Several hours into vacation and hundreds of miles from home and passing through states and into new territories. The scorching summer heat of the world outside is mocked by the air conditioner blasting frigid coolness in their faces. Trees sit deathly still on both sides of the almost abandoned freeway, barely a forest to the right as it serves as more of a mask for what is hiding beyond the tree line.

Oliver's bare feet are sat carefully on the dashboard, his grey-furred legs basking in the sun. In the back seat sit their adopted sons, bickering and swatting one another with their tails as they restlessly wait in their white briefs. Despite it being his vacation first and foremost, Elliot's designation as driver is undisputed. Too long and far of a drive to pressure the feline passenger to take responsibility. As they near their destination with the GPS reciting its instruction to turn right in one mile, the trees begin to give way and offer the occasional glimpse of titanic walls.

The size of a medium town with all its amenities, Winter Deer's Resort and Waterworks can be found directly in the centre of a 200 mile square of territory carved out from the state it is embedded within. Purchased for half a trillion dollars following an economic disaster, the new territory brought life to a withered husk of rural land and with it opportunity. Over 60% of the inhabitants work at the park, while the remainder support the function of the territory as it exists, politicians, healthcare providers, security and the like nearer to the borders.

Peak of the season and booked months in advance, the overflowing parking lot betrays the emptiness of the roads leading to the resort. Humongous water-slides tower beyond the inner walls, equally large roller-coasters visible further in the distance. To the furthest edges of the lot the landscape is immaculately maintained, with nary a scrap of litter to be seen. Turning at last into the lot, the barricade buzzes and spits out a ticket – 3/21/2, their assigned space by lot, column and row.

Navigating the packed lot towards the park's primary entrance, Oliver, Everette, and Joey pile out of the car as their chauffeur locates their spot. It doesn't take long to find one of the only empty spaces in the lot directly beside the entrance. Elliot takes a deep breath as he parks and steps out of the car wearing cargo shorts and a polo shirt. His obsession with planning and efficiency beginning to rub off on his lackadaisically inclined feline partner. The trunk houses two suitcases and a backpack loaded with laptops and electronics to pass the park's closing hours.

Waiting through a lengthy queue amongst the labyrinth of ropes, the family stand and walk silently despite the clamour of others around. Joey and Everette escape beyond the confines of the line, their endless energy needing expenditure, now bouncing excitedly as they stare through the gate. After another thirty minutes shuffling up to the front counter with the sun beating down on him Elliot stares intently at the young girl, a brown and white beagle wearing squared frames. “We have a booking for the hotel,” he says, feeling around his pockets for the paper with their booking. Realising it had not made its way off the kitchen counter, he retrieves his wallet and passes his ID across continuing, “It's either under that name or Katzov.”

“Do you have any ID for the other name?” she asks, searching the records for a matching name.

Elliot searches his wallet for a copy of Oliver's bank card, presenting it with a groan, “Yes.” Taking back their identification and slipping it into his pocket he asks, “All good?”

“One moment, there's something I've never seen,” she replies, looking at her colleagues.

“How long is it gonna take?” Elliot brings his paw to his face and covers his eyes, a yawn escaping as he turns to face Oliver.

The girl trails her finger across the screen, reading intently and nodding with vague understanding before explaining, “Okay, it's saying you've stayed with us before at our old location. But I think that should be just for the hotel people.”

“So we can go in?” he presses, cocking his head to the side and fixing his gaze on his partner.

Presenting four straps, two blue and two green and sliding them across the counter with a smile she explains, “These will get you inside to experience the park, however hotel guests receive secure passes upon check-in.”

With a pleasant smile and nod Elliot receives the bands and replies, “Thank you very much.” His teeth grind as he passes out of view, distributing the green bands to the children and passing the other blue to Oliver. Joey and Everette break into a sprint inside upon fixing them to their wrists, darting into the park and weaving through the crowd. “You're on childcare duty,” Elliot says with a casual wave, walking in the direction of the hotel with the two suitcases rolling behind on the concrete path.

As though sucked through a portal away from the chaos outside, Elliot passes through the sliding doors and into the silence of the reception. The concrete transitions to carpet beneath his feet, and surrounding him are dozens of couches and tables that guests have escaped to from the outdoors. Considerably more at ease among the seemingly professional audience, the rabbit breathes a sigh of relief and approaches the counter, running his fingers through the gold embossed design. Its naturally deeper brown grains speak to the quality of walnut wood used to piece it together, the pattern rarely disturbed on inspection.

