. “Well you found me.” I reply happily trying to salvage the mood.
“Yes, yes I have.”
I keep quiet about the fact that it is just a week, and I still need to work most days and that I cannot possibly see a way to spend half as much time with him as I want to. Forcefully I push those thoughts away. I can worry about that later; let’s just worry about this now, about him, being here, in this restaurant, with me, looking as cute as the day I first laid eyes on him. Gods what a blowjob can do to a dog.
	Of course I manage to make a fool of myself before the end of our dinner, by wolfing down my chicken, grabbing it with my paws while nearly attacking it, and only halfway through noticing he isn’t even a quarter on the way and using his knife and fork to carve the thing up. My face is covered in gravy and small bits of herbs, while his pristine white fur is just as pristine as it was five minutes ago. Very embarrassed I try to clean my face with my napkin, which of course is complete failure, and ruins it, rendering it unusable for the rest of the date. He chuckles softly, observing me from across the table, calmly continuing with his dinner. I blush.
“I-I-I…”
“Someone is hungry.” He remarks casually.
“I… It’s good food.” As if that is an excuse for my complete lack of manners. 
“It sure is.” He sends me a wink as I eye him carefully. I stop myself from imaging those worst case scenario’s that already start flying through my brain. Just… take a deep breath, relax. Everything will turn out just the way it was meant to, not what you expected, perhaps, but as it should. 
	We talk, we laugh, we do not pry too much into each other’s personal life, but instead lightly hop from one topic of to another, exchanging stories, mostly funny, sometimes embarrassing, and that way we manage to make it well past our dessert, and wear out our welcome. For the third time the waiter eyes us carefully, wondering why on earth we are still here. 
“I think they want us to leave.” I remark, getting annoyed that he won’t leave us be. He pulls his wallet, I pull mine. 
I wave for the check. The waiter comes over. We both make a grab for that fake leather folder. 
“Please,” he says, “let me.”
“No its ok I’ll-“
He looks at me intently, his eyes boring into mine. “No, please, let me pay for dinner, than you can walk me to your home.”
I open my mouth to protest, wanting to insist I’ll pick up the check and pay for everything, until I realize his offer. My muzzle snaps shut. He has that mischievous twinkle in his eyes. I let go of the check. He throws a casual glance at the bill, grabs some money and quickly stuffs it in the folder. 
“Ok, let’s go.” He says, lightly getting up, straightening his clothes. He looks at me, raising his brow questioningly. I’m still seated, staring at him. “You coming?” His lips wrap themselves around those words and my brain picks up every bit of subtext, real or imaginary, in those words. I nod, numbly, nearly tipping my seat over. He waits for me by the door. I grant myself one moment to let my eyes rove over his figure, only one question imprinted on my mind: Do I really want this?


9.
It’s cold, despite of the summer warmth. A small breeze ruffles my fur when I walk beside him down the street towards my building. I’m scared, I won’t say it out loud, but I am, shitless. Our conversation has died down and turned to the occasional exchange of pleasantries. I wonder if he knows I have doubts, if he can smell my fear. He doesn’t show any sign of it, but… What am I doing? I’m not even sure I am ready for this. I know I have been pining for this for months, but his offer made it all so real so sudden. What if it is awkward, what if it isn’t that good, what, what if I can’t get excited? What if it all was but a spur of the moment thing? Alone, frustrated and horny I jumped on the first thing that presented itself to me, and it so happened to be this dog. Gods in heaven we went through all this, spend all this time together to just end up in my apartment in our underwear, apologising, saying it never happened before, and only because I’m not really attracted to him, I was just horny that one time.
	We take the stairs, silently until we end up where we started earlier in the day, awkward, unsure and confused. I fumble with my keys. I don’t dare look at him. I hesitate. I turn to him, opening my mouth, saying: “I don’t know about this.” He does the same, only he moves forward planting his lips on my, pushing his tongue inside my surprised mouth, darting forward without question or hesitation, bringing back that familiar trace of flavour with him, now mingled with the food he ate earlier. His body presses against me, his warm, soft, tight body. He senses my hesitation, slowly stalls in his passion. It is as if he has flipped the switch inside me, found and unlocked that box that held the answer which, somewhere, despite of myself I have been hiding. I was right the whole time.
	He pulls back. I grab him by the back of the head, dragging him forward, turning, pressing him up against the door, not wanting to let him escape, wanting, feeling that warm form press against me in that small space tighter then we could, tighter then we should. I won’t let go. I force his tongue back, making my way to his, wanting to taste him, to feel him, that soft velvety taste and touch. He lets out a squeal that only fuels my urges. Nails dig into his sides, his body violently getting squished against mine, the air pressed out of him. He grunts, tapping me on the arm, finally snapping me out of my stupor. 
	I let go. 
“I-I’m sorry.” He laughs up at me, his face flushed, his ears on high alert. 
“It’s ok,” he whispers, almost seeming shy, “Let’s just, not try to smother each other.” I smile, leaning down, capturing him again, but this time gentler, slowly unfurling my tongue in his mouth again, dancing with his, enjoying that feeling of him against me. Telling myself we have all the time in the world, at least for tonight. My paws slide over his back, exploring along the hem of his hoodie, not quite slipping under it. I hear a strange knocking every time I get nearer to the absolute edge. It’s his tail, thumping happily against the doorframe, making me chuckle while I keep up that slow teasing motion, never actually giving him want he wants just yet.
	On autopilot I start searching for the keys that I have managed to jam in the lock not moments before. I think he gets the idea, because on several instances my fingers meet his. One of us, or both of us, find the lock, turning the keys and managing to half stumble inside. We break, nearly falling flat on our faces, but saved by me grasping the doorframe, and he clutching me. I drag him back to his feet and for a moment we silently stare in each other’s eyes. I hesitate, a nagging voice in my head calling me to a halt. 
“Aeson, I- I don’t know…” He looks at me, questioning. I get tong tied over the things I want to say. 
“I… I don’t want this, us, this thing we are doing, to be just about sex.” I mutter, feeling perhaps a bit daft for only bringing this up now, not knowing if he feels the same. Finally I muster the courage to look him in the eye. 
“I think I like you too much for that.”
He nods, for a moment averting his gaze. The moment he sweeps it back up at me, there is that mischievous twinkle that manages to rewire something in my brain, making my tail swish with anticipation. 
“Yes, you are right… I feel the same, but… that doesn’t mean sex can’t be a part of it right?” He tilts his head coyly to the side, “a very fun part?”
My paw finds the door, pushing it shut. That smile of his gets that much wider. 
“I wasn’t planning on not ravishing you tonight.” I boast with a confidence I do not feel. 
“Good, I’d be a liar if I told you I didn’t look out to this since before I knocked on your door.”
That does it; I sweep him up, starting a long snog session while I ‘subtlety’ direct him towards the bedroom. He lets himself easily be directed inside; moving easily backwards as if he already knows where we are going. I find his paws working their way under my shirt, pressing against my chest, his nails lightly scratching through my fur. Grabbing the hem I tear it off, hearing the fabric protest, but not caring as I find his mouth waiting for me, his fingers exploring my skin. We don’t turn on the lights; only a small sliver of moonlight finds its way through the window. I gasp for breath, standing with him, half naked inside my bedroom, the bedroom door kicked shut behind us. 
“It is weird… to do this, like this.”
“Without the masks?”
“Yeah.”
“You want to stop?”
I shake my head. I don’t know if he can see me. It turns out he can, because he kisses me again, his fingers snaking down, easily undoing the fly of my pants. 
“Let’s make you feel more comfortable then.” He whispers against my lips, sliding his paw inside my pants, grabbing the bulge he finds there, ever so gently squeezing it, making my toes flex. 
	His paws work their way deeper inside my jeans, nudging them down until finally they slide down my legs, pooling around my feet. He drops down with them.
“I had never pegged you for a briefs guy.” He comments dryly, his eyes sparkling in the darkness.
“These are no briefs. These are Bunnybuns.” I reply in mock offence. 
He runs his paws over the garment. 
“Regardless, they got to go.” He snatches the elastic band right below my tail, dragging them down, leaving me completely bare. My erection flops out hitting him on the nose with a slightly embarrassing thud.
“My, my, my,” he utters joyfully, grasping the length, “already so excited.” 
Mouth ajar I stare down on him, wondering if he will do the same as he did with the Pit, suck me so thoroughly, grasping my ass and dragging me deep inside of him. I can see myself already muzzle fucking his pretty mouth. The image gets disrupted by a more immediate need of mine, and he must feel a similar tug, because he all he does is plant a kiss right on the swelling knot, before rising. My cock drags and snags along his clothes, no doubt leaving a few smudges. It feels strangely liberating, naked, pressed against him, his paws freely roaming my body. 
	I meet him halfway, my tongue dancing out to meet him. My fingers work their way down along his neck, that v of naked flesh exposed by his hoodie. He smirks, pushing that much closer, grinding against me. His paw darts down, trailing along the curve of my ass, touching me underneath my tail. I’m adventurous, but never in my life have I thought myself as one who would allow another guy to just work his way between my cheeks, if only because of the many pubescent jokes during high school. Dragging down the zipper of his hoodie, I discover that he most readily delivers on the earlier promise of nudity. I slide my paw inside. His muscles slide underneath my touch. He brushes against me, and where our naked bodies touch a thousand small sparks set me on fire. Judging by the long moan that is drawn from his throat he is enjoying it as well. With a careless ease the hoodie gets shrugged off, allowing me more space to roam his body, feeling up that compact chest, wrapping my arm around him and dragging him closer. 
	I know I should undo his pants, undress him further. For some strange reason I don’t, no matter the small protesting ‘umpf’s’ and ‘grumpf’s’. His paws press against my chest, half-heartedly trying to push me away, while not prepared to escape me just yet. For some reason it makes me feel so powerful, having him in my arms, my paw reaching down, grabbing his tight rump, squeezing the taut flesh trapped underneath that layer of denim. He wags his tail. He wants me. I feel his need rubbing against mine, but I won’t let him be free just yet. Finally he lets out the neediest whine I’ve ever heard, and I take pity on him, that and the way he keeps grinding against me I do not think I’ll survive that much longer, and I’m not willing to blow my load before having been inside of him. A sudden need grabs hold of me, drags me forward, as if I have discovered a new goal to achieve. I reach down, quickly working his pants open and down, one paw cupping the sizable bulge inside his boxers. Boxers, yes, for some reason it surprises me to find him wearing those form fitting boxer briefs. In my mind he seemed so much more at home wearing something tighter, briefs, jockies, or those bikini boxers. Not that it matters much now, because they quickly find their way down his legs following the same path as his jeans, leaving him completely naked. For his part he tries to help, kicking them down as far as he can, but stumbling and falling over against me. His long smooth prick bumps against my rod, sending the sparks flying, making us moan in unison. 
	It feels so strange, so intimate, his warmth against me, everywhere, sliding, touching, grinding. He wraps one of his legs around mine. My paw finds its way to his rump again, cupping that flesh they only explored through denim, the real thing feels that much better. He leans back, and for some reason we both gasp for breath as if we both were nearly drowned. He lets go, taking a step back, and I reluctantly let him escape my arms. In the semi darkness I see him move, his erection jutting out from his body in such a perfect way, silhouetted in the darkness. His teeth flicker in the light from outside, his eyes sparkling in the darkness. He climbs on the bed, all fours, looking over his shoulder. His tail lifts itself for me with such ease. He waits, letting me drink in the sight of him, ready and willing. 
	When I climb on the bed there is no uncertainty, no apprehension. I take up position behind him, my cock jutting out above him.
“Aren’t you going to prepare me big guy?” He asks, eyeing my erection uncertainly. In a flash I see the leopard sink his fingers inside his ass, ‘like this.’ Wordlessly I nod, leaning over him, my erection brushing his rear. I find the drawer of my nightstand. Inside next to the masks I wore, is the jar of Vaseline. I scoop a generous amount from it, balancing the blob precariously on my fingers. He shivers when I smear it against his hole, making small circles around his pucker, just before pushing them in. He lets out the prettiest yelp when he is first broken in, his insides clenching around me. 
“You like that?”
“Ahn… yes… your fingers feel so good.” He whispers. “Go deeper. AHn! Right there.” I scissor my fingers, stretching him. “Oh gods. Rusky.” My name rolls so smoothly from his tongue, I do not even mind it is my nickname. 
“You want the real thing?”
“Yes, but please, stretch me more, you’ll tear me open.” I add more fingers; his whole body is wound tighter then a snare. 
“Give me you cock… please.” I take more Vaseline, lubbing my erection, trying my best to resist the urge to finish myself off right there.
	I close my eyes. Inch by inch I sink into him and he lets out the bitchiest moan I’ve ever heard. His hole stretches, wrapped tightly around my girth, fighting to let me in him. I can feel my progress in every quiver of his body, halfway caught between fighting and embracing this foreign invasion.
“Please.” I’m halfway in and I do not know if he begs me to stop or keep going. Not that I have much choice, for his body ceases me and drags me in until my knot is pressed against his opening. I wait. 
	I’m hunched over, by body tense, fighting that almost overwhelming desire to move, but if I start moving now I won’t be able to stop, no doubt tearing this puppy apart. He wiggles, trying to adjust to me. I grit my teeth trying to hold back for one small moment, but he does it again, ever so slightly and without so much as a by your leave from my brain I begin to move. It is all I can do to draw out as slow as I can, but on the return I have no such restraint. He cries out, my dick forcefully impaling him. It is then I lose all self-control and the fucking begins.
	Low growls get ripped from my throat to the counterpoint of my thrusts. He quivers with every impact, letting out a cry as if being stabbed to death. His body embraces me every time, refusing to let me go. No doubt I’m harsh and cruel in my treatment, but his cries urge me on. With my clean paw I explore him, feeling the clenching of his muscles every time he bounces off my knot. The filthy one leaves a messy print on his arse, marking him as mine. One primeval goal fills my mind, my release. I try to last as long as I can, but he is not making it easy. My tong lolls out of my mouth, my fur sticks to me. I can’t hold on. I pull out of him, ready to finish myself off on his back.
	“No!” He sounds desperate, his back arching as he forces himself back on my dick, burying me inside of him. I do not argue with him, but instead grab him by the hips, going full force like a wildling. I throw back my head and let go. The lust building inside of me gets suddenly release in a blinding white flash and I explode inside of him. He keeps going, I keep going, we keep going until finally after what seems hours, I finally stop coming, his belly filled with me.
	Through my orgasmic euphoria an annoying voice reprimands me for not taking care of him. His body, still rocking back and forth, still in front of me and he is panting heavily. I pull out and roll him over. He looks up at me, panting, a strange look on his face. I run my paw over his chest, resting it on his stomach, only an inch or so removed from his shaft leaving smears of precum on his abs. His face is flushed, but has not lost any of its beauty. I keep running my paw up and down his body, telling him it isn’t over yet, leaning forward capturing his lips. Languidly we make out and take in each other’s taste. I support myself on one fist, leaning over him, taking a hold of his erection with my messy paw, letting his long slender doghood slip through my fingers. He moans excitedly, thrusting up in my grip. I haven’t touched another guy’s erection that often, especially not as one as perfect and slender as this one. The absence of a knot is odd for me and I’m unsure if I am touching him properly. 
Experimentally I run my finger along the underside of the big mushroom shaped head. Judging from his reaction I’ve struck gold. His whole body quivers, and he squeals in my mouth. He takes hold of my flagging erection and expertly restores it to somewhat of its former glory. The angle of his paw feels odd, yet not unpleasant. He drags me forward, spreading his legs further, making his intentions clear. I’ve never had someone a second time so shortly after the first. He leans back, looking me in the eye, our muzzles a few inches from each other. He lets go, I place myself under his tail. I do not know if I can give much of a performance, but then again I do not think that is his intention. 
	We kiss. My paw fists his cock and I push in. He lets out a small whine. I’m determined to finish him off before myself. Not that it will be hard. He thrusts in my paw, making the sweetest little sounds in his throat. I push forward, pushing him down against the mattress. Grabbing me by the shoulder he surrenders himself to me. It is almost like a dance when we move together, every fibre of his body seemingly quivering. He is nearing the edge, judging from the way his sounds getting higher and more uncontrolled and how his body fidgets and twitches underneath me. I speed up, wanting to see him cum, feel him blow his load over my paw. I want to see him ruin his perfectly kempt fur. He does not disappoint.
	He clutches my shoulder, his whole body arching up as I can hear him grunt something that sounds like something strongly resembling my name. He shudders, his body contracting around the erection shoved up his ass. It is magic to see the expressions flicker so quickly over his features. Warm ropes mess up my paw, and his stomach, and mine, but who cares? It is slowly followed by my own second orgasm, a weak phantom of the first, but still good enough to make me let out a low, vicious growl when I pump inside of him. After a moment of complete tension our bodies, as one, relax and I slump down on top of him. He breaths heavily in my ear. 
