Alpha Bitch
by Havoc

“Uncertainty is the only certainty there is, andwing how to live with insecurity is the only
security.”
- John Allen Paulos

S

As soon as Kenneth walked into the Level 1 Calcalassroom, every single head turned to
stare at him, and he stopped in the doorway. Esgeyin the world was on him, or so it seemed to. him
Of course, maybe the people inside had every retasstare, since Kenneth was, after all, the only
human in the class.

As a matter of fact, he was the only human in titee school. When Kenneth had been in his
senior year of high school, and was applying téegeals, he had meant to submit his application to a
university called Graystone School of Math and 8o a prestigious school in Virginia that offered
many advanced degrees in engineering, physicsotiied related pursuits, and which catered almost
exclusively to human students. However, somewhlerggahe line something had been filed
incorrectly, and Kenneth's application had fousdnty to the admissions office for Gragne
University, a more generalized institution a fewns over from Graystone that was marketed only to
furs. While the school did offer the kinds of degge¢hat Kenneth was after, in addition to a mudtewi
selection typical of larger schools, it hadn't béemschool he'd wanted to go to. But, unforturyatel
nobody had noticed the mistake until it was toe.l8Vhen the acceptance letter had arrived,
congratulating him, Kenneth could have turned wdpbut that would have meant having to wait a
whole year for the next college admissions season.

So, reluctantly, he'd accepted admission to Gragma@asoning that if things didn't work out so
well he could always transfer to another schoohisrsophomore year. And now he had the rather
dubious honor of being the very first human adrdittethe Historically Furred School in its neasyot
hundred-year history.

Orientation week had been rather interesting. Kémhad grown up in a pretty small town, and
though there had been furs living in the area lterfeaver really had much interaction with them. &l
the students at his high school had been humapahents' friends were all human, and all of their
neighbors had been human. Now that he was at Gragjnk@nneth was surrounded by furs of all
kinds of species. Feline, canine, equine, reptilgaman...Every single race that lived under the wsas
represented at Graymane, and now humans were ks wel

Kenneth's academic adviser had been very undemtpabdout his discomfort at his

surroundings. He was a very affable ocelot whodathnner that put Kenneth at ease during theitr firs



meeting, the Friday before classes were set tbfstathe fall semester. When Kenneth had expressed
his desire to transfer to another school aftefrieishman year, the fur had clucked his tonguédila lit

and said, “A shame...” When Kenneth had asked hivat\we had meant by that, he replied with, “Well,
you have a chance to experience some new challelbg@sning to deal with new people, overcoming
the prejudices that are innate with small town lifewould be a shame to pass that up just because
feel a little uncomfortable, wouldn't it?”

He wasn't sure that he bought that argument, rdally..well...it was something for Kenneth to
think about. And ihad allowed him to put a new face on his feelingsK&aneth had decided that
maybe he would give it until at least the end @fylkar before he made up his mind about whether or
not to transfer.

Kenneth tried not to think about how uncomfortaidewas as he put his foot over the threshold
and stepped into the classroom. He had always lkedrof shy and awkward. Kenneth was short
(barely five and a half feet tall) and lightly uihot exactly scrawny but not muscular, with meaiu
length black hair that often obscured his hazetsepe usually wore baggy clothing, favoring swester
or long-sleeved shirts, and cargo pants with lb{soakets, and had a general appearance that beuld
summed up very well as “nerdy”. The only thing thatld have completed the image would have been
coke-bottle-thick glasses, but thankfully he hadlenthe switch to contact lenses a few years irgh hi
school. In his off time Kenneth liked playing vidgames, reading, or just studying. He wasn't very
athletic, had given up playing team sports whewaeg still in elementary school, and about the only
sort of physical activity he really enjoyed wasming, which he did on a regular enough basis t@kee
healthy. In fact, Kenneth was a much better rutimen anyone would have suspected just by looking
at him, and he might have made a decent tracktatiflee'd had the interest in joining a team. That
however, might have taken too much time away frasrstudies, and Kenneth was decidedly against
that.

