Whitmire's War: S1E2 - Death Drive, or, Love as War


Contains: graphic gangster violence, graphic m/m sex (both con and noncon), drug use

This is a work of fiction. The story, all names, characters, and incidents are either invented or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to real rum-running foxes on the US-Canadian border is purely coincidental.

"You did WHAT, Lars?"
The scene occurs at the Whitmires' annual Christmas party, hosted at a beautiful seaside resort several days before the holiday in question. Out of the blue, Mother, standing in a shimmering silver dress accenting her rouge fur and all hyped up on some newfangled white powder, takes the glitzy floor of the ballroom overlooking the Atlantic. She heard some hearsay, I'd imagine, and the powder has gone all the way to her head. She yells into the crowd. 
"Get my son over here now!"
"But this is what we do, Annie!" my white-furred, red-eyed uncle Francis remarks from the second-floor balcony. "Let the kit have his fun! Whether his assailant was a scumbag or not is irrelevant, and the St-Clares provided the room. This is good for both of our skulks."
Antonius, our trusty corgi butler and enforcer, pipes up.
"Please calm down, Mistress Whitmire!" he pleads, beckoning with his paws. "I was the one who helped him."
Mother just seems so distraught at my actions when I thought she would be so proud. Her Cartier engagement ring, given to her by Ace Lewis, shimmers in the distance as her hands cover her snout. 
"Oh!" she laments. "Whitmire's is ruined!"
One month has passed since the Second Old Town Affair, and she just caught wind of this? Yeah, it's not all Jake anymore. 
I call my mother over to the door and explain myself as I stand above her.
"I'm sorry for disappointing you, Mother," I say, bringing my own snout down with hers and crying a couple of tears. She looks back up at my mug, and touches her paw near my wet eyes to dry them. She seems to have calmed down significantly since that outburst.
"Lars, I am not disappointed in you," Mother says. "You did the right thing. And yet, the repercussions of this act will soon come to light."
"In what way?" I question. 
I pull up a chair for my mother, sit on her lap and give her a warm embrace.
"Well, Lars Nathaniel, it could be rare, or it could be inevitable," she says.
"Explain?"
"Don't be surprised if the Temperance League or the St-Clares find you," she asserts. "Both are your enemies, my dear firstborn, and provoking one while getting assistance from the other is not in our best interest. Because, at the end of the day..."
Sigh.
"...we're the kingdom of bootlegging in the Commonwealth," we say in unison.
"I love that motto," I continue.
"It's a good one, isn't it?" Mother says. She's happy for me after all. I just need to lay low for a little while. After all, it is the Christmas holiday, so the timing is perfect, and the Christmas in Maine has snow that nonetheless tests our moonshine barrels and our coats, not to mention our business.

The Christmas party otherwise goes on without incident, with everyone snacking on fresh lobster and sipping on Tom and Jerries - not just with rum and Courvoisier, but warm Whitmire moonshine as well - while the kits scamper around the tinseled Christmas tree.
I need a short break from the mood, though. I walk from the parlor to the smoking room and take out a Sherman and my gold plated lighter. Sitting on the parlor chair, cigarette in hand, I put another Owl Jolson record on the phonograph provided in this room and sip the Tom and Jerry I brought with me before I smoke. The warmth comforts me like an old friend, compelling me to forget about Mother's hyperactive moment. 
I continue to ponder as my cigarette burns, and I inhale the smoke deep into my vulpine lungs. This is my high, not the one by the dope pushers like the St-Clares. I know I would never touch that white powder all around the party, which was first shipped up here a while back. They call it "cocaine," I believe - I wonder who else already has touched it. Besides Mother, of course.
I finish my cigarette and question myself as usual.
How did I get here? 
Leading a skulk, fighting fire with gasoline and Tennessee moonshine...
Yet, after the smoke clears, I realize I could not spend all of my time at a party by my lonesome despite my deepening thought. So, I go back to the ballroom and mingle a bit, talking to other foxes in between sips of Johnnie from my trusty flask. It seems like hours until I find my friend and business partner Axel Fairmont, standing in the back corner near the bar, closing his eyes in a trance.