	Finally he lets go of my shoulder, revealing two rather painful sets of scratch marks over my shoulder where, on some places, he managed to break the skin. I’m caught in a dilemma whether or not I should roll of him, either for his sake, or my comfort. I do not have to make that decision because he shifts underneath me. Lazily looking up at me he asks: “You have a shower?” I nod.
He scoots down from under me and reluctantly I let him go. Silently I watch that shadow move through my room, and most likely it is a trick of the mind but I think I can see some sparkly material make its way down his leg. He turns right before disappearing into the bathroom. 
“You coming big guy?”
I don’t believe I have ever gotten up so quickly after sex.
	Our little shower quickly turns into water petting as I use any excuse to touch his marvellous body. And for some reason he always manages to stay in contact, no matter what way he bends or moves. Halfway through I decide the light teasing is not enough and I push him against the tiled wall, my paw grasping him firmly, jacking him until he finishes a second time all over the shower wall, ‘cause I still feel slightly guilty for having forgotten about him the first time. Tired, damp and still feeling that fuzzy afterglow we climb back into bed. He seems surprised when I drag him close, burying my nose in his neck. He smells faintly of me, having used my shampoo, but below that is him, just him. I take a deep breath, slipping easily into a deep sleep, already enjoying the prospect of waking up with him in my arms.


10.
“Did you notice your girl’s been keeping an eye on you for the last day or so?” I look up at Marv who is pointing over his shoulder. I shake my head, I haven’t. Honestly I have been occupied with other things the last few days. Things that make me wag my tail when I think about him and apparently make me seem ‘revoltingly happy’, according to Sigrund. To be honest I wish Marv hadn’t mentioned it, because now I do notice her, sitting at the other side of the bar, in the far corner, sipping a drink and pretending she’s not watching me, which maybe she isn’t and I’m just being paranoid. Though I do wonder why on earth she is still here. Her folks don’t live here anymore, I do not believe she has any friends, or at least she claimed they aren’t here this summer. Perhaps it was a trick to convince me to let her stay longer and, I don’t know. I try to forget about her, which is harder then it seems at first, because from time to time my eyes keep drifting over to her. Is it really her, or just someone that looks like her…and smells, sits, and moves like her? Ok it’s her. What on earth is she doing here? She cannot possibly think we’ll still get back together… can she?
	Luckily I can stop wondering and forget all about her, because I catch sight of a familiar tail swaying through the crowd. No, I don’t see it, I know it is there even before I see it; it draws my eyes to it as sure as any magnet will draw a nail. It sucks me in, grabs my attention, then lets me follow it up to the curve of that ass, the gentle arch of his back, up until I catch sight of two mischievous eyes twinkling merrily at my interest. He looks good, no, he looks great, not that there is ever a moment he does not look great, but tonight… I sigh. His taste is immaculate, always groomed, the embodiment of perfection. Not that he is vain, he is just always…. Perfect. Tonight he has chosen a pair of black shorts, that follow his natural curvatures, while not being too snug, and a white cotton shirt with a deep cut at the front, a leather thong keeping the two sides from falling apart too far. It screams sex, to me at least, though I doubt anyone would not have that same experience. As I said before, immaculate and perfect. It is the perfect balance between revealing and keeping hidden. Seeing him dressed like that makes me want to tear those clothes off, tearing it to shreds to get to that soft yet firm inner layer. 
	Our eyes meet in the briefest of moments. Judging from the smile that winds itself around his lips he has read my mind. Good, because last time he was with me it had been a horrible shift and I had fallen asleep halfway through the undressing. He hadn’t mentioned it and acted the same as if I did tear his clothes off, and had him whichever way I could. It is rather embarrassing. However tonight I intend to make up for lost time. He’s not going to be here for long, so we need to make the best of things, spending most of the time we have together, correction most of the time I am not either sleeping or working together. 
	He sits down at the bar, in the furthest corner, back against the wall, largely out of sight but in a position to quietly observe the whole bar. It’s always the same spot. I’m still serving drinks, going through the motions on autopilot. I’ve done it all before and it has become a routine which I can perform in my sleep. There is a certain logic to it all, the remembering, the serving, the prices. First the mix drinks, then the liquors, the wines, the beers and the sodas. No matter how they are order, you serve them in that order. You remember the face, you demand the costs, they pay, you quickly check, you drop it off under the bar. It’s fast and methodical. In the corner of my eye I see him, I always see him. He watches me as I work, and the first chance I get I come over, placing a drink in front of him, same as the night before, simple soda, light vanilla taste, a taste I’ll drown myself in later tonight. The suggestion presents itself that he might drink it because I so seem to enjoy it. I don’t ask. Our paws briefly meet, our gazes cross, then I pull myself away and he lets go and I disappear again under the waves of my task, the demands, the loud voices, the music, the drinks, the numbers, the money, the repetition. 
	I can do it; I can combine my work with my musing, with my fantasies, with my constant checking on him. He does not demand my attention, but I give it freely, every spare ounce of the stuff. I work hard, twice as hard in fact, if only to keep the others off my case, to keep them from guessing, to keep them from prying. For the life of me I wouldn’t know why I keep him a secret. It is not for shame, or insecurity. I think it is simply because I am possessive. I’m a possessive boyfr- lover. I want to keep him for myself, all of him. He can go out into the world he can have fun, do whatever he does, but once he is with me he is mine. This too is new for me. Previously, before him, pre-Aeson I was a ‘do whatever you like’ boyfriend, you want to hang out with your girlfriends? Sure. You want to hang out with other guys? Fine. You want to hop on some plane and head to some university far away only to visit during the holidays? Ok, whatever tickles your pickle. My girlfriends, or girlfriend, the one actual long relationship I have had that lasted longer than a few months, were always just there, things I seemed to forget until I saw them again and then they were there. Not that I forgot about anniversaries, birthdays and what not, no I am a genuine romantic when it comes to those, as in; I remember them and do go out of my way to get something nice, just don’t expect me to go too far out of my way to get you a gift. I just didn’t think about them, did not wonder, they were only important or worth noticing when they were there. But the post-Aeson me seems to be surrounded by him. He is an omnipresent in my life. I can’t stop thinking about it, what is he doing? How is he feeling? Does he care about the fact I fell asleep right in the middle of sex? Does he like his drink? Why is he smiling? Does he think I’m an idiot? Why am I pouring a drink over my paw?
	I curse, shake off the access drink, toss it on the dump-pile behind me and pour a new one. I give the client an apologetic look, and he gives me one in return which shows he doubts I am a real professional. It seems I’m not as good at multitasking as I first implied. Well, fuck it. I can be, just not with him, mostly because I would love to grant him all of my attention, but can’t, not right now. I try and shake it off, keeping my mind on my job, trying not to fuck up again, which I manage to do pretty well. I bring him another drink. There again is that subtle exchange of looks, smiles, touches. It is like the moments I have experienced a thousand times behind this bar, usually ending up with either a slip of paper underneath the glass, ending up in the jar, or me fucking some girl’s brain out, out back. I think he guesses where my mind is wondering, because his tongue darts out, dances over his lips before sneaking back inside, stirring something primeval deep inside of me. Unfortunately I am forced to look away and get back to my job.
	Its late there are only a few stragglers still inside. We start our cleaning work, only one of us tending the bar. Someone flips the light switches. He gets up, and leaves, dragging my gaze with it, as if it is glued to his rump. By the door he turns around one last time and flashes me that flirty smile.
“It seems you have a fan?” 
I get snapped out of my trance. 
“What?” I snap, a bit too harsh and too fast. Marv snickers. 
“It is the third night in a row that guy has come here, always sits at the same place, asks for the same drinks and leaves only at the end.”
“I had not noticed.”
“I bet you didn’t. And he only wants to be served by you, have you noticed that?”
“Not really.”
I duck away from him, getting the large stack of glasses, heading to the storage room where they are collected and readied for washing. I hand them over to Twist who quick and efficiently stacks them in large brown coloured crates. Back in the club Marv is waiting for me.
“Our friend keeps giving you these long lurid looks, he seems to undress you right there while you are working. It is quite compelling, makes me look at you in a completely different way.”
“Well he hasn’t left his number for me to find so far.”
“Maybe he is a stalker, some serial rapist.”
“I doubt it.”
“Or maybe you already have his number and you are just keeping it too yourself, not wanting little old Marv to find out you have been trying to play the other side for a change.”
“I don’t have his number.” 
I don’t, I honestly don’t… Fuck… No time. Marv doesn’t leave so I take his stacks of glasses and go instead. 
I work fast, for two reasons. One; if I keep busy and moving Marv will have a harder time harassing me. Two; the sooner I am done the sooner I can leave, and the sooner I’ll have an early breakfast with the pup waiting for me outside. It was his idea. He suddenly offered it to me today. Perhaps because of last night’s fiasco, I look at my watch, the fiasco of two nights ago, technically. I leaped at the chance. Perhaps I seemed too eager… Oh crap here comes Marv.
“Let me get those.” I practically snatch the glasses from his paws, making the whole stack teeter dangerously. We’re done. I start snatching up the last bottles from the corners of the hall. Marv eyes me from across the room, but does not say a word; that is, not until I leave, grabbing coat. 
“Say hello to your lover for me!”
It makes the hairs on the back of my neck rise. I try to ignore it. Why does it suddenly frightens me so?
	He is waiting for me, leaning casually against the side of a building across the street, just from view. I see him of course, my eyes homing in on him as if I were a heat seeking missile. I practically skip to the other side where he steps out of his stakeout position. We walk down the street together, and I, inconspicuously (not), wrap my arm around him, dragging him closer, finally satisfied with feeling his warmth pressing against my side. There’s this little place not far from where we work, it’s open almost twenty-four-seven and I sometimes go there after a late night for some breakfast. Playfully I nuzzle his ear that twitches while he walks, giving it a few joyous nips, provoking a cute little squeal from down his throat.
“You seem awfully happy.” He remarks, glancing up at me.
“I’m with you aren’t I?” 
He laughs. I wish I could record that sound, to have it played back to me whenever I want to, though it is the unexpectedness of it that is part of the fun. My friends are right, I’m disgustingly happy. If I wasn’t me right now there is a pretty good chance I would punch myself in the face. I have become what I always so loathed in others, I’m a walking cliché of overly romantic and poorly written paperback novel. 
“You know some folks would consider this happy stage of you annoying.”
“Do you belong to that particular group, because if you do, I’ll change.”
He shakes his head, “No, don’t do that, don’t change.” It is touching, the want with which he says it. I stop. He turns around. “What?”
	“I-I, we’ve known each other for just a few days.”
“So?”
I’m grappling for words. He stares at me with those blue gazers. Take a breath, relax, formulate your thoughts. 
“It’s just,” pick your words carefully now, “I… I really like you.” 
There’s that smile again, that bit of teeth. “I like you to.” 
When he says it his head cocked slightly to the right, like he is listening in the wind. I think, when I get asked ‘when did you know?’ I will answer with: this moment.
“If you would ever leave, I would really miss you.”
He leans forward, my paw in his, tugging me down, giving me a little peck, which I quickly let escalate into a good old French kiss with him pressed against the wall of the nearest building.
	When we finally part, breathless by this sudden moment, he has that look in his eyes like he knows something I don’t. I search his eyes. 
“We’re almost at the diner, think you can make it till breakfast?” He asks with a little laugh.
“Mr Smarty pants.” I nip at his nose. He laughs again, and suddenly I am so very conscious how close he is, where his paws are, where mine are, only a few inches from his tail and what lies beneath. I’m beginning to reconsider breakfast. His stomach growls, so does mine. Skipping breakfast isn’t really an option.
“Let’s eat.”
	The artic fox behind the counter barely looks up when we give him our order. He even pays less attention to us the moment we’ve paid. Pretty sure that if someone would get a heart attack right here and now he wouldn’t even notice, perhaps look a bit cross the moment the paramedics would get in the way of him seeing whatever is on the telly. Now would be the moment to say how we find a ‘quiet’ place somewhere in the corner, but the place is almost completely empty, with the exception of a group of rowdy girls that are eating the last of the pumpkin cream pie, almost everywhere is ‘quiet’. We sit down behind our breakfast and he starts sipping from an unseemly large vanilla flavoured milkshake. I watch him, trying not to think about anything sexual, just to keep my boner from showing, which is hard seeing him with his lips wrapped around a straw sucking at it like his life depends on it, licking his lips and swirling his tongue around the…
“Are you teasing me?”
“Maybe.” It is the mocked innocence that does it really. 
I try and focus on my own plate, before it gets cold and the chances of finding anything sexy there seems doubtful. 
“So who is the girl who keeps eyeing you from the other side of the club?”
The question startles me. He must see my surprised look, but he pretends not to, casually glancing past me at the television screen. “It was your ex, wasn’t it?”
I nod, I see no reason to lie to him. “Marv pointed her out to me last night.”
“He the bunny?”
“Yeah.”
“Seems cute.”
“He’s just a friend.”
“A cute friend.”
“A good looking friend.”
He chuckles, I laugh sheepishly. The idea of discussing Marv in that way makes me uncomfortable. 
“He’s one of my best friends.”
“You punched a guy on the nose for him, ‘cause he called him a faggot.”
“You know about that?”
“Some girls where talking about it. You have quite the group of fans.”
That makes me blush. I don’t really think about those kinds of things, and I prefer not to.
“They seem to have a theory you two are lovers, only society keeps you apart.”
I nearly choke. Bits of food are launched over the table when I start coughing and sputtering and regurgitating part of my breakfast. He laughs, loudly. 
“It’s not funny!” I exclaim, but pretty soon start laughing as well, till I choke a second time and more of my breakfast gets launched across the table.
	Finally things calm down and the rest of the patrons stop staring at us. 
“You’re cute when you are embarrassed.” 
This time I manage to keep it in, only I stare at him with my mouth slightly open, the food nearly trickling down back on my plate. My ears burn up. I stare down at my plate. 
“That is, when I’m not spitting food all over the table.”
“Even then.”
Resting his cheek against his paw he stares at me, absentmindedly taking a sip from his soda, somehow managing to grasp the straw without lifting his head.
“So he’s just a friend, huh?”
“Just a friend, a very good friend, but just a friend. I…” I fall silent unsure whether or not to touch upon this particular topic right here and now. He isn’t in a hurry, quietly observing me while I have a thousand concerns flashing through my mind.
“I’m kinda really new to this.”
“You seemed awfully proficient the other night.” 
I don’t know if I should sink under the table from embarrassment or be honoured by this compliment. 
“Thanks… I guess.”
“You’re welcome.” 
If I didn’t know any better I would say he is doing all of this on purpose. Then again, I do know better and that look he gives me tells me that he is doing it on purpose. I wonder with how many guys he’s been, probably a lot, he does not strike me as a person who settles down easily, if at all. 
“Though it helps that the heavens have gifted you with the right tools; Cute face, athletic body, big dick.” 
He laughs. I start coughing again and for a moment I cast a nervous glance around the place, but the others are far too busy with their own conversations to notice ours. 
“You are enjoying this far too much.” 
“I know right.”
Though for the sake of appearances I try and supress a smirk, but his laughter is infectious. Does he expect me to reply to that? Usually I can think of a cheesy pickup line or two, but now I’m drawing complete blanks. Think of something smart to say, something witty, something that makes him laugh like he did before, preferably something lewd… C’mon, I hear a hundred of these stupid remarks at all the time during my shift, how hard can it be? It is not like it is rocket science.
	He still is chuckling softly, watching me fidget under his lurid gaze. I do not believe that in my life I have ever been so objectified as in this moment. Not in a nasty and creepy way, mind you, but there is this undertone, this pull in his eyes that tells me he’s ready to jump my bones the moment I let him. It is quite charming in fact. It is like something is clicking inside of me. Something fits, making me feel less uncomfortable with what we are doing, what he is doing. I look up, meeting his gaze boldly. His cheeky grin, his eyes that sparkle happily above it. 
“You’ve forgot to mention my natural gift for making the right moves.” 
“There is that too, of course.”
“My charming smile, kind eyes, and funny demeanor.”
“Not to mention modest.”
“But of course. All in all I am the perfect boyfriend.”
“You… you are more than perfect.”
“There is a neediness in that I like.”
	He leans back, his feet bump against my legs under the table as he observes me from a small distance. There is smugness in his look. I realize he is putting on a bit of display for me, allowing my gaze to rove over his body, but I won’t, I keep looking him in the eye. Mentally I’m sending him the message that whatever he’s thinking off I’m up for it, I want him as bad as he wants me, and then some. It’s like when I first put on that mask, the thing that hid me from what was going on, allowing me to just let it go and tap into that feral side of me. 
“You know I have no idea who you are.” I don’t think any more about my words, I just let them go. “I mean, I’ve gotten to know you these last few days, but I have no idea. I don’t even know what your favourite colour is, but there is something… Something that makes me feel like I have known you for years. I want to know you; I want to know you for a very long time.” 
