
Mark was the first outside the art room when the bell rang. It was Valentine's Day and he was very keen to make something for Rubie. He leaned back against the cage built around the small kiln as he thought about what to make for her, he wanted to make her a card of some kind, but something that didn't fall into the boundaries of what he considered as sickeningly sweet.
He waited impatiently, stamping his feet in an agitated way while his classmates arrived in a slow trickle. Soon a pine marten arrived and stood next to him, his best friend, Ben.
"First one to art class? When did this become a thing?" He chided good-naturedly.
The little fox blushed and looked around to make sure the rest of his class weren't listening.
"I really want to make something for Rubie. Don't you want to make a Valentine's card for someone?"
Ben scratched his chin thoughtfully.
"Not really… the only girl I really like is…" but the pine marten cut himself off.
"Who?" Mark asked,
"No one." Ben insisted.
Mark shrugged and let it go. After a few minutes, the classroom door opened and their art teacher Mr. Curtain, an old bear with eyebrows like toilet brushes emerged. He immediately spotted Mark who was closest to the door.
"Hullo, Mr. Rushton." He growled, "I suppose you'll enjoy today's class." He raised his massive eyebrows suggestively,
"Why?" The little fox asked, a hint of nervousness in his voice.
"We're making Valentine's Day cards. You'll have something for your Miss Galleros." Mr. Curtain chuckled.
"I guess so…" Mark said evasively. Ever since he and Rubie came back to school, he'd had to endure the conservative teachers trying to put a stop to their relationship or the teachers who seemed a little to enthusiastic to see it continue. Mr. Curtain fell into the latter group, and while Mark liked his art teacher, he wasn't fond of his encouragement or advice.
He walked inside the large classroom. The stools on which they usually sat had been stacked on the tables, so Mark pulled a stool down for himself and Ben and sat. Ben took the seat next to Mark, while the rest of their friends, Fabian, Georgia, Wendy and Amy sat on the other stools on the table. When the class was seated, Mr. Curtain called to the class,
"Good morning, everyone."
"Good morning, Mr. Curtain." The class countered dully,
"Today we'll have some fun making Valentine's cards. You know where all the paper, paint, pastels and pencils are. Get going."
As the class stood as one to get paper, Ben asked,
"Aren't we a bit old for this stuff?"
"Probably." Mark said with a shrug, his mind on what he was going to make. He didn't want to make something covered in cutout hearts and glitter, but wasn't sure how to make it look nice, but as he got to the huge shelf of paper, he had a brainwave and knew exactly what to do.
Grabbing a sheet of plain white paper and a tin of pencils, he made his way back to the table and set to work. Over the next hour and a half, he scribbled, coloured and wrote, making something he knew Rubie would like.
When the bell rang for lunch, Mark placed his Valentine's card in his thick maths book to keep it safe, he would give it to Rubie after school when they went home together.
A couple of hours later, the bell rang signalling the end of the day. Mark charged out of the his classroom, not before making sure he still had Rubie's Valentine. He saw the beautiful otter standing at the side gate in the shade of a young tree. As he approached, he slowed, trying to decide what to say. He hid the card under his school bomber jacket and walked up to Rubie rather stiffly.
"Hey sweetie!" Rubie greeting, a wide grin spreading across her cute face.
"H-hi." He stammered, his face flushed red. While he was comfortable around Rubie, he wasn't very experienced at romantic gestures and was very nervous.

"I uh…" he shut his eyes and pulled out the card, holding it out for Rubie to take. "I made this f-for you…"
Rubie took the card and giggled.
"Thanks, Mark." She looked at the card, the front had a nice colour drawing of a beach, the words 'For Rubie', drawn in yellow pencil over the blue water.

Rubie opened the card and saw on one side a cartoony self portrait of Mark offering a bouquet of flowers, the other had a message.
'Dear Rubie, 

I don't know what to say other than thank you.

Thank you for being my friend.

Thank you for being so nice to me.

Thank you for standing up for me and protecting me when I've been bullied.

Thank you for taking me to the movies and on your the fishing trips you have with your uncle.

And most of all, thank you for making me the happiest fox in the world.

I love you, Rubie.