Wearing a black polo with the company logo and slacks to match, the figure leans forward to steal Elliot's focus. “Pardon me, are you checking in?” the concierge asks.

Snapped from his fetish for the counter-top and looking up he replies, “Yes. Apologies, was just admiring the lovely workmanship.”

The concierge chuckles and sweeps the dark brown hair aside to reveal a pair of equally brown eyes. “The reception received a new fit-out recently. It's all brand new furniture here, along with at the bar.” Extending a feminine hand and directing his attention towards the back of the reception area where there is a second installation, the shelves stacked with alcohol of all makes.

Positioned behind the bar is a man whose size is mocked by the higher shelves. “It looks amazing,” Elliot says, a smirk on his face as he lays a paw on the concierge's arm.

A visible blush and flick of the rat's lithe tail betrays the professional act as they stand tall and reply, “What name is your booking under?”

“I believe it should be under Katzov,” he answers, paw trailing back to exploring the counter, feeling for any warped wood around the invisible joints. “The girl at the gate said something about having stayed at the old location and it should be for hotel staff?”

With a few keystrokes and a wave of the spindly pink tail, the concierge raises an eyebrow. “Ah! Here we go. You're in the fourth floor family... suite,” the rat replies, contemplating on the word as the heavy lisp accents it.

“Thank you very much. They also said something about secure passes too.” Elliot leans across the counter-top, head poking around on the opposing side.

The concierge takes a step back and raises an eyebrow, pressing on the wood and revealing an otherwise hidden compartment. A few hefty plastic bracelets fall out, of which they take two before packing the rest back inside. Repeating the process on another invisible door, significantly larger bracelets are kept where two are taken. “Let me get them configured for your room.” Each pair of bulky plastic is mounted on a platform which brings them to life with a subtle buzz. “And done. Two adults.” The concierge hands Elliot the two small bracelets first. “And the two children.”

Elliot stares at the bands in confusion for a long moment, eyebrows furrowed together as he attempts to make sense of them and the blank LED screens. “Uh... huh.”

“The two bracelets are for the adults, and the collars are for the children.”

“Ohhhh.” The realisation is drawn out and he nods in understanding. “That makes a bit more sense,” he chuckles, wrapping the first bracelet around his wrist and feeling a set of buttons inlaid in the side. Pressing one the screen is illuminated with a screen displaying the names of the two children.

“The safety and security of our guests is among our largest considerations here. If you keep playing with that you're likely to trigger an alarm and have all our employees searching for a missing child,” the concierge interrupts and explains. “Top button is select. Bottom let's you pick who you want to find.” The grip is gentle as they fold their fingers around Elliot's wrist to hold it in place. Pressing the second button, the selection swaps between Everette and Joey. Pressing the first once more on Joey's name, it triggers a continuous and strong vibration in one of the two collars which is matched by the bracelet. “Once makes them both vibrate. The closer they are the more intense.”

Demonstrating with two quick taps of the button next, the collar announces, 'Joey is west of your position.' Adding a third in quick succession it adds, 'Joey is less than one foot away.'

“That's pretty handy,” Elliot remarks.

“Thank you. We prefer our guests enjoy their vacations with peace of mind, and it helps to forego panic among visitors. If you hold the button down for five seconds, a silent alarm is issued to all staff within a 100 foot radius of the child along with their description. And if held for ten seconds, a park-wide alert is issued, along with a siren from the child's collar, and emergency services being contacted.”

“And there's the scary side.”

“It evolved out of... well the old resort had no way to locate guests,” the concierge lets out a sigh. “But we're happy to report no major incidents here!” From the corner of the reception there is a thunderous applause, barely impeded by the bulky doors. “These also serve as your room keys, simply hold it to the scanner beside the door. The kids.” They demonstrate by pulling a tag on the bottom of the collar reveals the key embedded within which retracts when released.

Another eruption of noise breaks out, this time the doors are swung wide open and come to reveal a swarm of boys of all ages. Some completely naked, others wear underwear, and even fewer are fully clothed. The naked bolt for the exit, bouncing impatiently a few feet behind Elliot as the door remains glued closed. The first adult who left the hall, a black hyena with a tan chest chases the children to the entrance wearing nothing but a pair of black trunks. “Thank you!” he huffs, standing much taller than Elliot if not for the extra foot of height added by the rabbit's rigid black ears.

With his dexterous fifth limb the concierge had whipped the button on the wall to disable the automatic doors in a flash.“You're welcome. Your troop isn't the first this summer and it won't be the last,” he reaches across and touches the hyena's arm, tail swaying over the counter as the rat's delicate fingers slip down the muscular forearm and to the other man's hand. The throng of naked boys causes Elliot to avert his hazel eyes away from the exit, only to notice even more cubs stripped to their underwear if wearing anything at all.