He shifts in his seat, his expression changing, looking interested in what I have to say. It encourages me, makes me bolder. 
“We could sit here all day talking, about god knows what, getting to know each other. But right now there are other things I want to know about you. So let’s skip the rest of the get-to-know-you tour and jump to the sex.”
Finally I’ve managed to make him laugh, laugh when I intended him to laugh, laugh because I want to hear him laugh, not because I feel stupid or did something odd. 
“Will you still let me get to know you after?”
“I was counting on that actually.”
“Great. Then let’s.” He says, rising from his chair. “By the way, my favourite colour is blue.”

11.
Breakfast was good, the make out session in the hall was better; the sex was out of this world. Drowsy I lie in bed, his head resting on my shoulder, the sheets tangled around my waist, his ass, still sticky at places pressed against my thigh. I run my fingers lazily over his chest, not really awake, yet not asleep either. I’m in that half state, sometimes awake sometimes not. I think I’ve slept, though I have no idea how long, or what time it is now, for that matter. I shift, slightly, I don’t want to disturb him, or prompt him to move. He does it anyways, much to my annoyance. Fine. I turn, grabbing him around his waist before he can shift away from me. He gives a small grunt, but I drag him closer like he’s a ragdoll, nuzzling his ear, enjoying that faint smell trace that is so uniquely him. 
	I take a strip of sheet and pull it more firmly over him, wanting to make sure that he isn’t cold. If anyone had told me I could enjoy the feeling of a naked body of another male next to me as much as I do now, I would have declared them insane. Odd thing is I do. I keep running my paw over his body whenever I get the chance, tracing the ridges and gentle curves, that little dip around his bellybutton, the skin of his sheath, his fuzzy balls, the tail now draped over my hipbone. I used to be a guy who knew everything, or at least knew what he was doing, what he liked and what not. Every day I am discovering new things about myself. Things he is making me realize. That small annoying voice in the back of my mind asks me if this means all my previous encounters with women have all been lies, a means to supress my true feelings. I tell it to go fuck itself. I don’t want to think about it and, more importantly, I do not care. Something tells me this pup is one in a million. This pup, my pup. I nip his ear. He lets out a small grunt of protest from somewhere in his throat. “Mine.” I mutter, tugging him even closer. His paw slides over my side. It’s at an awkward angle because of his position against me. I don’t care, if that is even possible I try to get even closer, soaking in his pleasant warmth.
	I must have fallen asleep, because he slides back in bed with me. 
“Still asleep Mr Sleepyhead?” He whispers, his fingers tracing a line over my forehead. I nod, arching into his touch, as if I were a young pup. There is something wrong. It tugs at me, forcing me to open my eyes. He’s propped up on one elbow, looking down on me, his fingers still drawing imaginary lines over my face. He looks as I remember, but there is something different. How do can I be so sure? It doesn’t matter, I decide, I am. 
“What’s wrong?” I ask.
“I… You like me, don’t you?”
“Yeah, I do.”
“Do you… love me?”
“Yes.” No hesitation, surprising the both of us with my decisiveness. 
“Even… even if…” He hesitates, avoiding my gaze, instead focussing on the bed sheets. 
I sit up, the lazy easiness of before has dissolved. “What is it Aeson?” He looks scared, withdrawing from my touch. 
“Forget it.”
Before I can grasp his arm he is beyond my reach, leaving me stumbling over myself while he disappears into the bathroom, closing the door. 
“Aeson! Whatever it is, we can work it out. What is it? Just talk to me!” But he is gone. I can hear water running. He’s probably trying to drown me out, because I know he took a shower while I was still in bed. When he emerges again he makes no inclination of wanting to talk about it, and I’m late… again, so I have to rush through my washing ritual and leave things be. I peck him on the cheek. 
“I do… I love you.” I whisper in his ear, which does not have the desired effect on him.
	Wei is already waiting for me, arms crossed, scowling. 
“I’m on time, I am!” 
He grunts something inaudible and steps aside. I keep wondering what is going on, what was wrong, why Aeson was acting so… strange. Is it something I did, should have done, what? Not that I know much about these guy/guy relationships, though I highly doubt they are very different from other kinds of love relationships. I look at the people around me. Maybe he feels I am hiding him. I never introduced him to my friends. I just assumed he was fine with it, he never shown any inclination of wanting to meet my co-workers, well except that one time last night. It is an idea I quickly supress. I don’t like thinking about Marv in that way, because if I start then I won’t be able to stop. 
“Having boy troubles?”
It jerks me back to where I am. Marv happily hops past me, grabbing the bottle of vodka from under the counter. 
“I don’t know.”
“What do you mean ‘I don’t know’?”
“He doesn’t want to talk about it… is that a bad sign?”
“You are asking me? The longest lasting relationship I have is with my fridge, always gently purring when I come home after another one-night stand.”
“But you are… you know…”
“I don’t think I do.”
“Better versed in the world of the male/male communication.”
“Oh wouw, I never heard it put like that before. Well since you asked, I think we males are a little more direct, but don’t underestimate our ability to hold a grudge and give you the silent treatment.”
“So he does not want to talk about it and I’m fucked.”
“Basically. Did you start the conversation or he?”
“He did.”
“Then he has a secret.”
“How would you know?”
“My best friend in high school used to do that. She would start a conversation and then cut it off, turns out she slept with the guy I had a crush on since forever.”
“But she’s a girl”
“Well we aren’t that different as society wants us to believe.”
I flip the lever tapping a few beers and passing them on to the rather loaded looking racoon. 
“I’m sorry.”
“It’s ok. He acted like he never even heard of her right after, typical jock action. She was devastated.”
“And yet you talk about it as if she just opened a window.”
“Technically it were her legs, and I was hurt, but I figured out a long time ago the world isn’t really made for those who stick their heads in the sand and keep pining for straight people.”
“Yeah… right.”
	So perhaps it wasn’t about me not introducing my friends, but what else could it be?
“I just don’t get it, me and Aeson, I don’t know, I figured we communicated better.”
“Communicated better then who, you and what’s~her~face? And wait, his name is Aeson?”
“Yes, me and Anne and yes his name is Aeson.”
I feel like an idiot, letting it slip. I feel… I feel like I just admitted to something major, though I’m not really sure what. Marv already knows that I am having sex with a guy, hell he knows how long, what he looks like, physically at least, he made me spill the beans as soon as he discovered I had met him again, and he knows, I think, how crazy I am about him. I chew on the inside of my cheek. Then why does it all feel so irreversible, so definitive, so… like I have started something that I cannot stop even if I wanted it to, like a boulder given that final nudge and is now rushing downhill. 
	“So when are we going to meet your secret lover… Aeson?”
That is why. Oh sky above, it’s like opening Pandora’s Box. Marv is like a dog with a bone, forgive the pun, when it comes to these things. He won’t let it go until Aeson is right here in front of him to be scrutinised by those eyes of his, from top to bottom, left to right, in a way that never felt threatening back when it was my girlfriend, or potential male friends, but now that it is Aeson… I don’t know. 
“You are not, at least not if I can help it.”
“Why? Is he that ugly?”
“Oh it is not him.”
“You mean...” He looks at me, mock startled. “It is us?”
“Just you.”
“Ouch!”
I’m glad he takes it up so lightly, though I don’t tell him the truth that it is kinda because of him, Marv, that I do not introduce them. What will happen if they do meet, what if Marv doesn’t like Aeson, what if Aeson doesn’t like Marv, or worse, what if they do like each other, you know like like and discover I am just a poor substitute for the other. I don’t think I could bear that. I grab those feelings, forcing them back into their box and burying them deep, deep, deep inside of me. Don’t think about that, don’t think about that, don’t think about that!
	“Why don’t join us for lunch tomorrow?” We are cleaning up and the suggestion simply slips out. Marv stops with his sweeping and gives me a long look, seeming genuinely surprised. 
“You sure about that Rusky?”
I don’t immediately reply, betraying my feelings on the subject. “Yes I’m sure.”
“Sure you are ready for it, to subject your new love to my intensive… scrutiny.”
I roll my eyes. He is doing it to make me feel better no doubt, but for once I wish he would just leave the witty and slightly sexually tinted remarks for another time. 
“You want to or not?” 
“Sure.” 
I try to keep my temper in check. I’m trying to do a good thing here, trying to show Marv he is a good friend, and letting him in on my secret, maybe then I can slowly ease the others in it as well. Ah fuck who am I kidding; I am trying to assure myself those two won’t elope the moment they see each other, leaving me behind; just cold turkey, no hesitation. 
“You don’t have to, you know.”
“I know. I want to,” he gives me an odd look, “really I do.”
“Ok, what, when and where?”
“Lunch I guess, about two, the little chicken place down the street.”
“Cool… Though I hope they have vegetarian foods… Meat still makes me nervous.”
	I’m fidgeting again. I haven’t been this bad since I last introduced… No when I… I think it was that time when I was about seventeen and I got arrested for drunk driving and I had to call my parents, who were having some function or another and I had to march through the living room with vomit still attached to my t-shirt. I think dad made me do that because he hoped it would scare me out of doing it again. It did… kinda. At least I never got arrested, or rather I did, after a bar brawl, but didn’t have the courage to phone them. I spend the night in jail, not a fun thing. 
	Aeson took my little lunch plan in his stride, as he seems to take everything, in his stride I mean. Me worrying about how to tell him all the way home seemed like a waste of time, afterwards. A simple ‘sure’ and it was settled, and now I’m waiting by the door, waiting for Aeson who isn’t back yet from… well whatever it is, he has gone to. Probably back to his hotel or something, to get a change of clothes. Funny I have no idea what he does when I’m away, then again I never ask. I told him he could stay in my apartment. My relationship with him is a simple one, when I see him, I am happy, when I don’t; I’m waiting for that moment I do get to see him. I don’t care what he does in the meantime, or rather I don’t think about it. I have no idea where he is staying, what he does for a living, what his phone number is. I don’t even know if he has a phone. On another note, I need to ask him his number. I’ve told myself to ask him several times, but so far the moment I see him I forget. There are two very good reasons for it, one I am tired, and two… well… I don’t think I have to spell that one out.
	“What are you smirking about?”
“Just thinking.”
“About what.”
“Us.Sex.”
“Don’t we have a lunch date with your best friend?” 
I look him in the eyes and I see that same odd mixture of affection and lust. Behind my lips my tongue darts over my chops. Cancelling is looking mighty good right now. I yank myself by the ears. I need to do this.
“We need to go.” 
He makes the most adorable little whine, somewhere in the back of his throat.
“By the way do you have a phone?”
“Err… sure but I don’t use it often.”
“Not of those tech types, huh?”
“That is one way of putting it.”
	Glancing through the window I easily spot Marv reclining in one of the booths, his eyes already fixed on the tall wolf who is moving among the tables balancing a platter on his left paw. His gaze lingers just a tad too long on the tail that swishes past him, nearly dancing under his nose. It seems the rabbit has found his next victim. I have to clear my throat, rather loudly, to get him to notice us. 
“Ah there you are.” He says casually as if he hadn’t been eyeing up a guy’s ass just a few seconds ago. 
“Hi Marv. Errr… Marv, may I introduce Aeson.” I take a step to the side, allowing more room for Aeson to present himself.
“Hi Marv, Swiff has told me a lot about you.”
Honestly I never dared to dream I would see Marv at a loss of words, and his reaction at meeting Aeson is… priceless. He doesn’t say anything, he just gawks, his mouth hanging open, his eyes widening to proportions I never thought possible. Aeson’s paw is hanging over the table and he waits, patiently, smiling in his trademark way, until Marv has recovered from the shock, or recover enough so he is able to shake the pup’s paw. 
“Hu-Hi… I’m Marv.”
“So I figured.”
“Rusky’s friend.” He stares, a moment longer, before finally getting a hold of himself. “Please sit down!”
We take our seats. Marv observes Aeson from the corner of his eye, as if at any moment the pup could turn out to be a ghost, disappearing into thin air the moment he blinks. 
“So you are the friend who has managed to turn my straight friend to the other side.”
“And you are the guy who I must thank for meeting him.”
“Only in a very indirect way.”
“Still, it was you who dragged him to that free for all.”
“I had thought he might find a few adventurous vixens, or I don’t know, got his rocks off on something different.”
“He did, on, in and over.”
“Well anyways I never expected him to take one home.”
“Technically it was me who took one home, or … his… home.”
“And what on earth did possess you to do that?”
“Look at him.”
“I know he is cute, but, gods, have you seen his track record?”
It is slightly uncomfortable sitting here, reduced to, what can only be considered as, the side-line of their conversation, while being the topic that is discussed, in growing detail. On the other paw it is good to see them getting along and trying to get to know each other, without necessarily being ‘interested’ in each other. Their exchange continues for some time and it is almost impossible to get a word in edge wise. It is like a match made in hell, two equally witty people, exchanging snappy retorts. Only when the wolf arrives to take their order their battle of the wits is interrupted.
“Good to see you two like each other.” I remark, casually. They both turn, like they have forgotten I am also here.
	When the food arrives the banter continues. There is little trace left of Marv’s initial surprise. He’s happily chatting away as if they have known each other for years. Men, music, parties, guys hitting on you, you hitting on guys. I look beside me at Aeson. Something tugs at my insides. For how many did he lift his tail? It is a little green monster sinking its nails into me. My eyes glide over his form. Many no doubt, a guy like him…. For some reason the idea both thrills and frightens me. 
“Now you have to answer me this,” Marv leans forward, resting on his elbow, his voice dropping, “how big is it?”
Aeson’s lips curve upward almost immediately. They both cast a glance in my direction. 
“You really want to know?”
Blissfully unaware my gaze shifts from one to the other.
“I wouldn’t ask you if I didn’t.” Again that look. 
“Oh, hey, wait, what?! No, he doesn’t want to know that!” They laugh. The tips of my ears are glowing. 
	“Awwww… he’s adorable when he is embarrassed.” Marv coos; trying to tickle me under my chin. I swat his paw away. 
“Yes he is.”
I blink, turning my gaze to Aeson. There is something in his eyes. Something I haven’t seen there before. My stomach gives a sudden lurch. I try and say something, but my muzzle just opens and shuts without any sound coming out. He smiles, giving me a gentle nudge with his shoulder.
“T-thanks?”
He laughs, leaning forward giving me a smooch on the side of my muzzle. It leaves me dazed. Marv is staring at me, like somehow I am the most unique thing he has ever seen. It makes me feel that much more self-conscious. Yet in a sudden burst of courage I cease his paw, squeezing it, nuzzling the side of his ear. Marv’s gaze is slowly shifting between me and Aeson. He hesitates, words burning on his lips, but he swallows them and instead focusses on his food.
	“This was certainly fun.” We’re standing on the corner of the street, cars zooming past us. Another three hours and Marv and I need to be at the club.
“It was.” Aeson and I share a look only people who are stupidly in love share, I think.
“If you do not mind me I’m gonna go home. I need to leave early tomorrow morning.”
I had forgotten. He leaves tomorrow, early plane. Almost immediately I shift a bit closer needing to fight that urge to hold him close. 
“Don’t worry,” he looks up at me, giving me a wink, “I’ll still be here when you get off from work.” That is at least somewhat of a relief. “I need someone to drive me anyways.”
“Hey!” 
He laughs, the sting of his words immediately eased.
“I need to change so; I guess I’ll see you later and you,” Marv points at me, “in three hours.”
“Goodbye Marv.” 
I wrap my arm around Aeson, enjoying the warmth of his body next to me.
“Make sure you wear a condom.”
“MARV!”
“You’re welcome.”


12.
“You could have given me a heads up you know.”
“What?”
“You know, a little warning before you put me on the spot like that?”
Is Marv angry? He doesn’t seem like it.
“Warn you how?”
“Oh I don’t know something in the general area of: ‘Hey I am taking you out to lunch to meet my new boyfriend Aeson, though I haven’t been gay with anyone else in my life, and by the way he is Aeson, as in Aeson Laud.”
“I don’t know what that means.”
“Aeson Laud, The Aeson Laud, your boyfriend is The Aeson Laud.”
“I still don’t understand-”
“Aeson Laud, for heaven’s sake dog! Aeson Laud the hottest piece of ass in the country, the face of Bunnybuns! Your favourite underwear brand?”
“What do you, wait, how do you know the brand of my underwear?”
“I look at it when you bend over, from time to time it tends to stick out, you really should get a belt, but that is beside the point. You are sleeping with Aeson Laud.”
“You mean to say he is famous?”
“YES! Oh sky above, you cannot be that daft!” he cries out exasperated, throwing his arms in the air.
“You sure about this?”
“Yes I’m sure, of course I am sure.”
“I mean are you really, really, really sure? I think he would have-”
“Oh for crying out loud!” He disappears through the door leading to the back. It doesn’t take long. He tosses me a magazine.
“What’s this?”
“Proof.”
“Of what?”
“Just look, you big oaf.”