Axel, a black and white husky-patterned fox with albino eyes, has grown more and more handsome since we first met as 2-year-old kits. I do know he thinks the same of me. The Fairmont and Whitmire skulks have been close allies and common enemies of the St-Clares, until the huge Portland Raid of 1923 nearly eradicated both of our bootlegging businesses and made us take Axel, the lone adult survivor of the Fairmont skulk, under our wing. He lives on the opposite side of Bar Harbor, though, so we don't see each other much aside from some occasional beat sessions. 
I remember our kithood very well. Axel and I would just play around in our underwear, bathe each other, and watch the magic lantern together like brothers. Yet, when we reached our teenage years, we seemed to drift apart just before the raid brought us back together. Axel and I are still two best pals, of course. And I love him not just like a brother, but even more so.
"Let's have a chat in my room, Axe," I say.
He stoically nods, and we walk out of the ballroom and up the spiral staircase to the room in the inn where the twins and I are staying for the night.
The twins are still playing well with the other Fairmont kits, meeting that one Arctic fox who dons a Santa Claus suit, and having fun, so I am alone with my childhood friend for a while. 
I cherish the time.

~~~

The door to our room creaks open with the turn of a key. The inn, while serviceable, still feels rather sparse and businesslike, with a washroom, two wooden beds, a lantern, a bookcase, a desk, and a fireplace, all laid out simply and efficiently. The beds are donned with beautiful white comforters containing a patchwork of blue anchors, matching the nature of the town. I look on at the salmon-tinged sunset outside the clear window as I light the fireplace.
I feel a nip at my neck, to my surprise.

"Oh, hey, Axe," I greet. "I miss this part of you sometimes."
He stares back, seated on my bed on the right side of the room next to the window, his white cheeks blushing a deep red.
"You look great tonight, Lars," Axel says back. "And you're right, it does feel like an eternity since we've done it."
"Yeah, it has," I say as I inch back and get closer to him, fireplace beginning to show its warmth.
"I doubt the heat are around because of the party, so let's get in between these cotton sheets," Axel responds.
Of course, one could add "homosexual relations" to the list of reasons the porkers could theoretically pinch me, but I'm not one to mind. I'm deep enough in this world of bootlegging and rum-running to not care about something as controversial, and well-hidden in my city, as expressing same-gender love. Certainly, not towards someone as close to me as Axel.

We start cashing and necking each other, as if we were both vixens in heat. 
"Unh, Lars, you wily and cute boy," Axel whispers to me. He sits on my bed, over by the right side, and grabs my tie, forcing me into his velveteen fur. Control is my strong suit in my line of work, but surprisingly, it is Axel Fairmont who takes control of me in these matters of the heart. 
"Axe," I moan. "Rip my overcoat off, you beautiful Sheik."
The well-muscled fox gets to work, as I do the same with his suit and tie. As we undress down to our shirts, I feel his chiseled abdomen rubbing against my tubby belly while our legs start to intertwine, and we both passionately move in and kiss deeper and deeper. 
Before I know it, we move under the down covers, and our clothes have since come off, save for our BVDs. The comforter, the fire from the furnace, and the company of my childhood friend keep me warm and cozy. Axel stays on top of me as we begin to touch one another in perfect harmony.
"Now that the mask is off, let's fuck," Axel asserts. The faint scent of Florida Water on his neck and chest, mixed with the sexy tones of his own musk, the glistening sweat from his fur, and the drool from his tooth-bared mug, makes me erect almost immediately. My member pokes from the fabric of my BVDs. 
"I'm excited, as you can see," I whisper as I blush and cover my snout before chuckling a little bit. "Give me your best."
"Duly noted, Lars," he whispers back, snarling a bit before he sticks his tongue out. He gives me a Bronx cheer, which makes me giggle a little more.
"Hehe, anything else, my dear friend?" I ask. 
He leans in for a deep kiss and, after swapping spit from our mouths, brings his tongue down across my jawbone. I softly moan as he goes across my neck, then chest, then belly, and finally, my pulsating bulge. 
He takes a quick nip of the band on my drawers and moves down, releasing my member from the clutches. He casts the underwear around my right leg, then goes back up to my crotch by licking my right inner thigh.
Slowly, Axel starts to explore all five inches of my member with his lengthy tongue, wrapping it around my girth before opening his snout all the way and taking it inside. His teeth nip delicately as he bobs up and down. He thrusts like a madman, and his tongue simply feels amazing around my penis.
I start to moan even harder as I come close.
"I'm going to..."