The man seems to blush, peering at the concierge's name-tag. “I bet they're all nightmares running around like that aren't they, Sandy?”

“You've seen one troop, you've seen them all.” They shrug in mutual understanding. Five more adults approach the counter, two men in underwear, two in swim trunks, and a woman dressed modestly in trunks and top, the cool air causing some noticeable excitement through the fine fabric. The remainder of the scouts follow this crew, the cubs suppressing their obvious energy which causes their small frames to tremble with excitement. “Shall I open the doors?” Sandy asks.

“One moment,” the troop leader answers, smiling and casually withdrawing his paw from beneath the concierge's fingers. “Boys! Please remember you're supposed to be an example of the troop, stay with your group, listen to your chaperone, if you feel sick and want to come back inside, tell your leader and come right back.” The man's shyness is replaced by confidence in front of his troop. The previously rowdy group who'd rushed the door nod intently, raising their right paw to their heads in salute. “Now you can.”

Reaching behind to press the button with his hand, Sandy winks at the hyena and offers a smile. The doors slide open and the scouts walk out in single file after their chaperones, his brief speech muting a lot of their energy. Elliot presses his thumb and middle finger against his temple, covering his eyes in the process. He relaxes against the counter and looks over his shoulder at the concierge. “Wait!” one of the naked crew emerges from the bathroom yelling.

Drawn to the noise, Elliot peeks through the slot in his fingers, the boy running outside sporting a fuzzy black tail hanging high in the air leaving his rear exposed while he chases the group outside. “What's with the naked cubs?” he queries.

“You attended the old resort, surely you're familiar,” Sandy remarks.

“My husband did, I did not,” Elliot replies.

“Oh! I apologise.” The rat's grey ears pin back. “The founder, Winter, was an avid nudist. The original hotel site was a nudist resort on the beach. After the purchase of the land we're on, and his passing, there was a compromise on his views by the shareholders. During peak season guests twelve and under may be nude, but thirteen and older must wear underwear as a minimum. During the off-season it returns to being a wholly nude experience for those who choose to do so.”

Sitting casually in the shallows of a wave pool with Oliver standing guard from the edge, Joey and Everette swim around one another. Taking turns to tug their adoptive brother's tail and launch a spray of water direct into each other's face while the sun saturates the sky. The white briefs have turned mostly transparent, exposing their privates to the delight of each boy, grinning as they stand and wave at the feline watching over them. “Dad! Take a photo!” Everette shouts, throwing an arm around the kelpie.

Down to a set of grey trunks to match his fur already with nary a pocket in sight, Oliver shrugs and replies, “If you keep that pose up as long as its taken El to be done yeah, I can take a photo.” His claws dull as he drags them over the concrete, eyes narrowly fixed on the hotel entrance waiting for a sign of the rabbit.

Sealed shut since he'd entered, the tinted hotel doors slide open in agony. Matching them with the gradual open are Oliver's eyes growing wider, his chest pounding as he takes a deep breath as a swarm emerges. Boys of all ages in varying degrees of undress, the majority bare-bottomed with sheaths and flaccid shafts on display. Feeling an all too familiar swell in his underwear he abandons his post beside the pool and joins the two boys. “Holy,” he huffs, pushing past his charges and wading nearer to the collapse of the waves.

Joey breaks from his brother and looks towards the doors in alarm. As soon as his mind processes the scene he shrugs and chases the feline to the deeper end of the pool leaving Everette behind momentarily. “Oliver,” Joey starts to chastise the man in place of his missing father.

“Don't,” he replies, looking around at the other guests all enjoying themselves. “You told me to pick this place because he couldn't spend time trying to get a sale.”

Staring into the water and conceding, the black-furred dog ducks beneath a wave as Oliver is swept upwards. Neither moves from their position, maintaining a small area between the three as Everette joins. Running out far behind the initial group is a lone black husky, a blue belly to match his hair and paws. “Bunch of hotties there, huh?” Everette remarks, carefully prodding his brother in the stomach with his elbow and adding a sly wink to his father.

Oliver adjusts his glasses, a pair of thicker, squared frames more akin to Everette's to safeguard his eyes amidst their water-park hi-jinks. “Maybe he didn't see them,” he muses, scratching his head nervously, running through his memory at the entrance for sight of a bare booty but coming up short. After agonising in the water Oliver takes in a deep breath and attempts to mask himself behind Joey.