I look. Oh good heaven all that is sweet and holy… It is not even subtle. Gracing the cover of the magazine, titled: the new face of Bunnybuns, flaunting a new pair of what I can only describe as being very snug Bunnybuns that cling to every curve (and cover very little), his tail joyfully raised, a coy look in his eyes, is Aeson… My Aeson…
I look up. My whole world is spinning, I need to grab the edge of the bar not to fall over. A feeling, a small tingling I have felt before but always quickly and violently supressed has exploded into a full blown terror storm, wreaking my whole being.
	“Why would he keep this from me?” and what else don’t I know? How could he not tell me? Why is this happening? Why did he hide it? What? Who? When? Chaos, utter chaos from which arises a feeling of dread and stress of a period I had thought I had left behind me. My world gets fractured and when I blink my eyes I am behind the bar working, pouring drinks, fucking up orders. Marv has to pick up the slack. He looks concerned, watching me up from the corner of his eye. I blink again. There is a beaver yelling at me, waving his fist before my nose, Sigrund stepping in, distracting him. When does the room stop spinning? Lies, lies, everything lies. I look up, and through the crowd, as if being lifted out of the flat background. Anne. I double over, I gag. I stumble away from the bar. I think I can hear shouts. Someone nudges me out back. I don’t vomit, but she is there like the taste of bile in the back of my throat. I’m on the couch.
	“You ok dude?” Dozer’s face pops into view. 
“Yeah, yeah I’m fine.” I wave him away. Right now I feel embarrassed. I have never before in my life let myself be carried away like that. Marv’s head pops around the corner. 
“How ‘re you feeling?”
“I-I’m fine, I’ll be a moment. Bad food.” I lie, poorly. Marv doesn’t call my bluff, but instead disappears, allowing me my moment of deceit. 
	“You know it was never my intention to scare you like that. I-I thought you knew.”
“I didn’t.” I bite off those words.
“He probably has his reasons.”
“You think?”
“Swiff, for what it is worth. He seems really nice, and you know genuinely… affectionate towards you.”
“And now in English?”
“He seems to really like you.”
“I guess.” I’m silent for a moment. The club is empty and the ground is littered with the remains, pieces of paper, glasses, spills, bottles. We don’t make it that hard on them, almost everywhere there are trashcans, never more than a few feet away from any one position, yet somehow it always looks as if we have been hit by a minor hurricane. “It’s just, why, why would he hide this?”
Marv shrugs. “Maybe you should ask him.”
“I guess.”
He is waiting for me outside. Probably wondering where I am. 
“Swiff.”
“Yes.”
“He’s not Anne.”
“I know.”
	I need to muster my courage. Wei gets disgruntled, wanting to lock up but having me blocking the way. Finally I leave, largely because he practically shoves me out the door. He is waiting for me under the streetlight. He’s wearing his hoodie again. He smiles. I avoid his gaze. He walks up to me. 
“Hey there big guy.” I don’t respond. He pushes his ears flat , looking unsure. “What’s the matter?”
“I know.”
“Know what?” 
I look up. He searches for something, staring deep into my eyes. His tail is no longer wagging happily, but has tucked itself between his legs. With a slow motion I pull the magazine from my pocket. I unfurl it, revealing him in all his glorious nudity. A small shudder shoots through his body, like a twitch, an electric shock. His eyes flicker up and down between me and the magazine. 
“Why didn’t you tell me?” A note of hurt creeps into my voice, breaking off that last bit of the sentence. He shies away from me. 
“I… I don’t know.” 
	I should feel fury, anger, betrayal, but I don’t. He looks up at me, his eyes, his look tugging at something in my soul, in my very being. No longer the cocky guy I met in the restaurant, or at the party, or the witty smart mouth always ready with a remark, teasing me endlessly. A small ball of fur that is what he has become. I realize I can’t be angry, though I am not sure how I feel about it.
“I tried.” He offers. “I just… couldn’t.”
“Why not?”
He shrugs. 
	I don’t know which one of us makes the first step but we walk down the street.
“You… You liked me for me. You didn’t get off on the whole star thing. You got a crush on me, fell for me, you… you… I don’t get that a lot. Mostly it is because they hope that I’ll get them a job, or because they just get off on the fact they are fucking a famous person. But you, you had no idea what I was, you just knew me, making it… so much easier.”
I have no idea how to reply to that. Up until a few hours ago I had no idea he was famous. I had never dreamed I would be having this conversation. For some stupid reason I believed in a happy ever after, but this relationship has gotten a bit too fairy-tale like for my taste. Dog meets normal pup, falls for normal pup and discovers normal pup is not so normal, but is a modern day prince. Fuck me.
“Can you forgive me?”
I shrug. I don’t know, I honestly do not know. About this point in the plot you might think I would say ‘yes’, no hesitant ‘errr… yes’, but a real firm ‘yes, of course’. I would rejoice at this opportunity to make amends and get my happy ever after. However I just shrug, because I have no idea. Because right now my feelings are… messed up, entangled with thoughts and feelings I had thought banished the moment I met him. 
“I’ll think about it.” It is the best I can do.
He nods.
“Can you still drive me to the airport?”
“Sure.” My car is waiting dark and silently at the end of the street. 
“I have a vacation home here.” It is little more than a whisper. “Would you mind if we stop by and get my bags.”
“Sure.”
	A vacation home, that is the understatement of the year, it is a small vacation villa. Seeing it triggers a vague memory, the smell of sweat, semen and sex. I follow him inside. It’s huge. 
“The kitchen is over there, just give me a moment.”
The moment I enter I realize I have been here before, and not just in the proximity off, not just in a place just like it, no this exact place, with Aeson pinned against the refrigerator door. I shake my head, trying to dispel that image. I yank the door open. The fridge is mostly empty, just some bottles of cooled water. Not really what I was after, but it will have to do. The sound of tearing plastic sounds oddly loud in the empty kitchen. I toss back the liquid, not stopping for anything until I have reached the bottom. 
“I’m ready.”
I turn. He is standing in the doorway, a single bag dangling by his side. He looks unhappy. A part of me wants to comfort him, hold him, tell him it will be alright. The rest of me feels numb. 
	We say nothing while I drive him to the airport and the silence is oppressive, a far cry from what we used to have. The torment prolongs itself as we head into the large metal and glass building. It is busy, busier then I would have expected. Lines with people carrying their luggage, officers scrutinizing everyone, no doubt supported by camera’s fixed to the ceilings. He gets his ticket. I wait, for some reason. This is the moment I have been dreading for days, and now that it is here… I had imagined a lot, just about everything from a sudden fierce argument to a long and passionate goodbye. I had even imagined myself going with him in a spur of the moment. This, however, I had not anticipated, this silence, this not talking, this feeling of deadness. 
	The lady overhead calls out his flight. He has to leave. People trick their way through customs for this, trying to catch that plane, fighting their way to their loved one. They don’t get on their flight, but instead turn to rush back into their lovers arms. This is a novelist’s wet dream; the perfect romantic ending with a hundred different desperate possibilities one more fantastic then the other. I stay at the desk. For a brief moment our gazes cross. He reaches up, planting a soft peck on my lips. 
“I love you too Swiff Ostanoi.” 
I do not avoid him. I just look on as he passes through customs and turns around one last time, raising his paw. For a moment I believe I can see tears welling up in his eyes, but I blink and they are gone. A moment later he is gone, swallowed up by the people, heading for heaven knows where. And I wait, I wait long past the point his flight took off. I wait until behind the sun rises, shining in through the large glass front. 
	I make myself move, I make myself turn around, head to my beaten up car and drive home. I make myself open my door; go through my living room towards the bedroom. I even manage to make myself strip before flopping down on the bed, my face in the pillows. He’s still here. He isn’t gone, he is still here. I close my eyes and I dream of masks, green, yellow, gold, silver. They burst into stars the moment I gaze at them too long. I dream of Anne, of her sleeping with a thousand other guys, but I am mistaken, it are not a thousand separate figures, it is one, a dark giant monster with a thousand faces and a thousand members, and twice as many hands. It feels like a life time, like I have overslept and am hours late for work. I open my eyes and check the clock, it’s only five a.m. 


13.
There used to be a time I knew what the hell I was doing. I could tell the gays from the straights, the adventurous types from those who you’d better not approach with such offers. I used to be sure, sure of my life, my future, with a girl, marriage, children, not now of course, but later, when I was done being free and careless, ready to settle down. Things change, I don’t have the illusion they will always stay the same. But at least I had some idea of what I was doing, what it was leading towards. And they changed. I broke up with my girlfriend; I fell in love with someone else, a guy no less. All this, all of these things I could manage. And then I get a magazine shoved under my nose with on the cover: him, the guy I have felt a connection to for the first time in my life, a link, an understanding. Running the risk of sounding overly dramatic, right then everything changed. For the life of me I have no idea how, but somehow I make it through the next few weeks. I manage not to completely screw up at my job and I manage not to utterly self-destruct, though judging from the look on Marv’s face I look like I am. I miss him, true, though I won’t admit that too myself. I come home and bury my face in the pillows, bunching the sheets against my chest inhaling deeply because he still lingers there, underneath the smell of sweat and myself. I dream about him, and sometimes I wake up and still in half-slumber my paw reaches out searching the spot next to me finding it empty. During the day he’s gone, shoved from my mind, locked up in some box, as far as you can lock up someone who is the new muzzle of a major brand who just launched a brand new media campaign. 
	Although they mean well I try and avoid my co-workers. They are trying to nose out what is wrong with me and I don’t really want them to find out. Not that I am embarrassed. I just don’t want to deal with their pity, their long sad looks, their attempts at cheering me up. Marv knows and that is bad enough. He doesn’t offer his help or a shoulder to cry on, not outright anyways, but he keeps treating me as if I am made off glass, as if at the tiniest bit of stress I might fracture. 
“You know I never said you should break up with him.”
“We didn’t… not really.”
That is about the extent of every conversation we’ve had since a few weeks ago. He keeps saying he thought I knew, he thought I should know, he never intended it to be a reason for us to quarrel, that he never meant for it to end up the way it did, and I just reply that I didn’t, I should have, we aren’t and neither did I. We don’t eat lunch together, he no longer pries into my private life and I just get to work and get home preferably avoiding any social contact, or just any that isn’t strictly necessary. 
	When I’m alone I try not to think, I try not to feel, but I fail. After a few days of being alone tiny fractures have begun to show in the wall I have pulled up around me. At the most stupid times I have to think about him. At first it are brief flashes, just tiny moments and the moment my gaze shift they are gone. Within a week it are memories, thoughts that creep up on my assaulting me full force, or sneak up on me and make me think about him without me actually realising they are here, until, after some time, I do and force them away. I look at the magazine that is lying on my coffee table. The pages are filled with more pictures like that. It should have been made illegal. Right now he would make a snappy comeback, something that probably involved some reference to sex. I smile. He would laugh, smirk or giggle, and I would get up and…
I need to get to work.
	Something is up. It is too quiet when I enter and the moment I walk into the club itself I see why it is. They are huddled together, whispering in urgent voice. Even Wei is there. They fall silent the moment the big panda notices me and nudges the rest, nodding in my direction. 
“Oh hi Swiff.” Ok now I definitely know something is up, no-one, least of all Marv will call me by my real name unless something is wrong.
“This another intervention?”
“Wah? No! What makes you say that?”
“Real smooth Twist.” Sigrund grumbles rolling her eyes. “We were just talking.”
“About me.”
“N-no, not at all, what makes you say that?”
“And which one of us isn’t smooth?”
“That sounds…. Icky.” Marv comments, cringing his nose.
“Oh you are the one to talk.”
“Well with me it serves a purpose. With you girls it’s just nasty.”
“That isn’t proper English.”
“That isn’t proper English.” Twist mimics in a childish voice, making a face.
“Oh very mature of you.”
“If you guys don’t mind…” I point at the door leading to the back “I’m going to get to work.”
Behind me they are arguing on. It is amazing those people managed to pull off a major surprise party for Wei last year. Ironically it was Sigrund and Twist who came up with the idea. I guess they work better when I’m not around.
	I start hauling in the boxes. There is never an end to that, every week the customers drink away about half our stock and once every few days there is a supply run. And every so often people need to haul in the boxes with liquor and help unload the barrels with booze that get attached to the taps out front. And mostly the person doing most of the hauling is me, though for once I do not complain. It also exempts me from mop duty. Wei insists we redo the floor and the tables, which is, now that I am thinking about it, not such a bad idea considering the lousy job we do at the end of a long night. Nastiest thing is that after a while the rags we use turn a brownish sort of yellowish green, and the smell gets on your paws and in your fur taking hours to wash out. 
	About a handful of boxes are waiting for me when a voice reaches my ears. My heart rate picks up, and a jolt of awareness shoots through my limbs putting me on edge. Two big steps carry me to the door. Voices, Marv, Sigrund, and… there it is again. I yank the door open. It bounces back when it hits the wall with a loud bang making the whole thing quiver. As one they turn around, staring at me. Marv, Sigrund, Twist. I walk in finally seeing that part of the room that is hidden from sight by the booze racks; the couch, the television. My heart drops, there is no-one there. The television is on, the volume cranked up, like always, in an attempt to drown on the background noise coming from the club. Sigrund gives me a look of pity, Marv stretches out his paw, moving closer, no doubt trying to comfort me. I don’t want to be comforted. I turn. There it is again. It’s the television. His face appears on the screen. Camera’s flashing. It’s night, a premier or something. 
“I’m happy to be here, as always.” He doesn’t look happy. Sure he smiles, but it doesn’t reach his eyes. The guy goes on to ask stupid questions, pointless banter about nothing.
“What’s wrong?” I hear Twist ask behind me. Someone mutters an answer. “What?”
“That’s the guy we were talking about.”
“That’s the guy he let go?” More muttering, “what?”
“Yes.”
“Oh my lord. He’s… he’s…”
“Gorgeous.” I reply.
Silence.
“Why did you let him go?” Now she’s next to me, her voice softer than usual, free from that sharp edge of hysteria.
“Because he didn’t tell me he was famous model.”
She is looking at me, her gaze sliding from the tip of my ears to my toes. “You let that,” she points at the screen, “go because he didn’t tell you he was a model.”
“I guess.” I can’t really defend it, not anymore.
“You are,” she starts, staring at the screen again, “a big, freaking-”
“Idiot.”
I love you too Swiff Ostanoi
I turn away from the television screen. It feels like I am floating, hovering between the floor and the ceiling with my hindquarters just an inch off the floor. 
“What are you still doing here?” Twist has her arms crossed, her head cocked lightly to the side. It’s a genuine question. What am I doing here? 
“I don’t even know where he lives.”
“He’s staying at the Hill Town hotel in New Phyllis.” Marv gives me a smile, looking up from his smartphone. “Long live the internet.” He adds with a little smirk. 
“Your plane leaves in an hour.” I stare at Sigrund who pockets her Blueberry, “you’ll need to hurry if you want to pack.”
“What about Wei?”
“We’ll deal with him.” Twist replies confidently. Numbly I stare at the three of them. 
“Go!”
	And the next thing I know I am rushing through customs, right at the moment they announce my flight. I’m located in economy class, aisle seat, next to a rather anxious looking artic fox, who keeps sniffing around the headrest of the chair in front of him. He catches me watching him. 
“Never flown.” He admits.
“Neither have I.” I would love to say: ‘but I am sure they know what they are doing’. In fact I have no idea what is going to happen, yet, somehow, I do not feel anxious, not until the plane slowly begins to move down the runway. My nails sink into the armrests. I look next to me. The fox isn’t looking that good, his ears pressed flatly against his head, his eyes nearly popping out of his sockets. He looks at me. I give him an encouraging nod, courage I do not feel. My whole stomach gives a sharp lurch the moment the tip of the plane releases itself from the runway and the giant metal structure is dragged up into the air, climbing diagonally along invisible lines until it levels itself out above the clouds. I force myself to relax. I’ve managed to tear the cheap plastic armrest cover. I hide it with my paw the moment the stewardess passes me, heading towards the front of the plane. 
	I only half listen to the explanation about what to do in case of emergency. I see no reason to tempt the fates. The place is cramp, smelly and uncomfortable, not to mention boring. Luckily I’ll have both of my feet on the ground again in an hour. I use the time I have to go over the things I stuffed hastily in my bag. I think I forgot to turn off the appliances in my house. Maybe I could ask Marv to look into that for me, I’m sure Mrs Fry, my landlady, has an extra key. Next to me the artic fox hasn’t relaxed yet, he keeps plucking at the edge of his shirt. His ears, like sonar disks keep flicking around as if hastily trying to zoom in on something, trying to spot the tiniest change in the tireless rumbling of the engines. He nearly jumps a foot in the air when the stewardess lays her paw on his arm, telling him he can unbuckle is seatbelt. All in all it isn’t bad, as far as first flights go, though the worst is yet to come, the descent. The ‘buckle your seatbelt’ light flips on and everyone goes for the buckles. I manage mine without much trouble, though the guy next to me, now really turning into a nervous wreck, somehow can’t manage. The stewardesses patrol the aisles. She tries to help the fox, but it only seems to make it worse, because now two sets of paws are tripping over each other trying to get that one belt fastened. Finally they manage it, and my fellow passenger keeps flashing sheepish smiles to anyone willing to look. 