The sensation of his tongue, the darkness of his mouth, his fur grinding against mine, and his dimly lit face are too much. I yell at the same time I feel my knot come between his teeth, and I burst my seed into his mouth. 
"That's it," the muscular fox says, muffled by my seed.
He is able to pull away. Thankfully, for him, my knot does not reach as far as his. Certainly, enough for my flapper dame Carina, but not for Axel.
But no, sir, we're not done yet.

"My turn," Axel asserts after he swallows it up like a greedy little kit. He turns me over on the bed, taking my drawers, still hanging around my right foot after I came in sheer ecstasy, and casting them on the floor.
"Oh, this is nice," I say.
"Remember what else my tongue is capable of, brother Lars," he snarls. He lifts my bushy tail and brings his tongue in between my cheeks.
"Your musk is...oh, the most delicious thing," Axel says to me after a few good tastes. The pulsating feeling of his tongue thrusts itself behind me.
After this feeling is gone for a few seconds, I hear a bit of rustling. I feel Axel stop his tongue and bring his paw towards me on the inside. One finger, two, three, and before I know it, his hard member goes between my buttocks. I bring my paws down to spread them apart. 
Thankfully, the Old Town Affair was a fluke - I learned over time, since we first tried this at 13 or so, Axel does this extremely well. This time's different, though - a little bit rougher than usual.
"You're hurting me," I feign a cry as Axel begins thrusts his manliness behind me. "Please be careful."
He's inside my buttocks now. I scream.
"Dry up, Lars! I'm close!" he yells in return. He goes in and out, speeding like a Model A. He gives my curved rump a quick slap, making me erect again from the sheer sensation. The only thing lubricating us as he thrusts back and forth might be our natural anatomy, or it could even be some spittle from when he moved his tongue back and forth in my rectum. One thing is for sure: I can tell he has not been this rough with me since we were kits experimenting. 
Finally, the full length of my best friend's seven-inch member goes off between my buttocks. He slaps once more as I take his knot. 
"God damn!" I cry as he shoots his seed inside, his knot matching my anus like lock and key. The sheer length of his penis, coupled with the seed built up from then, makes my chubby gut bulge out just a little more.
It becomes too much for me to hold back. I cry out as I come again - I shoot my seed again, some of it caught on my paw, some flying on the wool carpet below the bed. Axel's knot starts to decrease in size, and I force my semen-covered paw into his mouth, knowing full well he tasted me before this.
"H-hffff," Axel muffles.
"Serves you for the knot, Axe!" I laugh. He taps at my arm when he's had his fill again.
"How's it taste?" I joke as I take my paw out and he swallows what's left.
"I had enough from the first time. Your seed is, well, bittersweet, emphasis on bitter," Axel says. "You're pretty good."
I still feel his throbbing knot swollen inside me - this is going to take a while to decrease in size. "You're good too," I sigh.
We neck and cuddle a little more as the furnace fire dies down with his knot.
Fifteen minutes pass, and his knot shrinks enough for him to pull out. A little bit of my blood is left on his member from the rough affair, which he wipes off before getting dressed again.

"So, why'd you kill Mathews?" Axel asks as he puts his union suit back on.
"I don't know," I remark, still nude. My bottom still feels sore from Axel's thrusting - proof that, yes, we have not had a good barneymugging in a while. "I was talking to Sylvia about why I did it, and she says it might be because of something called a 'death drive,' which we apparently already have because of our line of work."
"Huh," he snuffs. "Where'd she find out about that?"
"Some German chow chow by the name of Dr. Freud! He has some pretty interesting stuff going on in his discipline," I say as I put on my dress shirt and BVDs. "He's tried to find out why we act the way we do. And this 'death drive' thing, well, we apparently do things that bring us closer to death and repeat past experiences that we try to forget."
"Wow," Axel says.
"Sylvia picked up one of his books when we last went to New York," I say. "Beyond the Pleasure Principle, I think he called it?"
"Interesting," Axel remarks. "So in order to provide closure to your own experience, you killed Mathews. Granted, we're both only 19, but our list of transgressions would almost be a novel."
"Yeah. The Mathews murder is not even the first time I killed someone," I remind Axel. "And we always commit a crime with our love."
"What would that be!" Axel had a puzzled look on his face. His snout was sniffing around like he was inhaling my musk one last time, at least for now.
"Being a homosexual isn't legal, but I certainly have a gay time with you," I remark. "My behind still hurts."
Axel laughs. "Relax, Lars. I'll get you an aspirin," he said as he opens the door to the adjacent washroom.
"Oh, by the way, happy Christmas," I say.
"Happy Christmas to you and yours as well, Lars," Axel replies. "Your presence is a present to me. Thank you."