Elliot appears out of the hotel, his hazel eyes transfixed on the small patch of the grey tabby fur visible. The dead stare and steady pace are a nightmare given form as he comes to stand at the edge of the pool, looming over the three of them. “Excuse me, sir, do you–” the lifeguard posted a few feet away intercepts.

“Daaaad~!” Joey's voice cracks as he splashes about desperately to divert some attention to himself.

Immediately the otter has broken form and leapt into the pool, surging towards the cub screaming and flailing. “I've got you!” he proclaims, hoisting Joey out of the water and running him back to solid ground. The other guests look on with dumbfounded expressions, the incident having started and been resolved before even the next wave could form.

Shoving the man away with a contemptuous look, Joey remarks, “I was just calling to my dad.” He points a finger to Elliot, now towering over the both of them.

The otter's brown eyes snap between the pair, his expression flitting between confusion and understanding as the wrinkles in his brain work overtime. “O-oh. OH!” He jumps to his feet and forces a smile, wrapping both paws around one of Elliot's white paws. “Habit. Hear a kid scream once you've heard it a hundred times, can't always get 'em right!” the man speaks quickly. “We always try to be on top of everything,” he chuckles. “Better safe than sorry.” The script seems tired though the blue eyed otter sells it as sincere.

“Doing your job keeping all the guests safe, right?” Elliot smiles, resting a paw on his son's shoulder and giving it a light squeeze.

“No drowning incidents since opening!” the man's pride in the achievement is palpable.

Oliver and Everette wander out of the pool casually, the fox sitting down and roughing up the black fur adorning Joey's head. The light squeeze tightens as Elliot acknowledges them. “I told you to keep an eye on them,” he nags.

Smacking him across the shoulder Oliver replies, “We don't need to babysit if they're all over it.” The feline's sharp teeth show through a polite smile to the guard.

“The enjoyment, safety, and security of all our guests is our highest priority,” the guard interrupts.

“Exactly.” Oliver points out the triangular setup for lifeguards around the pool, along with the patrolling security, the lifeguard returning to his post. “Besides, you took forever to get out. You trying to sell someone furniture?”

“Nah, I've already done that,” Elliot replies, checking his neatly manicured fingernails with a smarmy grin. “I was getting us moved up and to the penthouse. Turns out flirting and $50 is enough for an upgrade if you gamble $500,” he chuckles.

“Well, I guess if you can't sell anything that means you don't have to worry about working on vacation again,” Joey says. One batch of older scouts return to the wave pool, sporting a mixture of briefs, trunks, and boxers. Most wear a pair with solid colours to match their naturally surrounding fur, only a few of the adolescents daring to wear what doesn't match and even fewer daring to wear white. Joey and Everette freely eye the slightly older boys, smirking and nestling in close to one another, whispering which they think is packing a sizeable shaft or prefers it in the ass.

“There's another El,” Everette teases, directing with a subtle nod of his head at a rabbit almost identical in fur to their father.

Joey grins at the rabbit still looming over them and replies, “Bet that guy takes it.”

Leaning into his partner's side and planting a peck on the white furred cheek Oliver interrupts, “Bet not one of 'em could get you to go hands-free like him though.” He gives each child a gentle prod on the forehead as his partner turns away, arms folding across his crotch. “You guys can knock yourselves out, I've gotta go take a piss.”

Elliot fumbles with the collection of bands and collars around his arm, unlocking the second adult bracelet. “Don't hold down a button any longer than five seconds or you set an alarm off,” he explains. “You can find the kids if you get worried, I won't be too far though.” Elliot unlocks the collars and presses a button on the bottom of one, pinging a signal to illuminate the with Joey's name. “Chin up.” The collar clamps around his neck snugly.

“Unless you're about to start tugging that thing it's not going around my neck,” the fox scoffs tucking his chin in defiance.

Oliver backs off and points at his crotch, shrugging coyly as he hurries off in search of a restroom. With an arm extended and the collar limply dangling from between thumb and index finger Elliot replies, “It's the collar or you can enjoy waiting in lines for anything beyond the pools.” A brown paw lurches forward and folds around the plastic, cracking it open further and latching it around his neck. “Room key is a thing tucked up in the front, pull it out and you can get in the room whenever, gotta use it to get to our floor too.” Elliot pulls down on a small tag, unveiling a leash at the back beside the locking mechanism, looping it back around in front of the boy with a wink. “Later,” he winks, tugging it twice quickly and allowing it to retract.