	Silently I shoot of a prayer the moment the aircraft has touched down. I guess something of my mom has rubbed off on me. I’m out, dragging the bag out of the overhead compartment. I had to do my best to smile at the stewardess and wait patiently for everyone to get out, which is taking far too long. Finally I’m outside, looking around, dazed, at the sudden change of scenery. I have been to the city, Settle, half an hour drive from Tailton, but it would be put to shame by this place. I force myself to move, getting on the bus that stops just outside the airport grounds. The airport is located across the bay from the city itself. In the night, the city looks like a thousand fireflies hovering over the inky night sky. The moment we enter the city itself, the night gives way to a dawn of artificial lights. Everywhere there are figures hurrying as if it is midday though according to the clock mounted in the front of the bus it’s the middle of the night. I get out, much too soon, and let this place wash over me. Not that I really get the chance, getting nearly knocked over by a racoon in business suit, carrying a briefcase, shouting in a phone and probably insulting me, though I can’t really tell, partly because I am surprised, and partly because of his thick accent. 
	I have no idea where I am going. I let myself be dragged along by the flow, down the sidewalks towards where ever, deeper into this place of light and noise. Finally I find a map of the city, plastered on a large board near the exit of a subway. I search for the red dot with ‘you are here!’ I find it about three miles from where I want to be. I could take a cab. I suppose you just have to lift your paw and one will magically appear. Not that an outsider gets the chance, because the natives just push you aside and take your place without so much as quivering their whiskers. I decide to walk, nearly getting run over the moment I try to cross the street. Stopped, thankfully by a Good Samaritan, who turns out to be after my bag, though he stops the moment he notices I notice, and just like that disappears into the crowd. I don’t have time to get angry, or the energy, I need everything to stay on my own two feet. So in this place you don’t just cross the street, you wait at the traffic lights, then you cross, along with everybody else. I tuck my bag closer to my side, after checking again none of the zippers have been tampered with. Everything seems in order. 
Most folks have, in these kinds of situations, a plan. I don’t. Looking up at the hotel Marv said Aeson was staying, I realize I would need to think of one. It is doubtful they would just give me the room number, or a key, or as much as a friendly smile if I walk in like this, still looking slightly shabby, dressed for a night of bartending, not for a night of staying in a very, and I mean very, fancy hotel. I walk into the lobby. Almost immediately I spot the herd of camera’s and the persons belonging to those cameras, searching for prey. I also notice the hotel staff keeping a careful eye on the paparazzi, making sure they stay in the lobby and only in the lobby. I need to get passed them, and get to the elevators…
I start to walk. The staff doesn’t seem to notice me. The paparazzi, after a quick glance, decide I’m of no importance and ignore me. I try not to pay attention to anyone and just casually walk through the lobby. The elevators, big, decorated in that 1940’s style, the colour of matte copper, are just a few feet away from me. I stretch out my paw to hit the button. Nothing happens. I hesitate. This is the point where things tend to go wrong. Then, an elevator three doors down gives a small ‘ping’ and slides open. I get in. I look for a button. I get the piss scared out of me when suddenly a voice asks me: “Which floor Monsieur?”
It’s a lab, dressed all in red, funny red hat on his head. “Err, top floor.”
“Of course Monsieur.”
My stomach sinks down to about knee level when the elevator zooms up, the small dial just above the door telling me which floors we are passing. It stops.
“Top floor.” The door slides open.
“Thank you.” I get out. I look lost. I am lost. The doors slide shut behind me, thankfully, before the bellhop can ask me any questions. I need to find out in which room Aeson is staying. I could try of course knocking on everyone’s door until I found him. Then again this place is enormous and there are a lot of fancy rooms. I get my phone. Should I call Marv? He knew the hotel, what else does he know?
	There are people coming down the hall, one eyes me suspiciously. I quickly I stuff it back in my pocket. Casually I start walking down the hall, pretending I know where I am going. The guy, a mean looking panther with a scar running down from his temple down to his jaw, and part of his left ear missing, keeps eyeing me up. I walk past them. They don’t stop me. I breathe a sigh of relief. 
“Hey dude.” Should I turn around? “Hey you?” He’s talking to me. I could run, but that would give me up completely. I’m fast, but I doubt I could stay ahead of him for long. Better to turn around and pretend nothing is amiss. 
“Me?”
“Yeah you. What you doing up here?”
“I’m looking for Aeson Laud.” I’m not a very good liar. He gives me an onceover, from tip to toe. 
“He expecting you?”
“Not that I know.” The panther raises an eyebrow. “It is supposed to be a surprise.” And hopefully a pleasant one.
“Does he know you?” The big, black beast has moved so close I can smell his cologne, though I could smell that from a mile away in a sewer drain. 
“Yes…” I consider, “yes he does.”
The panther lets out a soft grunt. He doesn’t make a move, neither do I. 
“It would be really helpful if you could tell which room he is in.”
“You some crazy fan guy?”
“Not really. I knew him before he became famous.” Technically he was famous before that, but I just didn’t know that. Not that I will tell that to this guy. He doesn’t need to know.
“Paparazzi?”
“Do I look like paparazzi?”
His gaze sweeps over me again. 
“Fortofife.” At first I don’t hear him, but I don’t have the nerv to ask him. I just smile and watch him walk down the hall, then I realize what he said, four two five, room 425. The nearest door belongs to room 485. I need to head the other way, though that means going after those two big guys. Then again, stupidly walking in the wrong direction isn’t going to make me any less suspicious.
	I turn around, counting down the signs as they pass 483, 481, 479, 477. I can’t believe it really is this easy. 475, 473, 471. I might be on the wrong floor, though the hallway is long. The two guys have disappeared. 467, 465, 463. The carpet is thick and heavy, dampening almost every sound. Once every so often in front one of the doors there is this small tray with a silvery lid over it. 453, 451, 449. The hallway turns a corner. The walls are white, with small fine greyish lines that form flowers and curvy patterns all over. A deep red band runs along the top decorated with what looks like Greek or Roman edges. 439, 437, 435. This place is bigger than I thought. There are voices, muffled through thick doors, but audible. 429, 427… 425. 
	Should I knock? Anyone not in my place would have set ‘yes, of course’, but that is the point, they are not. I hesitate. Suddenly from around the corner I spot the two guys. They halt, a few feet away from me. They stare at me. I glance back. 
What are you waiting for numnuts? This is what you wanted, this is what you did. 
It isn’t really what I wanted, it is what my friends, my lovely co-workers arranged for me. They send me on this wild goose chase, found me this hotel, booked my ticket, said I should go. 
Yeah, like you had some brilliant success with these kinds of things when left to your own devices.
 A disaster of a relationship, followed by one you actually seemed to enjoy only to have him slip away over something so minor, so stupid that it seems petty, only to whine and pine for like a month and needing your friends and his face appearing on TV to realizing you actually do love him. I notice the two guys down the hall moving in, careful as if not to arouse my suspicion, but never taking their eyes off of me.
	I knock.
	For a moment nothing happens. My heart is pounding in my throat. The two figures have stopped and are now watching, from some distance away, but close enough to pounce me should I turn out to be some deranged stalker killer. I hear something coming from inside; a lock clicking, the handle being pushed down from the inside. The door opens. My heart stops.
	I’m helpless. When I recognise the face that is behind the door my face lights up, a giant smile, teeth and all, erupts on my face. He’s still talking half over his shoulder to someone. I notice his shirt is undone. He turns, looks at me, but doesn’t smile. 
“Swiff.” Just that, just my name. I open my mouth to tell him everything, to tell him how I missed him, to tell him what a dick I’ve been, to tell him everything. A second head appears around the corner. A guy comes into the hallway, dressed in much less than Aeson. 
“Who is it hunny bear?” The guy has a champagne bottle in his paw. My gaze shifts from him to the other guy. What do I feel? Am I that quickly replaced? My hackles rise. My lip, as if by its self, is raised. Ears pricking up, tail rising. Somewhere I register the shocked look I get from Aeson. Ironically I feel no anger towards him, only a deep desire to rip this guy to shreds. More sounds come from the chamber beyond this little hallway. 
	“Who. Is. That?” I ask, biting the end of every word. 
“That’s Rouw. It went to the premier with him.”
The sound of glass breaking and sideways, like a crab, a third figure stumbles into the hallway knocking Rouw off his feet. It laughs. Rouw laughs. It looks up through long strands of hair. 
“And that is Judy… Rouw’s girlfriend.” 
She just laughs. My gaze shifts back to Aeson who sheepishly smiles.
“We were having a little party.”
“Oh.” My ears drop back, my whole body deflates, and I cannot help feel like an asshole.
“Hey Aerie, you not going to invite hotstuff in?”
“The more the merrier!” Rouw adds, lifting the bottle, spilling it’s content over the two of them, much to their enjoyment.
He raises his eyebrow at me.
“Only if you want me to.” 
He looks to the floor between his feet. “Yes,” he finally says, “of course.”
The ‘hotel room’ is as big as my apartment, maybe even bigger. Main difference, there isn’t a kitchen; instead it is all just living room, couches, big screen TV, and two sets of doors leading to, I can only guess, either a bedroom or a bathroom. I get dragged down on a couch by Judy. 
“Whas your name?” She asks the alcohol clearly on her breath. 
“Swiff.”
“Swiff!” her boyfriend shouts out all of the sudden. “Hey.” He slowly turns to Aeson who has been following this drunken procession into the room. “Didn’t you talk about a guy you fucked called Swiff?”
The tips of his ears become red. 
“Is that him?” 
Aeson doesn’t reply. He doesn’t want to be here. I don’t want to either. I had hoped to catch him alone. 
“He’s much cuter in real life.” Judy announces.
“Errr… thanks.”
She’s about to say something else, but a figure drops in her lap, it’s Rouw, claiming her attention. It gives me time to escape to the other end of the sofa. 
Aeson hesitates, but finally sits down next to me.
“I didn’t… expect you.”
“Is that why…” I nod in the direction of the two drunken figures eating each other’s face. 
He looks at me, miserable. “I didn’t…” He starts.
“I don’t want to know.” It flaps out of me before I realize I mean it. “I… I just want to know if you are happy to see me, if you want to talk to me. Doesn’t have to be now, can be later, I will take another room, somewhere, if you want. I’ll wait.”
“No… No I’m surprised… Not unhappy, just… You seemed so… Pained.”
Now it’s mine turn to look away from him, to stare at the floor, to search for words. “I’m just-”
“Woooooh!” Judy sails past, running with something big and white, diving between us, moving up and over the couch. It turns out to be Rouw’s shirt. He’s coming right after her, jumping over the back of the couch, landing somewhere behind us, nearly hitting his head on the giant pot standing against the wall. It would be hilarious, if it wasn’t so annoying.
I look back at Aeson. “I’m just,” I start again. 
“Kiss! Kiss! Kiss! Kiss!” Judy chants, obviously stoned out of her mind. 
“Judy shut up.” Immediately she’s quiet. They are all staring at me. I shouldn’t have done this. I’m the new guy, I should just have. 
“I think they want some… alone time.” Rouw says, being the considerate one, if only he didn’t giggle at the end of that sentence. He hoists up his girlfriend and drags her off to the other room. “C’mon, let’s have sex in Aeson’s bed.” 
I look at Aeson, who just shrugs. “That’s the bathroom.” The door slams shut. “It will take them probably ten minutes to figure that out, and another three to realize they don’t really care.” I want to ask what he means by that, but quickly shut my mouth.
	“Aeson… I… I’ve been a dick.” I scoot a bit closer. “I thought… I thought it mattered, but it doesn’t, I don’t care, I just… I miss you, I’ve missed you, I’ve been wanting to, but I just, I thought, and then you were, and it all seemed so much, so you know.”
Slowly he shakes his head. Almost mournfully he looks up to me, reaching out, gently cupping the side of my face. “No, no I don’t.” This is the end, flashes through my mind. He leans forward, gently pressing his lips against mine. I grab hold of him before he can change his mind, and drag him against me. He falls forward with a groan, his fingers hooking in my shirt to steady himself. I want him unbalanced, twisting away, dragging him over, my own paws sliding down his neck finding their way between the parted fabric of his shirt, feeling his warm hard chest sliding underneath my fingers, shifting so gently with the movements of his being. We shift. Burying my muzzle in his neck I take a deep breath, holding him against me, tightly, closing my eyes, hoping that should there be an end to let it be this, let it be here with his fingers running through my hair.


14.
“I should have told you.” We haven’t yet made it off the couch. His head rests against my shoulder, my chin near his ear, his body tucked snugly in the hollow my body leaves, his body heat radiating through the flimsy cotton of my shirt. 
“I never asked.” I don’t want him to feel bad. I don’t want him to feel guilt. I just want him to be happy.
“Still.” What we say is not because we need to, but because we kinda feel we should, for appearance sake, though who would see us I do not know. “I…” He hesitates, deciding whether or not he wants to let me in just yet, “I’m not really someone who just tells stuff.” My fingers follow the curve of his spine.
“Is that a city thing?”
He snickers, “kinda, maybe more of a model thing. Remain anonymous.”
“But I want to know you.”
“I won’t lie to you.” As if we are in negotiations, crab walking towards a compromise we can both live with. I nod. Strange sounds are coming from the bathroom. It seems Rouw and Judy have given up caring that that isn’t the bedroom.
“You were jealous.” I look down. His ice blue eyes look up at me. He is tired. It is a statement, not a question. “Did you really think me and Rouw…”
“Yes.” I admit grudgingly. He smiles, as if I just said something dopey, and not admitted I thought he had replaced me. 
“You were pissed.”
“Not at you.”
“You look liked you wanted to attack him.”
“I nearly did.”
“Why?”
I shrug. “Don’t know.” 
There is that smile again, teasing me. “You think I’m gorgeous.” I roll my eyes. “You want to kiss me, love me and maruhmfm.” Easily he relaxes into the kiss, my tongue sweeping out to tease his. He leans back. I peck him on the nose. His head falls back against my shoulder. It’s three in the morning and I’m still wide awake. It’s the jetlag of course. It will be hell the rest of the day that is if I do not try to get some sleep now. 
	“How was your premier?”
His turn to shrug. “I’m not really a movie dog.”
“No?”
He shakes his head. “I’m more of a book dog.” 
I laugh. He lifts himself up, staring down at me. “Wait, what, really?”
He just keeps staring.
“Wouw I never…” I drag him a bit closer. “Cool.”
He’s looking really haggard. For me it’s only midnight, for him it’s three in the morning. Normally I would spend another six hours awake. 
“You are not much of a night person.” He shakes his head, his ears following the motion half a second later. With a thud his head lands on my shoulder again. “
“Let’s get you to bed.” I try and sit up. He whines, being forced to move, leaving his comfortable spot against me. Finally I get him to sit. I sweep him up in my arms, carrying him to one of the doors. I pass the one through which Rouw and Judy disappeared a few hours ago. 
“Are they fucking… again?” 
Aeson nods lazily. “They are like a bunch of bunnies. It’s ridiculous.”
“I think Marv would like them. Left or right?”
He points at the right door with his foot. I butt in, tossing him on the bed as if he weighs nothing. He bounces.
“Do you need to get up early tomorrow?” He shakes his head. 
“Good.”
	I lean forward, my nose nearly touching his. He can barely manage to keep his eyes open. Gently, my fingers skimming over the curves of his shoulder, I nudge the shirt down his arms, helping him pull his paws free. With an easy flick of my fingers the button of his pants pops open, his zipper quickly follows. The dress pants have this nasty little hook and an extra button I forgot about and my attempt to rid him of his pants gets botched. I recover, less then smoothly, much to his enjoyment. Finally the garment falls to the floor. He leans in, kissing me lazily. I lift him up, dragging him further up the bed.
“Why am I the only one in my underwear?” He whines. Disentangling myself from him I yank my shirt over my head, shivering when his paws place themselves against my chest. Finding the edge of the blanket I somehow manage to get us under it. I reach down, undoing my fly and ridding myself from my pants. He moans in my mouth, sending my nostrils humming, his body arching up ever so slightly under me. I let out a sigh, revelling in the feeling of him moving underneath me, fur against fur, his skin against mine. 
It’s too late to be doing this, far too late. He needs to sleep. I need to sleep. He is so comfortably warm against me, some parts warmer than others, his leg hooking over mine, the back of his foot sliding along my thigh. I had wanted it to be different. He arches up. I let out a grunt feeling his heat pressing against my stomach. He does it again, my eyes flutter open. I catch him watching, his eyes almost emitting light in the semi darkness, though I know it is only a reflection. 