~~~

The days fly by in my unofficial time of laying low. Us Whitmires are staunch Catholics, and we go to mass at the seaside church all days of the Advent season, but the Christmas Eve night service is most special for a traditional reason. 

We take turns walking out of the Rover to church. I wear an old grey and deep purple pinstripe number from my dad that was tailored by the al-Carminas to fit me after his passing, with platinum cuff links and the matching hat. Mother puts on a deep red coat and hat with her Cartier ring and crimson leather gloves, while Sylvia, budding flapper as she is even at a church function, dons a more revealing emerald dress that accents her hazel eyes. The twins wear matching blue blazers and puffy white shirts, with Pax's being a few inches wider to accommodate his adorable chub. Antonius, looking dapper in a three piece, joins us for our Christmas Eve tradition as well.

Making our way to the front of the pews, much to my amusement, we bump into the Ó Faraday twins at mass in Bar Harbor for their nephew Iain's holiday christening. If memory serves me, Seamus and Siobhan are the third and fourth oldest in a family of at least fifty rabbits back home in Ireland, where the patriarch and most of their siblings live, but they immigrated to America with their elder brother Lorcan and their elder sister Mairead. Iain happens to be Lorcan's son. At least 30 members of the extended family showed up as well. Sure, our pastor Father Blankenship is an Irish hare as well, and the Whitmires have supplied the Bar Harbor church with communion wine for over three decades. Yet, it is still interesting to see so many rabbits in a single place. I could just eat that lucky little bunny for breakfast - if my predatory instincts had my way. 
Mathews' blood sustained them for now, though, and I would never prey on children, especially those of allies I respect very much. It is hard to suppress the instinct of a good kill, though. Steak and ale only do so much.

Anyway, the rabbits, both wearing matching dinner jackets with a red plaid motif to match the festive decor of their christening, cross paths with the Whitmire Lewis family after the benediction. The pale moon and streetlight both lend a glow that extends from our fur to the snowy ground below.
Siobhan gives the entire family a big hug as we walk out the door. 
"Ms. Ó Faraday!" Mother exclaims. "I'm so happy to see you this Christmas Eve! I can't thank you enough for saving our sons back in Old Town."
"Well, it wasn't just her, M'lady Whitmire," Seamus yells.
"Dry up, Seamus," I say.
"You're okay after all, Lars!" Siobhan exclaims. "I'm so glad - you were knocked out cold by the butt of that rifle from the other Temperance League fella."
Wait. That's what it was?
"Oh, I had no idea," I reply. "Was it really the butt of a rifle?"
"Yeah, he knocked yer pants off like a madman," Seamus remarks. "Right after ya met eyes with that bloke from the Temperance League."
Max and Pax nod with Seamus' words as Mother points to her watch.
"Ah...yeah, we should get going. We've got some business to take care of. Congratulations on Iain," I say as I wink back.
"The business is real good right now, ya old mates," Seamus yells back.
"Highest sales ever thanks to that panther piss!" Siobhan adds.
I shrug a little - I don't know if any pigs are here, but the expats could give them the benefit of the doubt and not talk about their love of drinking.
Mother agrees. "Those Hares from Hell should be more careful about their image," she whispers to me as we continue our walk from the church's red door.
It is certainly well and good to see them alive like that, though. The families smile and wave.
"Happy Christmas, Ó Faraday twins!"
"Happy Christmas, Whitmires!"
They forgot the Lewis. Ah, horsefeathers.