For now, he kept his head down to look at the flaod he walked to the back of the classroom
where he took an empty seat. A few of his fur ¢testes watched him as he sat down, twisting in their
seats to get a better view of him. Most of themenfesm larger cities, and so were used to humauts, b
a few of them probably came from towns just as kasahis, and they were curious as to what a human
was doing at “their” school. Kenneth avoided tlggize and looked at his watch. Half past eightl Stil
fifteen minutes until the class was scheduledada.so that he wouldn't have to look at anyone,
Kenneth busied himself with pulling out his scheopplies and arranging them on his desk, gettiag hi
pencil, paper, calculator, and textbook ready.

“Hey. You.”



Kenneth jumped a little, dropping his pencil on tloer. He quickly leaned over to pick it up,
and then looked up to see who had been speakiagdi8g right next to him was a female German
shepherd, easily at least half a foot taller thamdnd very strongly built. She was wearing a black
tank top and green camouflage shorts which compiieteher nut brown-and-black fur, and her long,
pointed ears were lined with gold ring piercingsr lthuzzle was drawn back into a contemptuous
sneer, revealing sharp white canine teeth, andvalsestaring right at Kenneth with her brown eyes.

He swallowed, intimidated by the female's appearafigh...Y-You mean me?” he stammered
in reply.

“Of course | mean you, idiot,” the canine fur sneg@t him. She pointed at the chair he was
sitting in. “You're in my seat. Move your ass.”

“Sorry, |...1 didn't realize we had assigned séadsnneth tried to explain. “I didn't mean to...”

“Quit your whining and get out of the chair, wimgsfie hissed at him. She flexed one arm. If
Kenneth had to guess, just on a hunch, he'd hasaytthat she was probably pretty strong. “Before |
have tomakeyou get out of it.”

With little other option than to have a fistfigint the classroom, which was definitely not
appealing, Kenneth quickly gathered up his studf stood. The German shepherd gave him a little huff
of contempt and pushed him out of the way withrargf thwack of her bushy tail, sitting down in his
place. Still a little frightened, the human retezhfrom her, going back up to the front of the €las
where the professor was standing at his podium.

“Excuse me...uh...ma'am?” Kenneth said, somewhakiyne'Professor?”

“Hm?” The professor, a middle-aged female red palutked up at him from where she had
been studying her lesson plans. She blinked irriserpt seeing a human standing before her, but
covered herself well. “Yes, what can | help youh®iDid you walk into the wrong classroom by
mistake?”

“No, no, it's not that,” the human said, shaking Inead. “I was just wondering where | should
Sit.”

The professor blinked again. “I beg your pardon?”

“Where should | sit?” Kenneth repeated. “Which ssahine?”

“Oh!” The professor waved a hand to the entirestlasm. “You may sit wherever you like. We
don't have assigned seats here. Whatever is cahferfor you is perfectly fine with me, so long as
you can hear me clearly.”

Kenneth was suddenly confused. “OhT.ien what was that girl talking about.:@m...Okay.

Thanks.” His cheeks turning a bit red, the humastlman turned back around and looked for another



empty seat. He found one in the middle of the ctasg, three seats up and one to the right of the se
he'd previously occupied. Kenneth sat down witigh,salready feeling like the day had been a
disaster.

“Don't worry about her.”

“Huh?” Kenneth looked to his right. One of his damtes, a male black cat, was looking at him
with a friendly expression on his face.

“Grace. Don't worry about her. She's always lika.thThe fur extended a hand to him. “My
name's Jake. I'm a sophomore.”

“Oh.” Remembering his manners, Kenneth shook Jdieaid. It was a little weird to feel fur
instead of skin. “My name's Kenneth, but | prefenkKI'm a freshman.”