Fuck it, we can enjoy each other later, right now we have to get this out of the way. I reach down between us, nudging the rim of his boxers down, feeling his boner slip through my fingers. He shivers. My fingerpads run over his sheath, down jiggling his balls. He moans and grabs me by the scruff of my neck. His chest brushes against my cheek. I see a nipple. My lips are planted around the small nub, my tongue darts out. He lets out a high pitched whine. My fingers have wrapped themselves around his shaft, fisting the warm flesh, his hips thrusting in my grip. Inwardly I smile feeling the urgency of the pup. For a brief moment I consider how kinky I feel right now, doing something I don’t really do on a normal basis. I glance down his body, the red head slipping between my fingers.
I let out a yelp of surprise, my head shooting up, my musings forgotten. How on earth did his paw get down there? It seems not physically possible for him to bend just so he can reach inside my underwear. A moan vibrates through my body. Not that I really mind. Instead of wasting my time further on this, I give over to him, going for his lips, his mouth, his tongue, sliding up so he can grasp me more comfortably. For a moment I’m home again, behind the old swimming pool, trunks down my legs with a guy I vaguely remember, my first experimentation at jacking off with someone else. Only Aeson is better, I don’t even try to fight back this moan, much better. His paw adds a little twist when reaching the top, making my toes curl. I try to emulate it, twisting my wrist while I travel up. His hips give a sharp jerk, nearly yanking his shaft out of my paws. I speed up, the pleasure already coiling in my stomach. He lets out a breathless laugh, seeing how my tongue is lolling out of my mouth. He keeps going, fingers dancing over my knot, teasing around the sensitive rim of flesh just below it. My forehead rests against his. I cannot possibly keep up with him. A feral growl rips itself from my lips and I cum, splattering myself all over him. 
My paw keeps moving, urging him on almost violently. His chest is heaving, his body fighting to drag in as much air as it can. I kiss him. Tongues dart out, battle for control, for attention, for taste. Hips slam against my paw, his whole body quivers. I think we both imagined our reunion a bit differently, but right now it doesn’t matter. He lets out a cry, his body twisting and his warm juice coating my paw. I let go. He sinks back. I sink on top of him, mess be damned. He hums happily when I slide on top of him. He scratches me under my jaw. I can smell myself still clinging to his paw.
“We should wash.” He whispers, sleepy, real sleepy.
“We can do that in a minute.” Not really wanting to move. 
“Hmhm.”
I snuggle against him, he weakly snuggles back. I’m pretty sure he’s already fallen asleep. Good.
	I wouldn’t really call it sleeping, that brief moment between hearing his relaxed breathing next to my ear, his body moving with every breath, comfortably against me, and waking up, seeing him lying next to me, on his side, back against my chest, his paws tucked cutely underneath his chin, like a puppy. I scoot closer, carefully so as not to wake him. He still isn’t tucked in. I run my fingers over his stomach, down, and back up again. Perhaps I should tease him a little… but I don’t want him to wake. Instead I just watch him. It’s nine in the morning. Not bad, considering I would go to bed right about now, back home, where it is now about six o’clock. 
	It is strange, realizing my strange flight, the odd quest. Right now I’m on the other side of the country, in a fancy hotel room, lying next to guy I met not so long ago. I have to do my best not to laugh. What on earth is wrong with me? This isn’t me, this isn’t me at all. I’m one of those creatures who likes to know what is going to happen. Sure I try the new stuff. But all in all I don’t venture too far from my comfort zone. I look down on the sleeping pup. Not that I am saying this is uncomfortable. I nuzzle his neck. Not at all, but I do hope that this is it for a while, I don’t want to discover he turns out to be the pup of some foreign prince living in heaven knows where and doing whatever and requiring me to, I don’t know, some impossible task to prove I really love his son. 
	“Awww. Isn’t he cute.” Rouw is leaning against the doorframe. He looks like shit. “I do not think we have been formally introduced.”
“Well we were… but you were… errr…”
“Too drunk and horny?”
“Yeah.”
“It happens.” He doesn’t seem at all taken aback by that fact. “Roomservice is here. Want me to bring it in?”
“Errr…” How should I know? I look at the sleeping pup. “Maybe later.”
“Suit yourself.” He doesn’t leave, instead he keeps looking at me, like he is about to either pounce me or ask me a question.
“What?”
“So how was it?”
“Was what?”
“Our little Aeson. Did he, you know, do the French Roulette?”
“The what?”
“It’s when he climbs on top of y-”
“Rouw, piss off.” The sleeping pup grumbles next to me, not opening his eyes or moving. The lean ferret barks out a laugh.
“I guess he wants you to find out for yourself.”
“NOW!”
Laughing like he just told the funniest joke in the world the ferret leaves the room. 
“I thought you were asleep.” 
He stretches, moving a bit closer. “I was… and it felt nice, what you did… Don’t stop.” He takes my paw again and forces me to resume my path, which I had interrupted the moment his friend walked in on us. I lie back, resting my nose against his neck. 
“Aeson…”
“Hmmm…”
“What’s French Roulette?”
“Don’t ask.”
“Rouw said-”
“I heard what he said, and he’s full of shit. Trust me. Always thinking up nasty stuff.”
“Like what.”
“Angry Dragon.”
“Angry Dragon?”
“Don’t ask.”
“What’s an Angry Dragon?”
He’s getting annoyed with me and elbows me under the covers. I laugh. One eye pops open. “Are you teasing me?”
“Maybe.”
He lets out an inaudible grunt, and then: “About time.”
I kiss him, just below his ear. It twitches. I do it again, and again, working my way down. He hums, stretching is body out against me. I stop.
“Aeson?”
“Hmmm?”
“Do you have to go somewhere?”
“Hm-no, why?”
I smirk against his fur. “Just asking.”
He shivers.
With a gentle nudge of my nose I send him on his back, allowing me to climb on top of him. He giggles, my weight pressing down on him, right where our hips meet. His legs get hoisted up my waist, where he hooks them, right above my tail. 
“Are we feeling a little frisky this morning?” He asks, giggling, his own excitement obvious, pressing against my hip. “You know we should talk… about what happened.”
“It can wait,” I whisper, leaning down stealing a kiss, “for now. I’ve found more… pressing matters."
“Very pressing matters.” He giggles, pushing his hips up against mine. A small growl catches in my throat. Fingers slide through his soft fur, his muscles underneath quivering at my touch. He tastes so wonderful. My tongue slides in his mouth, stifling any sounds, his moans humming through my body. He squirms when I lightly thrust against him. He grinds back, not letting himself be outdone. I’m hot, hard and getting really uncomfortable, but I’m not willing to let him go this easily. I place soft small kisses on his eyes, his nose, on his neck, up to his mouth, letting my tongue delve in there again, enjoying the way his whole body curves to get it just right, that comfortable angle so he can keep this up forever.
	“You guys coming? Breakfast is getting cold.” 
It probably looks like my eyes are popping out of their sockets when I hear Rouw’s voice behind us. How long has he been there? Aeson just giggles, though making the effort to stifle it with his paw. I look down at the pup underneath me, not really sure how to react.
“We were kinda in the middle of something.” He says, leaning up, throwing an arm around my neck to haul himself up. I look over my shoulder to see a look that is anything but surprised; bemused would be more accurate of a description.
“Oh sorry, I did not mean to intrude. Nonetheless breakfast has arrived and it is getting kinda cold and I was wondering, well you know-”
“Just get out.” I cut in, much to Rouw’s amusement. 
“Can I have your portion?”
“Rouw… fuck off.” Aeson says. The ferret laughs, leaving us to our business. 
	I sigh, resting my head against his shoulder. 
“You ok there big guy?”
“He scared the piss out of me.” I admit.
Aeson giggles. “Teenage nightmare of mom walking in?”
I blush. “Kinda.”
He smooches me on the cheek. “It’s ok,” he whispers, “now where were we?”
“Aeson, you want the chicken?” Someone, probably Judy, shouts from the other room.
“Oh for Pete’s sake!”
My turn to laugh.
“What?”
“Pete’s sake?” He punches me against my chest, giving me a hurt puppy look. “Awww…” I give him a playful kiss on the side of his nose.
“What do you mean they are on top of each other?” We both laugh. 
“I doubt we get anything done here.” Aeson says, shifting underneath me. “And… I’m kind of hungry.”
“Fine.” I reply, grudgingly getting off him. “But I want the chicken.”
“Swiff has dibs on the chicken.” Aeson shouts, scooting down the bed, still in his underwear. I remain behind, for a moment, gulping in the view of a near naked Aeson getting out of bed, his tail pricked up, his ass so neatly tucked in those tiny shorts. He turns his head. 
“You coming?”
“Yeah.”
	I’m somewhere halfway between feeling the urge to put something on and just not giving a shit. I think what matters the most is that these are Aeson’s friends and I don’t really want to leave a bad impression. Not that I haven’t given them enough opportunity to think badly of me, especially with my outbursts last night and this morning. I opt to just follow Aeson’s lead, who, without a grain of shame, walks into the other room in just his underwear.
“Twhere you awar!” Judy says, her paw already on the half eaten end of a chicken leg. She sees me eyeing it. “Won’t wowwy where’s moar.” Apparently shame isn’t really a thing I should worry about. The food smells good. My stomach lets out a loud growl. I sheepishly laugh at Aeson’s surprised look. I’m still hard, though the folds of my sloppy boxers manage to hide that fact from the onlookers, somewhat.
	“Whid I well you-” Judy starts while Aeson rips off a thigh piece and hands it to me. 
“Swallow sweety.” Rouw says. Aeson gives him a look. Rouw smirks. Sitting on the couch next to Aeson I don’t really know what to do with myself. Apparently I don’t have to either because after getting his own plate filled he snuggles up comfortably next to me, leaning against my shoulder while picking up the small bits of chicken and gravy with his fingers.
“Did I tell you,” Judy repeats, “that you two make a really cute couple.”
I’m not really sure how to respond to that. 
“You too are just… insanely cute… It should be illegal.”
“Did I mention Judy is a bit of a hag?” Aeson asks casually.
“Err… no you did not.”
“Still kills her Rouw and I never got it on.” Again, no shame, nor secrets.
“Not for lack of asking.” Rouw chips in, “but I think Ace here doesn’t think I’m attractive.”
“I think you are attractive, in a good friend sort of way, the kind you rather not touch.”
“Like a well passed piece of stool.”
My gaze shifts from one to the other. Not really sure if they are messing with me or if they are serious. Their faces betray nothing, but judging by Judy’s face they are serious. How do I feel about that?
“Of course not as a piece of stool, which is disgusting, we are eating, but more as a… pair of your mother’s knit sweaters, to look at, just not to wear.” 
“It’s a thing between them.” Judy clarifies, indicating the two other males with her head.
Now I see the smirk Aeson is hiding, smothering it with chicken.
	This is a side of him I realize I have never seen before; relaxed, at ease, among friends. Back in Tailton he was happy, content, but always, I realize now, alone. For the first time I’m on his turf, not on my own and somewhere that fact scares me. It makes the base under my life shift. Should I have introduced him to my friends earlier? It is a question I’ll ask him later. Right now he seems content, reach for me with a bit of food, which I do not recognise, urging me to try it. He smears it partly on my muzzle, giving him an excuse to lick it off, provoking rolling eyes from Rouw and an interested look from Judy.
“So I think we have the room for another, what, hour or two? I think we should get ready.” 
Rouw’s remark pulls me out of my musings, and draws attention to the fact that Aeson and I were about to do something, only got interrupted before we actually got to the good stuff. Aeson, is thinking the same thing, because he puts down his plate and nudges me softly in the side.
“We’d better wash up then.” 
I follow him, a bit too fast, trying to hide my arousal which has already taken a head start.
“Don’t take too long, we only have the room for like another hour.” Rouw shouts. Not that we are paying attention. 
	By the time I’ve closed the bathroom door behind us I can already hear Aeson turning on the water. He’s giving me one of his mischievous looks and before he can open his mouth to make some lewd remark I already have him in my arms and drag him against me. He hums against my lips, relaxing in my embrace, his fingers gently running through my chest ruff. Sweeping him up in my arms I carry him to the shower, stepping under it, clothes and all. He moans, deep, his back pressed against the tiled wall, his crotch mashed up against my stomach. I break away, his head lands with a small thud against the wall, his eyes half open, the brilliant blue of his irises just peaking from underneath his lashes. 
“Finally alone?” He asks, while I use the excuse of readjusting my grip to grind against him.
“Just trying to start where we left off.” I whisper, my fingers slipping down over the curve of his ass, taking his underwear with them. He giggles. With a little help they fall down on the white floor with a wet slap, quickly followed by my own. His shaft is like molten metal pressing against my skin. The water is soaking our fur. The tip of my erection is caught half between his legs. 
“I never realized you were a quicky kind of dog.” He whispers.
“What do you mean with ‘quicky’? We have a full hour.” 
He giggles. “I just realized, we haven’t done it in the showers before.”
“We haven’t done it in a lot of places before.” My fingers make their way between his cheeks inching towards the ring of muscles.
“Hmmm,” He leans forward, giving me a languid kiss, flexing the moment they brush up against it, “so many possibilities.”
My turn to chuckle, pressing harder, seeing his beautiful face contort, his lips wrapping themselves around a long ‘oooh’.
	With a loud bang the door slams open. “I’m sorry, don’t mind me, just passing through.” It has startled us both. It’s Judy. We look at each other, afraid to move. She rummages through the various cabinets and toiletries. She comes dangerously close to the shower. For a moment there I think she might rip it away, either in her frantic search or to see what we are doing (I would not put that past her). 
“Hey Aeson, you’ve seen my tampons?”
The pup looks absolutely confused. 
“If you do please say so, cause I really need them and I can’t find them anywhere.”
Just make her go away. I silently pray.
“Errr… no I haven’t.”
“Awww shit, I’ve already ruined one pair of nickers I’d hate to lose the second.”
That does it. My head slowly sinks down until it rests against Aeson’s shoulder. His paw is right where he left it, tangled in the wet strands of my head fur. I can feel the warmth of his body radiating against me, his chest lightly moving up and down with every breath.
“Maybe you should ask Rouw. Maybe he knows.” 
She keeps searching, rummaging through various other things, before sighing: “You really sure?”
“Judy we’re busy.”
“What… oh… Don’t mind me just keep doing what you were doing.” She hesitates, “I’ll come back later.” I hope not.
Silently I curse all that’s holy. “She killed it.” I groan.
“Are you ok?” He asks, gently lifting my face so I am looking at him.
“It’s not gonna happen.”
“What do you mean?” Then he looks down. “Oh.”
“Aw fuck! I’m sorry I’ve never… I don’t know… it’s not you it’s-”
“Judy and her ‘monthly friend’.”
“Fucking fucking fucking fuck.” I curse, banging my head against his shoulder.
I lower him, letting him stand on his own two feet. Judy’s little intervention hasn’t done anything to cool him though. I immediately feel guilty. He sees me watching. 
“Doesn’t matter.” He says softly, taking my paw. “We’ll have plenty of time.” He cocks his head to the side. “We’ll get some more privacy at… my place.” There is a small twinkle in his eyes. I nod, lamely. 
“Errr…,” He blushes, casually staring at some spot on the wall, “now that this is a no go… would, uhm… mind leaving me alone?”
I raise my eyebrow. 
“I need to get ready.” He says sheepishly the red reaching his ears. “Nothing personal.” He adds.
“S-sure.” I leave, wrapping a towel around my waist and heading to the bedroom. 
	Sinking down on the bed I bury my face in my paws. All of this was not going the way I had planned it, or hoped it. I guess I can’t be that much of a whiner. We are talking, that’s good, we are happy, that’s better, we have ‘affirmed our affection’, as Marv would put it, for each other, in every way except the physical one, with any luck we’ll head back to his place and rectify that. I let out a groan. I’m horny, and it is spoiling my mood. Viciously I comb through my hair, making it resemble something of a normal hairdo. 
“Hey, what are you doing out here. I thought you two were in there shagging.”
“We were planning to. Till your girlfriend waltzed in and announced she had her period and the blood was practically leaking down her legs.” 
Rouw laughs. “Ah well, she does that. Why do you think I’m in here.”
“After that little mishap, Aeson kicked me out.” And I have no idea what to think about that.
“Teehee, his secret primming ritual, no-one’s ever seen it, big trade secret, heard it was patented.”
Somehow Rouw’s upbeat mode cheers me up a little. “I need to get dressed.”
“Sure.” He doesn’t move. I don’t wait for him. “May I ask you an impertinent question?”
“Sure, whatever.” 
“Is it true you were with a girl before him?”
“Yes.”
“What made you switch?”
“I don’t know… he did. We just… clicked.”
“Never been with a guy before?”
“Is this going anywhere?”
“Just… making sure.”
“Making sure of what?”
“Listen… Aeson isn’t half as cocky as he seems. He is really… sensitive. I just don’t want him to get hurt.”