We then walk in a line, all six of us, to Father's gravesite in the nearby Bar Harbor cemetery. We each carry one poinsettia from a bouquet that Antonius picked up on our way over to church. This has been a family tradition for the past two Christmases, but the sheer solemnness of our little ceremony seems to get me every time, even three years after our father's passing. 
We cross our arms and pray by the side of the headstone, and as the current Whitmire head, I read its inscription aloud:
ARCHIBALD "ACE" NATHANIEL LUCAS WHITMIRE LEWIS
November 1, 1871 - December 11, 1921
'Life is an astounding game of chance, but only one Creator has control over it.'
I continue with an impromptu sermonette as we bow our heads and shut our eyes.
"Sadly, I think, some of the fools who love the same creator we do are compelled to believe that what we do in our lives is immoral, even if all it takes is some repentance and good works to get to His eternal afterlife," I say to the family as I look forward at my father's grave, kneeling just above the snow-covered grass and clutching my hat. "Yet, our dear father Ace Whitmire Lewis saw past those in his way, and kept his own faith alive even as he kept his life in order until the end. He was, to the end, a servant of the Lord, and a good example for all vulpine kind. I one day hope to reach that level, and I know we all do. In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit, amen."
"Happy Christmas, father," the Whitmire Lewis kits say in unison. 
"Happy Christmas, my dear Ace," Mother responds.
"We love you," we all say.
I felt relieved for the first time in three years that night. Knowing that I eliminated the soulless creature who was partially responsible for his death provided me with a true sense of closure. I open my eyes, and notice the flood of tears hit my poinsettia, drip by drip. 
The church bells ring for Christmas Day, almost perfectly in tune with our annual celebration of not only the son of God's birth, but Archibald Whitmire Lewis' life. We turn around and take a walk to the family Rover. The street lights are in tune with the frigid and white snow.

~~~

Another Christmas came and gone. I got a new revolver from my mother and Antonius, while we all pitched in to get a Tiffany necklace for Sylvia and an Oliver typewriter for the kits.
Funnily enough, coming from the post-coital conversation between me and Axel, I was also given a signed copy of Freud's Beyond the Pleasure Principle and tickets to a lecture on psychology at Bowdoin from my sister Sylvia. Up until Father's death, I was enrolled for a year and a half at the university with a perfect 4.0 GPA, so it would be one great homecoming. Yet, in spite of my state as a prodigy, the life of crime is what would ultimately sustain me for now. 
I spend my downtime in the boys' half of the townhouse, mainly reading Freud and sipping on Johnnie.

The days pass by quickly. It's already close to the middle of January, and I feel like my business partners need to know - but not the rival skulks. 
One night, after Max and Pax are calmed down from jumping about on their bed, the kits light their magic lantern and fix their eyes at some pictures projected on the wall beside their bunk bed. Max holds the lantern, while Pax furiously types away. I take a quick look on with them.
"What are those mice doing?" I ask.
"They're jumping in and out of the fox's mouth!" Pax excitedly replies as he stops typing for a second to move the slide on the lantern back and forth. 
"How does he do that?" I ask.
"The world may never know," Max says. "It's unique, right?"
I think I'm going to get them some more slides and typing paper as well on my next order from Montgomery Ward's. I might as well get that taken care of when I go out.
"Well, boys, I'm just going to be doing some desk work over here by my bed. If you need anything, let me know."
"Thanks, Lars!" they coo in unison.

I take out my feathered pen and at least 200 notecards, writing each one to my business partners about my plans for laying low. The tedium sets in several hours later, to the point where I have memorized this note word by word to the letter:

"To whom it may concern:

I have decided that the best course of action for the Whitmire Lewis skulk is to operate under a lowered profile until the end of March 31, 1925. The reason this drastic action is taking place stems from the murder of Temperance League president Matthew M. Mathews, and the police department of Old Town implicated the Whitmire and St-Clare skulks in this horrific crime. In spite of our innocence, we feel that letting the crime eventually go unsolved would lead to a strengthening of the business practices at Whitmire in a beneficial way. We apologize for the inconvenience, and appreciate your concern and support over the years.

With the utmost sincerity,
Lars Whitmire Lewis
Head Enforcer and Operator
Whitmire Ltd"

The stack of letters, all of which carry this same wording, fills my canvas bag to the brim. 

Just before I go into the Bar Harbor town center to drop my bag off to the mail carrier, I take a look around the townhouse, the windows dimly and ominously lit from the rain, as a precautionary measure. Nothing major to report. 
It is now 6 o'clock in the morning.
I walk into the kitchen and make a cup of Joe from the French press, and ring the bell as I wait for Antonius' signal.
The corgi rushes over from his guest room on Mother and Sylvia's side of the townhouse.
"Yes, Master Lars?" he asks, looking every bit as dapper even when wearing just a night shirt and pants.
"I need to travel to the Bar Harbor town center to get these letters formally announcing the temporary winding down of Whitmire Limited. Also, I'm making a quick detour to Ward's nearby. Could you fetch the car?" I ask.
"Yes, let me drive you over there, Master Lars," Antonius replies.
The corgi rushes back to get dressed and get the Rover as well. I am at least somewhat dressed, but it's all Jake to me. When Antonius returns, he looks out the window wearing a three-piece. I hop in the car, and we drive off into town.