Mark OOOXXX'
Rubie finished reading, then looked at Mark, who was gazing up at her apprehensively. The young otters face lit up with the most joyful of smiles.
"Oh Mark." She giggled warmly, leaning down and scooping the hapless fox into the tightest of hugs. "You are very sweet." She pulled away slightly and kissed him of the lips. "I love you so much."
He let Mark down and put the Valentine's card in her bag, before pulling out a card of her own.
"I made this for you." She handed it to Mark, "Sorry it's not coloured or anything, I made this in Japanese class."
Mark looked at the cover which said, "For Mark", the title surrounded by vines and roses. He opened it and saw a pencil sketch of wild fox being nuzzled by a wild small clawed otter. The other side had a message too.
"Dear Mark,

I just wanted to tell you how much I love you and how much you mean to me. You are a good, sweet and very loving person. People as wonderful as you are hard to find, and they are worth infinitely more than their weight in gold. You are priceless and you are special. And the fact that you chose me make me so happy.

I love you more than I can say, Rubie. XXX"
Mark looked up, then he stepped forward and hugged Rubie.
"Thank you." He whispered, "I love you."
"I love you, too."
They broke apart, then Mark placed the card in his bag, then he took Rubie's hand and they began the walk home. Half an hour found the two at Rubie's house, an old two story building made of brick.
They entered to find the house empty as both had hoped, they walked upstairs and went into Rubie's room, a nicely proportioned room filled with old movie posters and posters for the sort of bands popular in the 1970s and 80s, the biggest being a poster of The Clash.
Mark put his bag down and saw a photograph Rubie's uncle had taken of them, which had been placed on her desk. The picture showed them at the beach in distant Lakes Entrance, both holding each other, smiling broadly into the camera.
When Mark turned around to look at Rubie, he gave a start when he saw the young otter was only wearing her panties. She gazed at him with a seductive smile, then walked over and wrapped her arms around him, pulling his head into her chest. As they held the embrace, Rubie quietly locked the door so they wouldn't be disturbed, should anyone arrive.
As Mark enjoyed the feeling of Rubie's soft chest fur, felt a warm tingling fill his crotch and suddenly his underpants started to feel uncomfortably tight. He looked up to say something, but the moment he opened his mouth to speak, Rubie kissed him deeply, pressing her tongue into his muzzle, Mark let out a soft moan and closed his eyes.
After a long moment, they broke apart, and Rubie slide to her knees and leaned down so her head was level with his hips. She grabbed the waistband of his shorts and pulled them down, revealing his white underpants which had a tremendous bulge in them.
"You excited, sweetie?" She asked, warmly.
"Yeah…" Mark replied nervously.
"So am I."
She grabbed the elastic waistband of Mark's underpants and pulled them down, revealing his hard red flesh standing to attention inches from Rubie's mouth. Without a word, she grabbed his member and leaned forward, opening her mouth.
"Wait Rubie!" Mark protested, "What are you doing?!"
But Rubie ignored him and closed her mouth around his penis, Mark let out a startled yelp and he felt her soft maw enclose him. His member gave a strong twitch as his knot swelled and he felt the wonderful tingling fill his flesh. Then Rubie started to move her head, taking his member deeper in her mouth, beginning to suck on his flesh. The young fox let out a loud moan of ecstasy.
"R-Rubie!" He whimpered, "That feels so… good!"
Rubie looked up at Mark's face and was delighted to see her little fox lover's face flushed with a look of pleasure. She began flicking the tip of his member with her tongue, just to see how he'd react. Mark began to whimper loudly.
"Please Rubie! Don't stop!" He pleaded,
Rubie was very tempted to stop, just to tease Mark, but looking at the look in his big green eyes, she decided to be merciful and kept going.
Mark was lost in ecstasy, the touch of Rubie's warm mouth and tongue felt wonderful and could feel his climax rapidly building inside him. His legs began to tremble as his orgasm neared, becoming unwilling to hold up his weight.
"Rubie! I'm gonna…! I can feel it coming!" He cried in warning but a moment later, he felt his member give a wonderful throb and felt his semen squirt out of his tip and into Rubie's mouth. He let out a loud yiff as he came, his legs buckled and he began to fall, but Rubie caught him before he hit the ground.
Mark felt her lift him up, carry him over to her bed and rest him down on the soft sheets. She levelled her face with his, he could see a trickle of his white seed oozing from between the young otter's jaw and jowls. He smiled at her, she returned the smile before leaning down and giving him a short gentle kiss, for a brief moment, Mark could taste the odd residue of his climax. They gazed into each other's eyes for what felt like a very long time, before Rubie asked,