“I had no intention on hurting him.”
“Good.”
“In fact I was ready to rip you in half when I thought you were sleeping with him.” I look up.
“Ah… so I did not imagine that. It seems all of Aeson’s rejections were good for something, lucky me.” 
“You like him, that way?”
“Not sure. Never got that far. Though if I would try it with anyone, it would have been him.”
I nod. He replies it with one of his own. I’m not really sure if this means this is the beginning of a beautiful friendship, but I do know that we have come to an understanding. 
“Sorry if I appear to be gruff.”
“You’re a bartender right?”
“I’m just very protective.”
“Good.” He smiles. Announcing the moment of seriousness has passed and we can now get back to the pointless banter. “Now to help my girlfriend find her plugs.” With a flourish he turns around and leaves the room. I don’t understand what he means by plugs. Wait I do. I shake my head, hoping to lose that image.
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He is a model. He makes his living with how he looks, so I understand now why his grooming ritual is a secret. When he walks out of the bathroom, completely dressed, how he got his clothes in there I still do not know, there is no trace of last night, the drinking, the sleep deprivation, the rather rude awakening. He looks bright and beautiful. Rouw and Judy also have brushed themselves up to look… acceptable.
“Got everything?” He asks me happily. 
I hold up the bag I did not unpack. I don’t have anything else. It seems that beside Aeson, and me, no-one brought a change of clothes, because Judy is wearing the same gown I saw lying over the back of the couch last night and Rouw is in his dress pants and has his jacket tossed over his arm. His suspenders and bowtie are dangling out of his pocket.
“Then we’re good to go.” 
	The door falls shut behind me. Apparently there is no need to lock it because the entire group just heads for the elevator. Two big guys are flanking the doors. They aren’t the same guys as yesterday, but they look just as formidable. They give us a curt nod when we pass them. 
“Ground floor, please.” Judy says pleasantly against the bellhop. There’s that strange lurch in my stomach again, only this time going the other way as the small metal box goes into a controlled free fall towards the earth. It stops with a happy ping, doors opening allowing the passengers to spill out into the lobby.
	The moment we walk out into the lobby we are approached by a cheetah who, apparently, had been waiting for us… correction Aeson. She walks high on her feet, strong, a tad rigid, placing one foot in front of the other, marching in a straight line, her eyes zooming in on her prey. Her head fur, twisted up in a beehive hairdo, two pins stuck in there to keep the construction in place, doesn’t move at all, nor do the two small bangs framing her face. She has her jaws clenched, her lips forming this thing line that betray nothing, never twitching or moving, the only thing that quivers are her whiskers and only because she is moves. It takes me a moment to see she wears glasses, square ones, black frame that easily gets blotted out by her spots. She stops in front of us. For half a second her eyes flick over me, she completely ignores the others, and fix on Aeson. You would expect her to start with a greeting, no matter how curt, she doesn’t.
“Shield called. They wanted to know if you were interested in doing their new commercial. Also the big head wants to talk to you. I have taken the liberty to set up a meeting at five. The client was pleased with your performance and was…” 
The flow of words overwhelms me, though it doesn’t seem to faze the pup. He just nods, and looks attentive. Judy leans closer to me whispering from the corner of her mouth: “That’s Sahn, his A.”
“What?”
“Agent.” 
Sahn stops in the middle of her sentence and gives Judy a look that sends me back to high school and to Ms Point’s class, the very strict French teacher. Judy looks as guilty as any schoolgirl caught talking in class. Sahn continues.
I give Judy a quick nod, hoping the Cheetah doesn’t notice.
	She keeps up this ceaseless flow of words, appointments and information for I think a good five minutes, which seems much longer to the rest of us, afraid to move and risk another one of her looks. Finally she clicks her pen, crosses a few things off on a list she carries around in a portfolio before clicking it again, packing it neatly in the corner, tucking the folder under her arm, turning around on one leg and marching off, and we finally dare to breathe. 
“Sorry about that.” Aeson says apologetically. “Swiff… errr… it seems I have some things to do. So I can’t go home with you.”
“That’s ok, I’ll just get a hotel and-”
“Hotel? No, no, no, no.” He interrupts me. “It’s just a meeting, just a few hours.” He turns. I hadn’t seen her, but as if apparating out of thin air Sahn is at his elbow. “The appointment has been confirmed. A cab is waiting for you.”
“Good. Could you please see that Swiff here gets to my place?” 
Her eyes narrow just a fraction. “Very well.”
“Good. See you tonight.” He says happily, grabbing my paw and giving me a smooch on the cheek. From the corner of my eye I see one of the paparazzi sitting up from where he had fallen asleep last night. Sahn has done the same and shoots him a very venomous look. He drops his camera.
“Ok?” Aeson asks.
“Sure.”
“Good.”
	I look around. Rouw and Judy have left and I’m left alone with the Cheetah. 
“This way.” She says with a tone that says ‘I am holding back my distaste for you’.
She marches out in front of me, through the large double doors, down the steps. Like a pup following his mother’s skirt, or like a convict following his jailor, I follow her. On the street she raises her paw. 
“TAXI!” she screeches, startling me. Almost immediately a black cab stops in front of us. She takes me by the arm and shoves me. “Twentyfive Hillroad Plaza.” The cabbie taps the side of his head and turns back into the flow of traffic. We sit silently side by side trying our best not to speak, a thing she is more apt in then I. Suddenly she turns to me, giving me a hard look. 
“So you’re the one who has been distracting him.”
“What are you talking about?”
She turns away from me with a small ‘humpf’, crossing her arms and wraps herself in silence. I do the same.
“He has been distracted,” she says, “bad for business.” She adds at a much softer tone.
“It never was my intention to distract him.”
“Well you have.” 
I doubt this is really what it is about, but she is silent again. 
She remains silent for the rest of the drive, despite the fact we get stuck in morning traffic. The cab makes a right turn and a big building comes into view. 
“I would hate to see him get… distracted by frivolous things. He needs to focus. He is at the top of his game and these things you do,” it’s like she has eaten something disgusting, “only throw him off. A good model needs cleanliness, rest and regularity.” As if she is talking about a baby.
“I have no intention to disrupt his life, or to ‘throw him off’.” I reply irritated. 
“Good. We’re here.” She passes a few banknotes to the cabby and gets out. I follow. She marches into the building. Like she’s driving a tank she cleaves through the group of people standing around, straight to the large reception desk. An old racoon is sitting behind it, looking up at the formidable woman with a twinkle of enjoyment in his eyes.
“Christian, I have here a guest for Mr. Laud, I need to bring him up to his apartment.” 
The old guy eyes me up, from top to bottom, than gives me a wink. I reply it with a smile. I think I might like him. He reminds me of my uncle back home. Acted all serious to my parents, but in the meantime slipped me money so I could sneak out and buy icecream.
“Well of course, will he be needing a key?” 
She turns to me, raising one eyebrow. “Will you?”
“Better not.” I reply hastily. “We can always do that later. When Aeson is back here.”
“Good plan.” She says with a certain edge of ice in her voice.
“Very well, go right up.” He pushes a button and one of the elevator doors behind him opens up. “Have a nice day now.”
	The elevator is small, and devoid of buttons. As it turns out we don’t need them. The moment we enter the door’s slide shut and we go up. Above the door the numbers light up as we pass each floor. Finally we stop. Floor number 77. The doors slide open. Almost immediately we are in a hall. The carpet on the floor is thick dampening our footsteps. Quickly it gives way to a large living room, about the size of my own apartment. Large glass sliding doors give access to a balcony and the large windows give a spectacular view of the city. I have to do my best to keep my jaw from hitting the floor. This is ridicules.
“The apartment is owned by the agency.” Sahn says meaningfully. I had almost forgotten she was there.
“I do hope you will enjoy your stay.” And if not fuck off as quickly as possible.
“Thank you.” 
She gives me a curt nod, before marching off again. She presses the small button next to elevator. She waits while the doors open. I watch her back.
“You know…” She doesn’t turn, but I know she is listening because of her ears twitching, homing in on my position. “I know you are looking out for his best interests and all, but he’s not as fragile as you guys all think.”
She turns around, for a moment and looks at me, as if seeing me for the first time. For a moment I expect her stone façade to crumble, but then she just utters an ‘hn’, turns, and leaves. Though she watches me as slowly the doors close.
	I look around the room, my bag still over my shoulder as if I am afraid to defile this neat room. This place looks, different from what I expected. The large couch, in an L-shape, in the middle of the room, glass coffee table, large flat screen TV mounted on the wall, below it a shiny white storage unit with drawers, the handles matte chrome, a large black vase next to it, empty, a few paintings on the wall devoid of any real significance, a long and low cabinet running against the wall to my right, also white with matte chrome handles, the carpeting an odd sort of greyish beige, the walls white, modern square lamps on the ceiling. This doesn’t seem like his house. Modern, yes, perhaps even devoid of little accessories, pointless little pictures and figurines, but this… I would have expected this to be his agent’s house rather than his. I sit down on the couch, right at the edge, placing my bag carefully between my two feet. I’m scared to move. I might disturb something in this sterile environment. I wouldn’t live here I would have surgery here.
	Can it be? Can it be that this is Aeson? You can tell a lot from a person by looking at his house. Marv’s place is clean, everything in its place, colourful paintings on the walls, a bright selection of tones and colours splashed richly across a room with various pieces of furniture that seem to work together, somehow. Twist’s house, chaotic, colours that don’t match and furniture that seems to be rescued from some dump. Sigrund’s, clean, modern, her workroom the largest room in the house, Dozer… I haven’t ever seen Dozer’s house. My own place; like that of someone just out of high school, a collection of stuff, nothing permanent, nothing’s been ever really changed, an apartment owned by a guy who took a temporary job, just until he figured out what he was going to do, and kept with that temporary job for a good six years. But Aeson’s house… devoid of personality, empty, completely empty. 
“How can you live here?” I ask out loud, the words getting smothered by the room. 
I wait, I wait for him to come home. It’s an uncomfortable wait, one that makes my fingers itch. I get up and start pacing. I check my watch. Somehow the morning has slipped into the afternoon. Not that surprising, I got out of bed late, had a late breakfast, no lunch, and I’m still suffering from a jetlag. So far for trying to get into a good rhythm. I try and find the kitchen. I walk through a random door. It’s the dining room. At its centre there’s a big table, black, six chairs set on both sides. A large window gives another view of the city, and the large balcony that, apparently, runs along two sides of the apartment. It feels weird, having a separate dining room. I have one room, both living room, dining room and kitchen. Even back when I was living with my parents we had the living room and dining room in one… well… room. There’s another door. It leads to the kitchen, which is twice as large as mine, and has another table in it. I open the fridge. No fresh food, only readily packaged meals, the fancy kind, and bottles of water and a single bottle of wine. I shut it again. Then my eye falls on something, it’s massive, taking up a good part of the counter. I’ve seen one of these before. It’s the coffeemaker I have been drooling over at Pas’ shop. I couldn’t afford it, hell I couldn’t afford the one I have now, but I still bought it, but this… My fingers slowly slide along the smooth surface, rounding the small buttons. No wonder he knew how to deal with mine. I press a button. It gives a soft hum. It allows me to pick the mug size. I search the cupboards and find a mug. I press the button again. It hums again, very gently and a moment later hot, foaming coffee comes pouring out. I have to do my best not to get giddy. Who would have thought that, a guy getting excited over making coffee. I take a sip. Fuck the tea, I’m drinking this stuff from now on.
I walk back to the living room, sitting down the couch, somehow less afraid of this place, of spilling something. It’s huge. How lonely it must be here, alone. The notion suddenly strikes me. I sit up. It tugs at me. I get up, start peeking into other rooms. There are surprisingly few, there’s the master bedroom, and a guest room and that’s it. I push open the large doors and get out on the balcony. The wind snaps around me, pulling my ears and tugging my fur. Say what you will about the apartment, but it has a killer view. I sigh. We are so different. Back home I never realized it, but here, now. Even when I found out he was famous, a model, it had not seemed so extreme, so… pressing. Do I worry? No, not really. It’s just that I thought I knew him, and it turns out that image I had in my head is so vastly different. He seems oblivious to the things that happen around him, though he might be doing that for my sake. No, I am pretty sure he does it for my sake. He lets me in and he does it with a careless ease, one that does not, intentionally, make it hard on me, but I realize how different my own life is, though he is doing his best to ease me into his. I blink. So this is how it feels like. It makes me feel worse for making such a big deal about him not tell me about all of this. You’ve met someone you like, really like, and then you realize you are worlds apart, but as long as you keep it to yourself, you can keep the illusion of normality alive a bit longer. Have I been completely fair with him?
“We need that talk.” I mutter, turning around to face Aeson’s place.
	I tilt my head to the side. I don’t remember seeing that hallway from inside. I walk back in. It’s there all right, though you can’t really see it from the couch. It is like they forgot to wall of this part and add it to the room next to it, or maybe there was supposed to be another room at the end of this, though it was never added. It isn’t big, an alcove, but it is different from the rest of the room. There is a large narrow painting on the wall, a bookcase, leather chair, its colour just a tone darker then that off the floor, a small table, and a floor lamp. Simple, small, cosy. A smile tugs at the corner of my mouth. Finding this makes me oddly happy. My eyes glide over the book covers, reading the titles. Ulysses, Anna Karenina, Disgrace, Vaslav, Crime and Punishment, Devils, Heart of Darkness, The Picture of Dorian Grey, The Fountainhead, Illiad, Oddysee, Faust.
“I see you’ve found my little cubbyhole.”
I look up. “You read all these?”
“Most of them. Can’t bring myself to continue with Karenina however.”
“That’s…”
“Nerdy?”
“Amazing.”
He stands next to me, reaching past me to pull one of the books off its shelve. “This is the last one I read.” He hands it to me. A Picture of Dorian Grey. “Did you read it?” I shake my head. “It’s about a man who paints a picture of a boy which he fancies. The boy falls in love with his own image and wishes that he would remain like that, forever the same. The picture bears all the marks of the sins he commits.”
“That sounds… dark.”
“About the folly of beauty, the desire to be forever young, and the inevitability of death.”
“That sounds even darker.” 
He smiles, plucking it from my paws and almost lovingly places it where it belongs. “The language is really beautiful and it is quite readable, considering when it was written.”
“When was it written?”
“1890”
He stares at his books, I stare at him. 
He looks up. “What?” 
I just smile stupidly, giving in to the urge to pull him against me, kiss him, and then sweep him up in my arms. He laughs. I love that sound.
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“Where are we going?” He demands, lightly struggling in my arms. 
I just smirk. Finally he manages to squirm from my grip and stand on his own two feet again, though I still have him locked in my arms. 
“I see you found the coffeemaker.” He says, nodding to the mug standing on the table. “I never could figure out how that thing worked… I just managed to have it make warm water.”
“Would you like me to teach you?” I ask letting him go and walking back to the couch.
He shrugs. “If I wanted to I’d just throw a tantrum and they’d have some PA bring it over.”
“Really?”
“Nah, I don’t need to throw a tantrum.”
There is an awkward silence.
“Sorry I had to leave so suddenly.”
“It’s ok.”
“I hope Sahn was nice to you.”
“She was an absolute delight.” 
He snickers. “I doubt that. She can be a bit cold, but she has her heart in the right place.”
He walks over, not sitting down yet, just standing next to me, his paw touching my cheek ruff. “I was so glad to see you there last night… I… I never…”
“I just got a bit overwhelmed by the sudden revelation. It wasn’t that I…”
He drops down on my lap, his paws cupping my face, holding it inches from his. “But we can get past that, right?” His eyes search mine.
“It won’t be easy,” for a brief moment my eyes flicker to the side, then they meet his boldly, “but I’ve seen stranger couples.” My confident smile gets mimicked by him. “And I think my friends would beat me to death if they found out I let you go.”
“So they like me?”
“Marv likes you, I think Twist just thinks you’re hot, and Sigrund… who knows what she thinks.”
He giggles, his touch dipping a bit lower, gently running along the muscles in my neck. “So you are ok with hundreds of people seeing me in my underwear every day?”
“Just hundreds?”
“Ok maybe hundreds of thousands.”
I look up, my paw grabbing the seam of his shirt, playing with it. I can see his breath picking up a bit, almost feel his heart rate increasing as his mind quickly picks up the lines along which I am thinking right now. 
“You mean all of this?” I ask, lifting his shirt, revealing his abs. He nods. I pull the garment further up, over his head until it’s hooked behind his neck, his arms still in the sleeves. “Hmmmm…” My paw slides over the flat surface, feeling how his muscles still contract, no matter how many times he has been touched there. My gaze follows my fingers up, where they draws an imaginary pattern over his chest, fondling his peck, my thumb toying with the small nipple. A shiver shoots down his spine. “I don’t know.” 