~~~

Mailing the letters proves easy enough, but the line at Ward's takes a while. Besides my new Valet Auto-Strop razor and new Magic Lantern slides for the kits, I also buy several new books for Sylvia and a brooch for my mother. This all takes at least 2 hours plus, and the rain outside gives me an ominous feeling.

After Antonius' 15-minute drive back from town, I pass out in my bedroom.

I wake from my nap to the sound of a distressed voice. "Help me," I hear a faint cry. Seemingly, it's coming from the other side of the townhouse. I scamper to the center of the house with the Waterford chandelier hanging above. 
Out runs a terrified Sylvia, who sees me and cowers in my arms. The heavy rain outside hits the windows forcefully as if the drops are bullets, and the glow of the light outside hits Sylvia's fur, bringing forth an ominous white. I smell the faint scent of blood.
"Lars, Gerard St-Clare, he...he..."
"What happened?"
She shows her face. Her hazel eyes are seeping tears, her coal mascara runs down her face and whiskers, and she speaks in tones of misery. Now that I have a good look at my injured sister, I could feel a large bloody gash on her back as well, which is where the blood came from.
"He nearly killed me," she flatly says. "He broke into the house about one hour ago, just before you and Antonius came back. Mother beat him upside his head, but he ran back."
I try to comfort my sister. "Sylvia, I will apprehend him for you."
She looks behind and cries. "But he's the biggest criminal in Old Town - you could not possibly take him down."
"I sliced the possum who took away my innocence into pieces, tasted his blood, and set him on fire," I remind my sister.
"So Mom's suspicions are true," she responds. "You're a real sadist, brother dear."
"Just part of the job," I say. "I will get even with the St-Clare skulk for their insolence."
"But weren't you planning on keeping a low profile?" Sylvia asks.
"Not if my dear sister got assaulted by a rival, no," I answer as I give her a big hug. "It's going to be alright."
"I love you, Lars," she says, and she walks back to bed.
That's the most interaction Sylvia and I have had since Father's passing. Yet, her crime was the last straw. Whitmire's War begun with Mathews, but now, it rages on with the head of one of the greatest skulks in the business: the St-Clares.

~~~

My return to Old Town is an overnight trip again, so after a brief phone call with the cottage I stay at, which was just rebuilt, I leave in the morning with Antonius, after a good rest and a bath with the kits. 
As usual, I have my New Service in its holster on my jacket pocket and a Winchester rifle in my luggage, while Antonius packs his own heat below. The drive over feels more reserved than before until we get to the St-Clare Florist, which is the headquarters of that skulk's operations.

I have the private St-Clare password, sent to me by a friend, at the ready. It forms part of one of the few verses about our kind, in Luke 9:58:
"Foxes have holes, and birds of the air have nests."
The little fox kit at the door lets me in.
"I'm here to see G," I say as I tip my hat and we walk above the podium. The explosion from the Old Town affair still left their old barber room in shambles.
"He will see you now," the kit replies as he opens the door to the third floor offices.

I have not made face-to-face contact with Gerard St-Clare in a long time. Yet, I remember him from the other incident in Old Town. His thick, Québécois-accented speech couples nicely with his honey-colored fur, with several touches of grey throughout and an impressive paunch that could only come from drinking whiskey and eating lamb every single day. His height goes several inches below mine, which makes him slightly less imposing.
"Ah, L's! I haven't seen you since the Old Town affair!" he introduces himself, not knowing that our business meeting we planned is serving as cover for something sinister on my end.