Jake chuckled a little. “I know. Hell, everyone kvs People are talking all over campus about
the new human student.” He jerked a thumb caswoally his shoulder at the German shepherd. “Like |
said, that's Grace. Grace Brandt. She's a sendislze's on the girls' field hockey and basketball
teams. She's kind of a bitch, but she's popularabmpus, and sHevesbullying underclassmen. | saw
what she did a minute ago. Just try not to lebthbr you. She probably just picked you to mesh wit
because, well, you kinda stand out around here.”

“Great,” Kenneth grumbled, slumping down in hisiclzelittle bit.

“Anyway, nice to meet you,” Jake said. “Maybe aftlrss | can show you around campus a
little bit. | get the feeling you've probably beswoped up in your dorm room since orientation.”

“...Good guess,” Kenneth said, finally managingaarkward smile. “I, uh...It's been a little
weird for me here. | haven't had a whole lot ofengnce with...well, you know. Different people.”

Jake cocked an eye at him. “You mean furs, rige$, that's cool, but you better get used to it
here. There are a lot of us around, in case you'tadticed.”

“Yeah, I...I noticed...”

The professor cleared her throat then and callea@ldss to order. She introduced herself as Dr.
Xue, and welcomed them to her classroom for Lev@alculus. She handed around a stack of lesson
plans for them all, which listed the class subjeagk by week as well as the dates for major tests,
midterms, and course finals. After that, she infednthem that she liked to know each of her students
personally, and invited them each in turn to stamd introduce themselves.

When it came to be Kenneth's turn, he stood umdrtp hold down his anxiety.

“Well...uh...My name is Kenneth Thomason. I'm afm@man, and this is my first time going to a school
like this. I, uh...”

He was interrupted by a laugh and a familiar véioen the rear of the classroom. “Ha! What



did you say your name was? 'Skinneth'?”

Kenneth felt his face turn red as he looked oveishbulder at Grace. She was openly pointing
at him and laughing. As he looked about at theatste class, he could see that some of his
classmates were laughing along with her. Otherplgitnooked amused, some seemed embarrassed for
him, and the rest looked as though they were trionignore what was going on. His face burning,
Kenneth quickly sat back down, slumping down indhiair. Dr. Xue quickly got the class quieted
down again, and then she continued on around tiva Bs the students introduced themselves.

The rest of the lesson went uneventfully. Kenng#dtto pay attention to the lesson as much as
he could, but he was still dwelling on Grace arellay she had teased him. He'd experienced his
share of teasing in high school, for his nerdy bakd his bookish ways, but he had hoped that he
would be getting away from all of that once he tgoainiversity. Now, though, it looked like things
were going to be more of the same, at least incthiss.

When class let out an hour and forty-five minutget, Kenneth took his time packing his
things back up as his fellow students started fepvutie was bent over, stuffing his book back in& h
backpack, when he felt a blow to his back and keH@ balance, tumbling out of his chair and onto
the floor.

“Oops,” said Grace, looking down at him, having jksocked him sprawling with a bump from
her hip. She had that same sneer on her faceavglimt of malicious laughter in her eyes. “lso
sorry, Skinneth. | didn't see you there. You shdaddnore carefuleally.” She turned around and
marched out of the classroom, wagging her tail witdicious glee.

Kenneth watched her go, finding it hard to beligw anyone could be that much of a bully, to
pick on someone that they had only seen for tis¢ time that very day. Then he picked himself up of
of the floor, wincing as he felt his slightly brat ass. He finished gathering his stuff and watketdof
the classroom. He found Jake waiting for him owtsitue to his word, the feline sophomore took
Kenneth on a brief tour around the campus, showingsome of the things that orientation seemed to
leave off, such as the student store, the heaitteceand the computer centers. By the time the tou
was done, it was time for lunch, so they both hdadene of the dining halls to grab a bite of lunc
Jake met some of his friends in the dining hall etidbduced the human to them. They all seemed
really friendly, and by the time the meal was oKenneth was having such a good time that he almost
forgot all about Grace and her bullying. Maybe ¢jsirat the school wouldn't be that bad after all.