	He doesn’t fidget, except for the small flicks he gives with his ear and his tail, or the small involuntarily movements when my paw changes its direction. I nudge the loose shirt down his arms, leaving him with the t-shirt still caught around his shoulders. He holds his arms back, allowing me to pull the garment down, dropping it on the couch. My eyes flicker over his body, the words he said a moment ago spinning through my mind. Hundreds of people looking at him, near naked. It makes me jealous. It turns me on.
“I suppose I could be ok with that.”
“Yeah?”
“Hmhm.” I pinch the small dust coloured nub peeking out of his fur. “Though there would have to be some rules.” I decide I want to see how it tastes, lunging down engulfing it with my mouth, letting my tongue sweep over it. His breath gets caught in his throat, he lets out a yelp, his whole body arching up, his crotch pressing against mine. He’s hard. I smirk against his flesh.
“Rules?”
“Yeah, like an agreement.” I go for the other one, my fingers busying themselves with his fly.
“Ahn… like what?”
“I’ve seen some of your photo-shoot. Very skimpy looking outfits. I would very much like a,” my muzzle shoots up until I can nibble that spot near his jaw that makes his tail go into overdrive, “private showing.”
“That sounds, uhn, reasonable. And what do you mean with, hn, skimpy? You mean like these?” He pulls away from me, drawing my attention to his torn open fly. 
“Son of a bitch.” I mutter, seeing peaking about between the denim, sharply contrasting with his white fur, the contours of a set of black briefs, neatly enfolding his groin, giving just a hint of his sheath and balls. It is my favourite, out of the ones that were in the magazine photo-shoot. How did he? I meet his gaze. He smirks, climbing off me. He nudges his jeans down until they slide down his legs. He steps out of them, climbing on the couch, standing over me like a colossus. I touch his feet, planted on both sides of my legs.
	He sinks down in my lap, his leg sliding through my paws while he straddles me. 
“Do you approve?” 
He has taken my breath away. I lunge for him, devouring him while my tongue ravishes his mouth, he moans. His fingers gently stroke my face, down my neck, plucking at my shirt while my paws rove over his body, enjoying every inch they can reach. His tight ass clenches as my fingers slide over the cotton covered flesh, anticipating where they will end. I force myself to calm down, my touch lightly travelling along the narrow band of fabric that connects back to front; they follow the light curve down, encountering the smooth soft balls. He doesn’t pull back but I can feel a small tremor passing through his body. I grab them, gently fondling him. He thrusts in my grip, his fingers clutching my shirt. I feel him pulsing against my fingers. So hot, so vulnerable. 
	I grab him, lift him off the couch and carry him towards the bedroom. He doesn’t fidget, he doesn’t protest, he just hooks his ankles around my back and lets me carry him to wherever. Gently I lay him down on the bed, unhooking his legs. 
“Where do you keep the lube?”
“Top drawer.” He points.
I yank of my shirt, undo my pants, leaving them carelessly on the floor. I find it easily enough. No condoms though. I look at him. 
“Forget about it.” He says breathlessly. “I just want you.” It sounds so meek, so small, so vulnerable. I push down my boxers, showing him what he is asking for. His eyes flicker down to the red, mean, pulsing shaft, pointing boldly towards the ceiling. He scoots further up on the bed, turning till he is on all fours. He lifts his tail. I have to do my best not to pounce him and tear that flimsy little piece of clothing to shreds. 
	He looks over his shoulder. I reach between his legs, feeling up the glowing bundle. I’m stalling, not wanting to hurt him in an explosion of my pent up horny rage. My other paw slides over his taut rump, trailing just below his tail that lifted so easily for me. And again I cannot help but wonder how many others have been under there before me. Not that it matters, that is then, this is now, and I have no doubt about now.
I peel down his underwear, running my paw over his rump before sinking my fingers in his ass, preparing him. It doesn’t take long before he is pushing back on them, rocking back and forth on the balls of his paws. I don’t want to go in too early, so I add another finger for good measure. He quivers, moaning out my name. I spread a generous amount of lubrication on my own shaft, thinking: ‘better safe than sorry’. My thumb strokes that spot just below his tail, seeing how it makes the appendix quiver with anticipation, his hole clenching feverously. I place myself against his entrance. He’s getting restless, pushing back against my grip, wiggling his ass. I take the plunge. 
He yelps, his muscle parting, letting me slip inside of him. My nostrils flare, his body wrapping itself around my length, enveloping him in a tight heat that robs me of my last grip on sanity. I should wait, be patient, I’m not. I push harder until his hole is snuggly pushed against my knot. He is making the most wonderful sounds that are echoed by me. We move, as one, flowing, dragging apart only to be forced back again. My paw feels up his compact body, his muscles bunching and relaxing as he arches so beautifully forcing himself back until he bumps against the glowing ball at the base of my dick. I lose myself in his heat, shifting into a higher gear watching him moan and quiver and cry, his head thrown back in his neck, his eyes closed, his mouth open. He looks picture perfect. I think about the panther, his cock buried deep inside my pup, about the other guys he no doubt must have had, and I feel him contract around me, his being moulded around me, welcoming my brutal need. I run my paws up his flanks, feeling the heaving of his chest, his body shaking every time my knot bounces against his ass. I can feel him being forced open, slightly. He shudders. I do it again, loving how it feels, how he feels, how he reacts. I pull out until only my tip is resting on the threshold. I reach down feeling his long smooth prick, the drops of precum leaking from his slit. I slam in. He cries my name, I moan his. The sounds bounce of the walls, filling the room, as we repeat it all. This new pace is slower, harder, needier. The muscles in his chest are hard, fighting to keep his body going. 
“Ahn… fuck…” He lets his head drop. “Harder.”
I comply. I pull back further, slam in harder, deeper. “Ahn… Aeson…” I let my paws rove over his body, revelling in the knowledge that this is all mine, that I will be the only one to see him like this, hot, flustered and horny, quivering underneath my touch. 
	I don’t pay attention. I force myself in harder, too hard, not pulling back in time. His sweet gasp turns into a primeval roar as I’m suddenly drawn completely into that tight heat. He sinks through his arms, I double over landing on top of him. In a brief moment of panic I try to pull out, ripping another cry from his throat. I start moving in the only direction I can, forward, involuntarily forcing myself deeper inside of him. His whole body seizures. It contracts around me, almost painfully. A sudden numbness explodes through my body as it goes rigid and I cum inside him, spilling wave after wave in his bowls. I’m clutching him against me, breathing heavily, his body still spasming occasionally. I can hear him breathing, calming the fear inside me somewhat. I reach down, checking to see if he is ok, encountering a sticky mess pressing against his stomach, realizing he came. His eyes are still tightly shut, his whole body fighting for air. I want to ask him if he’s ok, but I can’t find the air.
	I try to move off him. He flinches, the knot still inside of him dragging against his insides. Somehow we manage to shift on the bed, moving him out the sticky mess, letting him rest his head on my arm. He whimpers softly whenever we move. 
“I’m sorry.” I whisper nuzzling his cheek. “I never meant to…”
He opens his eyes and lazily stares up at me, then a languid smile spreads across his face.
“That was…” He gasps, “fucking amazing.”
That makes me blush. He reaches up, lightly stroking my cheek. 
“I’m glad we had this little talk.”
I laugh. No permanent damage it seems.
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His head rests against my shoulder, his leg strewn over my hip, his ass still tightly wrapped around my erection.
“How long till it goes down?” He asks, shifting with a soft groan.
“I don’t know. Though it is going to take a lot longer if you keep fidgeting like that.”
“Like this?”
“Ahn… fuck… yeah like that.”
He giggles, nuzzling my neck. 
“Why is it painful?”
“Just… different.” He moves again, and I can feel myself shift inside of him. I really have to do my best not to give in to the jolts of lust send shooting through my body.
“Have you ever…”
“Not often.”
“Why not? Most people find it… too painful, too intimate.”
“I’ve never came so hard in my life.” 
I smirk. He knows how to boost my ego.
“Didn’t it hurt?”
“Kinda, though once it was in it was,” he readjusts himself, “so intense.” He speaks about it with a longing I’ve never heard before.
“So you’ve never…”
“Been tied?”
“Yes.”
“No, not really. Most males you meet in the city don’t have… the capabilities.”
“I never heard it put like that.” 
He shrugs. “Most of the folks here are domesticated, or just don’t have the genetics.” He pauses. “I heard some of my friends having it removed.”
“You can do that?”
“Apparently, though I don’t want to think about it that much.”
 “How many guys you been with?” I ask, letting my fingers draw small patterns on his chest, circling one of his nipples.
“Twenty, you?”
“Heavy petting, four or five, actual sex, one.”
“Don’t forget the lion.”
I had almost forgotten about him. “Ok, so two… almost”
“Most of mine were one-night stands. I barely got to know them. Most of them… well… I think they mostly enjoyed the fact they were banging someone hot.”
“Luckily we have known each other for like forever and I am not physically attracted to you at all.” 
He laughs. “Sarcasm, mymy, I think I’m rubbing off on you.”
“Or just rubbing into you.” 
He snorts. “I want my cute town pup back who blushed when you said the word ‘penis’.”
“I never blushed when you said the word ‘penis’.”
“No but you blushed just about everything else.”
I nip him in the ear. He laughs.
	It feels good, all of this feels good, and it is not just the afterglow. I haven’t felt like this since… I don’t think I’ve ever felt like this. Wait that’s not true, I remember when, when I first slept with him back home in my apartment, waking up with him in my arms. He snuggles a bit closer, closing his eyes. We drift in that semi-sleep. There is another huge window in this room that grants a view of the city. The curtains are open, light pours in. There’s a building across from us. I wonder if you could see us from there. Probably could, with a good telephoto lens. I have to think about the paparazzi down stairs in the hotel, the way he looked at us. I smirk. 
“Ever had paparazzi watch you from over there?” I nod in the direction of the building.
“I don’t think so… Why?”
I shrug. We’re naked, and weren’t exactly subtle. “Just thinking it would have made one hell of a photo-shoot.”
“Perv.” He stares out of the window. “I would sue his ass, from here into oblivion.”
“Why? You want to keep me hidden?”
“Yes.” The reply makes my ears prick up curiously, “I want to keep you all for myself, at least for now.” 
I kiss him, letting it slip into a minor make-out session. 
“What?” He asks, caught off guard by my sudden affection.
“I know how you feel.” That remark makes his face light up. He kisses me again. I pull him closer wrapping my leg around his waist. He lets out a small squeal as my knot tugs at his insides. 
	I slow down, despite the fact he is rocking against me, the blushing head of his erection curiously peeking out from his sheath. At this pace we’ll never make it out of the bed, and I’m getting hungry. He sighs. The spot of sunlight on the ceiling slowly shifts as time passes.
“We shouldn’t try this when we are running late.” He remarks.
“We’d probably have a hard time explaining it to everyone.”
“Not to mention it would look… odd.”
His fingers hook into mine, pulling my arm a tad closer around him. I kiss his ear that is twitching so cutely in front of my nose.
“Swiff?”
“Hmmm?”
“I, errr… I have  a three day photo-shoot coming up.”
“When?”
“Monday. I’m leaving for Spain.” He looks up at me, searching my face for a reaction. For a moment a hundred different thoughts flicker through my mind. I choose the one that feels most honest.
“That… sucks…”
“Yeah… But I’ll be back Wednesday and we can have a long weekend.”
I take a deep breath, only to let it escape in a heavy gust. It seems we can be only happy for so long before reality has to knock on our door and fuck things up. I can feel that feeling I had earlier, back when I was alone in this apartment, it is tossed back in my face, his life, his world so different from mine. 
	“What’s the matter?”
“I’m just thinking…”
“’Bout what?”
“Where we go from here.”
He is silent. 
“I want this to work.”
“Me to.”
“But this… this is all so strange, so foreign, so unlike anything I’ve had to deal with.”
“But you said you could be ok with that…”
“It’s hard, that’s all.” I kiss the side of his face, his neck. “And you live on the other side of the country, and you’re busy with your work, and then there are travelling times, and how… how are we going to do this?”
“I don’t know. But we can always try.”
I look down into those blue eyes that stare up with a mixture of hope and fear. 
“I’m not trying to ease you into a breakup.” 
He looks away, hiding his thoughts from me. I kiss him again, harder, more urgent. 
“You hear me? I’m not. I did not overcome my fear of flying just so we could break-up a day later.”
“You are afraid of flying?”
“Kinda… But don’t change the subject.”
“Ok.” He smiles, snuggling closer. “We could try to make the long distance thing work. Coming over whenever we can.”
“Not really a fan of that, tried that once, not a big success.”
	I stare at the ceiling following the little ridges and bumps with my eyes.
“We could do half and half.”
“What?”
“You spend half the year here, with me, I come and spend half the year over there with you.”
“You don’t need to work?”
He shrugs. “I can move some things around and the Airport is not far from your town right? Won’t be perfect, but it’s better than not seeing each other for most of the year.”
“I guess I could see if we can arrange that. Till we find something more permanent.”
“Like what?”
“Like if we enjoy each other enough that we could settle down somewhere.”
“I didn’t know you were the domestic type.” He says poking me in the side with his finger.
“I could be… with the right person.”
“Are you setting this up just so you can say you love me?” 
I giggle, kissing him, “I love you Aeson.”
“I love you too Swiff.”
He turns, leaning into to the kiss, his tongue darting out and trailing along my teeth before sweeping down to slide against my own. He breaks away, it is the most beautiful thing I have ever seen. He settles back against my shoulder, stroking my chest with the back of his fingers.
	“You know I think I can pull out now.”
“Mwah. Leave it in… for now.”
“Kinky bastard.”
He giggles. It’s like the sound of a thousand silver bells.


18.
I stare stupidly at my screen, the little blinking bar indicating how far I’ve come. There is something missing. I do not know why but here I am. There was another chapter, another thing I wanted to add, though now for the life of me I cannot remember what. It was something along the lines of confusing love with lust.
“Narrating your own life again?” His arms are there before he speaks, wrapping themselves around my neck, palms down sliding down my pecks. His voice is soft, utterly devoid of irony or sarcasm. 
“Yes.”
“Can I read?” I know he can easily see what I am doing, I am not hiding it, it’s all there right in front of us on the screen, but he doesn’t look. Instead his gaze is directed downward, at the top of my head. He leans against me, his package wrapped in cotton pressing against the back of my neck, right below that little knob of my spine, in the triangle of my muscles. I can forget about writing anything meaningful. It makes me smile.
“Not yet.”
He is silent, but it is a consenting silence. A quiet acceptance of my request, he doesn’t push it, he doesn’t whine. 
	I lean back, my head resting against his flat abs. I look up into those blue eyes. I blink, and in that second a thousand images flash through my brain, one more depraved then the other. He is in his underwear, nothing else. I don’t know which pair he has selected, but it does not matter. He is resting on one leg, his arms around my neck, his tail slightly wagging, the lower half of him pressed against the chair and my neck, my head resting near his belly button, his steady breathing lightly pushes against me, and I stare, and he looks back. And there is nothing, nothing except this.
	We are at his place. It’s still largely sterile, though I have helped him expand his territory out to the bedroom. He even allows me in the bathroom in the mornings, or… tolerates me is more the word. One incident of me trying to fool around with him, while he was getting ready, led to banishment from the bathroom for three months. This I happened to discover one fine morning when I really had to go and he had simply locked the door refusing to open it. Thank god his place has two bathrooms. Still, three months of silent bathroom isolation later, I was allowed back in, understanding the unspoken rules. I smile.
	“What?”
I shake my head. “I love you.” 
His expression softens, and without saying anything he leans down and I meet his muzzle halfway. It’s the little things, I finally decide, that make me happy. The way he speaks, the way he asks for my permission to pry into certain things, and fully accepts it when I say ‘no’, the way he laughs, the way he looks at me, sometimes teasing, sometimes questioning, but always with a spark of something that lets me know he only looks at me that way, the way he can be silent, just with me and listen, or just… be there. 
“I love you too.” Silence. “So… no chance of me reading it?”
I laugh softly. “No, Nosey Rosy.”
“Can’t blame me for trying,” he says with a small shrug, which I feel, the gesture passing through the places where his body touches mine, “I am a sucker for a good book.”
I snort. “Who says it is going to be any good?”
“I know it will.” That quiet confidence. “Sure I can’t bribe you?” He says with a happy wiggle of his hips, making me smile so wide I show teeth. 
“Well I am open to bribes, though I can’t promise you that they will do anything.”
The corner of his mouth lifts itself, making his skin crease ever so slightly. I never realized that could be so attractive. “I am willing to take those chances.” He replies, that spark in his eyes. 
	It is not a relationship of lust, though he laughs at this characterisation. I will not deny it is not a big part of it, a healthy part of it, though he laughs even harder and adds ‘a fun part of it’, but it is more. I struggle for some definitive conclusion, while he is blowing teasingly in my ear. I feel the desperate urge to say… something, something intelligent, to say something universally true, to somehow justify, no, explain what we have. 
Oh well, fuck it.
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