I nod my head. "Yes, it's a pleasure to see you, Gerard."
This guy nearly killed my sister?
Impossible...
No matter the circumstance, I need to push on.
I sit across from Gerard's mahogany desk as he pours me some whiskey. Two hardened criminals seeing eye to eye, so it seems.
"Here's the deal, L's, we let you finish the job because we both agree that Mathews was a common enemy," Gerard asserts as we toast. 
"Yes, eliminating him was a personal matter, and of course, I would love to discuss the possibility of combining our distribution efforts," I say.
"Let me be clear," St-Clare responds as he goes up close to me, so much so that I can discern the stench on his breath. "Old Town does not need your cheap fire water. Get out of my office."
"No can do," I reply. "I'm here for a deal, and I'm getting a deal."
Before he makes a move, I drink and spit the whiskey in Gerard's face, rapidly jump on the desk with a catlike reflex, unholster my six-bullet revolver, fire one in the air as the startled guards behind us cower and scream, and then jump over to pistol whip the two guards quickly and cleanly. Blood seeps onto the mahogany floorboards.
"This was supposed to be a truce zone!" the surprised fox yells, whiskey dripping down his whiskers and eyes in shock of the blood.
"You have guards in here," I sigh. "What kind of truce is that?"
I aim my New Service straight between Gerard St-Clare's eyes, just over the window five stories above the Old Town downtown, and his response is to inch back with his paws raised. He dries his face and stutters.
"-w-w-why are you doing this-"
I coldly respond. "Because it's for the greater good of my business." 
But despite every fiber and hair of my body wanting to put Gerard six feet under, knowing full well nothing in his private office can be used as a weapon to defend his rapidly failing enterprise, I do not - at least, not yet. 
I assert myself, cornering him behind his bookcase and slowly crossing the gun barrel down his terrified frame. 
"In actuality, I would love for you to make a compromise with me," I warn. "I'd rather not get things too heated - I mean, I have an enforcer who regularly goes to your juice joint, and since the speakeasies are neutral ground, we've befriended your barkeeps pretty well."
I spin my revolver in my left hand and point it towards the phone.
"So, all it takes is a quick call on the rotary dial before any funny business happens five stories below, Gerard St-Clare," I say as I move it back down the cunning fox's chest.
"Yes! Yes! Okay!" Gerard responds, still scared out of his wits by my youthful assertiveness, I assume.
"But..."
I abruptly change tune. Considering what Sylvia told me about this awful fox and how he had his way with her after saying no multiple times, I am not going to let him off easily.
"You're hilarious. Compromise is no match for precision, and since you threatened my product and my sister, you crazy fox..."
I aim between his legs.
"...I think a castration is in order."
He yells, begs, and pleads.
"No, you mustn't! I have seven mistresses!"
"Tell your wife, and don't forget to mention my sister - my mother will make it all public if I call the phone at the St-Clare townhouse down the road," I say as I point my gun at the phone again. Mother comes there regularly by paying a ten-cent box to haul her there, and today is no different. "Unless, of course, you do something for me before I end your reign on Old Town and I spare your pathetic life."
St-Clare gulps.
"W-what would that be, L's?"
As I keep my gun towards St-Clare's head with my left hand, I unzip my trousers with my right and feel my paw for the hole in my union suit. I pull my erect member out, which is starting to throb at his scared mug like a reflex.
"Use that big mouth of yours on this."
I gesture with my right hand as Gerard St-Clare cowers in fear of me.