"Would you like to mate?"
"Yeah." Mark replied with a coy smile.
"How do you want to do it? Do you want me on top or…"
"No." Mark said, "I want to be on top, I want to make you feel good."
Rubie nodded and climbed up onto the bed and lay on her back next to Mark, sliding her panties off and throwing them aside. The little fox sat up and crawled between Rubie's spread legs, clutching his still hard member in his hand. He jostled closer to Rubie, before leaning down and pressing his erection against the lips of her vagina which parted, allowing Mark to slide inside. Both let out moans as they joined, Mark felt his knot inflate as went deeper and soon the bulbous base of his shaft bumped against Rubie's entrance. Mark leaned forward and embraced Rubie, the young otter returned his embrace happily and held him close.
When they were both comfortable, Mark began to pull out slowly until only a third of his length was inside, then thrusted forward until his knot bump against Rubie's entrance. He gave a shudder as Rubie's tight insides momentarily clenched his intruding member, his penis gave a tingling twitch inside her, then he pulled out and thrusted in again. As he felt the slick walls of her vagina rub and clench against the length of his penis, he began to feel the welcome tingling fill him once again.
Rubie smiled down at Mark, savouring the feeling of his warm flesh filling her over and over again. She stroked Mark's back as he thrusted, starting at his shoulder blades and moving down until her hand brushed his bum. Every time her hand met his rear, she would gently encourage his thrusting with her hand. She did this for a while before she kept her hand on the fox's buttocks, gently squeezing every so often.
A moment later, Mark gave a huge jump of surprise, he had felt one of Rubie's fingers brush his tailhole in a very deliberate manner. He stopped thrusting and looked Rubie with a quizzical expression, but the look she returned said quite plainly that she didn't think she'd done anything out of the ordinary.
"Something wrong?" Rubie asked, a hint of amusement in her voice.
"N-no." Mark replied, but he still felt a little weird. He cautiously resumed his thrusting, wondering if Rubie had done it deliberately or not but almost immediately he felt Rubie's finger rub his tailhole again.
"What are you doing, Rubie?!" Mark growled softly, Rubie hadn't stopped rubbing him.
"Just something I've been wanting to try." Rubie replied, mischievously. "Don't you like it?"
Mark didn't reply, he was far too embarrassed to admit that it felt nice, he just kept thrusting while Rubie rubbed him. Both began to moan louder as they continued, both feeling pressure building inside them, promising release. When Mark felt the pleasure build inside him and he began to thrust faster and a little rougher, he gazed lovingly into the otter's eyes.
"Rubie!" Mark panted, "I'm getting close!"
"So am I, keep going." Rubie breathed, before leaning her head forward and kissing Mark deeply.
Mark starting thrusting as fast and hard as he could, trying to push his knot inside Rubie with every thrust. As he went though, he felt Rubie's finger push against his anus rather hard, he gasped and gritted his teeth, but Rubie kept pushing until he felt her finger slip inside his rear. He broke the kiss and let out a yiff as Rubie started moving her finger in and out shallowly. He felt his whole body shudder with unexpected pleasure, the tingling wasn't just in his member now, he could feel it in his tailhole too.
"That feels weird!" He cried breathlessly, "I can feel-!"
The little fox felt himself go over the edge, his penis gave a huge wonderful twitch and he felt a stream of his semen eject into Rubie. He thrusted forward with all his might, his member still releasing streams of his seed, trying to knot Rubie. The tight entrance of Rubie's vagina finally gave way and let his knot inside, the otter gave a squeak as she reached her climax, feeling Mark's warmth fill her. They tensed and clutched each other as their bodies went haywire, until finally they relaxed, Mark rested his head against Rubie's chest, completely spent.
Rubie pulled her finger out of Mark's rear and gave her hand a rest, while her other hand moved up and scratched him behind the ear.
"Enjoy that, sweetie?" She cooed, her voice full of love.
"Mhm." Mark mumbled, his voice muffled through Rubie's chest fur.
"So did I."
They lay there for what felt like hours, not talking, simply holding each other. Finally Mark lifted his head up and offered Rubie a happy smile.
"Rubie." He murmured,
"Yeah?"
"Happy Valentine's Day."
Rubie grinned, and gave him a soft kiss.
"Happy Valentine's Day, Mark."