"I-I-I am twice your age, L's," St-Clare responds. "I-if I had it my way, you would suck m-mine!"
He starts to sweat very nervously.
"R-respect your elders!" St-Clare says. "I would never want to do that with a boy, even at gunpoint!"
I shrug. He's not giving up.
"Well, I'll make you do it," I say. "Let this be a lesson to you, your seven mistresses, and my sister who you tried to have your way with."
Not feeling happy with the outcome of a few minutes ago, I take matters into my own hands. I shoot his member off as he yipes.
St-Clare whimpers, and blood starts seeping out of his khaki pants. I fire my penultimate bullet on St-Clare's right kneecap. This, too, stains the pants with crimson.
"Now," I say as I take another swig of his whiskey and get comfortable on top of the mahogany desk, still holding my gun at St-Clare's mug, "get on your knees."
He shakes his head, tears in his eyes.
I aim my revolver straight at his dome.
"I said, get on your knees!" I yell furiously. "Do you want me to use this on you?" I hold a vial of ether that I stowed in my jacket pocket before visiting in case of emergency. "This in your whiskey will make you get on your knees. They go well together."
"N-no, I-I've got it, L's..." he cries out. At the end of the day, like any other rapist, perpetual cheater, or both, he's just a scared little blue-noser inside. Just for fun, I put the ether in my pocket and slap St-Clare across the face.
"I SAID GET ON YOUR GOD DAMNED KNEES!" I yell, moving the gun barrel closer to his head. "Your mahogany desk will be covered in brain matter if you aren't careful!"
As he starts to wrap his head around my member, he bobs up and down slowly.
"Faster," I say as I gesture the gun accordingly. This sensation feels unreal. My other common enemy and I, finally intertwined like nothing else.
When I finally come and knot in his small mouth, he unwraps his head and spits my seed on my jacket.
"You really are a little blue-noser, not enjoying me!" I say. "Lick it up before it sticks to my jacket."
He shakes his head and tears fall from his eyes.
"I said..."
I cock my revolver in what could only be described as a crime of passion.
"Lick up my seed. If you enjoyed my sister, you'll enjoy me."
He shakes his head again as I push the gun barrel even further between his ears.
"Last time. Lick it."
No dice.
"Then, your life is over, Gerard St-Clare. Any last words?" I take out my vial of chloroform, which was in my jacket pocket next to the ether, and pour the sweet-smelling noxious liquid onto his face. The vapor makes his limp body fall to the floor with an audible thud, and I put my revolver deep into his fur.
"I did this for my sister," I say. "May God have mercy on our souls for what we have done."
I shut my eyes and fire.
The bullet takes off, straight between the grey fox's pitch-black eyes. 
Had he just swallowed like Axel and Carina were wont to do, none of this would have taken place, but it was bound to. My plan of attack made clear that Gerard St-Clare, the womanizing grey fox who was responsible for more sexual assaults than any fur in Maine, had to die no matter the case. 

I've killed two prominent furs on two prominent sides since the last raid in 1923, in ways truly as horrific as their reputations. But while closure happens for one time, another time might not feel the same. By the end of it all, what do I have to gain? 
Mathews' terrorization of every distillery and St-Clare's assaults on everyone in Maine won't happen again. Yet, I can't help but wonder if something is missing. 

As I walk the Old Town square to the cottage with blood on my shoes, like I did several months before, I feel a deep, seething pain in my breastbone. 

How did I get here?
Do I really have a "death drive," like Sylvia said, if my encounters of late have caused others' deaths?
And what would Axel or Carina say?

Next time on Whitmire's War: the first Kits' Side interlude. Then, "White Vixen/Black Tie."