Or at least, that was what Kenneth had thoughteatitne. When he had been bullied by Grace,
he assumed that it was just because he was thadirsan classmate she'd had at Graymane, and she



was...asserting her dominance, or whatever it haisdogs did. But the bullying didn't stop aftes th
first day of class. As a matter of fact, it onlyseed to intensify. The German shepherd would find
some way to tease him every time class met, whéthers knocking his books to the floor as she
passed his desk, or shoving him out of the way whew arrived at the classroom door at the same
time, or slapping him about the head with her grdoushy brown tail. For whatever reason, the senio
had picked Kenneth out to be her punching bagsaedlways prefaced her attacks with that name
she'd liked to call him, “Skinneth”. A clever, ar she probably thought, portmanteau of “skin” aigd h
actual name.

The human freshman quickly learned ways in whiclkedwdd avoid her, not that they were
always successful. He made a habit of coming ilassaright before the start time, at the last sé@mn
that she wouldn't have a chance to say or do anytiefore the professor called the class to oAter.
the end of class, he would already have his thiegdy to go, and he'd rush out as fast as he could.

In retaliation, Grace found other ways to tormant.iShe quickly learned where he liked to
hang out around campus, and she'd find him thérmggherself many opportunities a day to bully
him. Much of the time he couldn't avoid her, likeem he had to go to the dining halls for meals. The
worst was when she figured out where his dorm re@®, and he came back after a class to find that
someone had squirted several full cans of shaviegne through the crack underneath his door. It got
to the point where Kenneth stayed in his frienceJallorm room several times a week, just to avoid
having to deal with whatever prank Grace was gtangull on him next. And what was worse, several
of the other popular furs on campus started goioggawith what she was doing. All in all, thingstha
steadily gone from bad to unbearable.

About the only way that Kenneth had of gettingaiddome of his stress was to go running, and
luckily for him Graymane University had a first-stastudent fitness facility. The building was open
around the clock, with all manner of different tgpe physical activities available, so he couldkpic
and choose what times he wanted to go in ordeiinigmze his contact with other people. This usually
meant going really early in the morning or readltel in the evening, and that was just fine with
Kenneth. By now it was mid-October, and midtermnegavere coming up soon, so he used most of
the daytime for studying. Very late or very earlgres when he felt like exercising anyway.

One Friday evening, close to midnight, Kenneth mat¢he fitness facility and made his way to
one of the larger rooms containing a large numbexercise machines, free weights, and weight
machines. Fortunately for him, the place was cotepfaleserted at this hour. Feeling relieved, the

human walked over to a row of stationary treadmdtanding against a wall near a group of weight



machines. Stepping onto the machine, he switchaad &nd set the controls to a fairly high maximum
speed. The belt on the treadmill started movind,iawould build up until it reached the speed that
had set. Kenneth planned to run for about an Wdter about ten minutes, his heart rate was up and
the machine was running at full speed. He settiemhi tried to relax, letting the running take lipfa
his attention.

“What are you doing here?”

Startled enough to almost lose his pace, Kennetkeld up from the digital readouts on the
treadmill. Standing a few feet away from him wae viery last person he wanted to see right now:
Grace, the German shepherd bully who seemed tioebsource of all life's problems. The senior was
standing with her hand on one hip, a towel in hHeeohand draped over her shoulder, wearing a black
sports top and compression shorts. The tight eigthugged the curves of her body and left much of
her legs, arms, and midriff exposed. Her brown-hlaak fur was slightly ruffled and a little matted
with sweat. She looked as though she might have heming as well, maybe on the indoor track a
few floors up.

“Oh, god, what are you doing here?” Kenneth groal@dn't you just leave me alone for once?
I'm not doing anything to bother you!”

Grace sneered at him. “Rel&&innethl’ she said. “Cool your jets. I'm not here becanfsgou.

I'm here to work out.” She rolled her eyes at himd avent over to one of the nearby weight machines,
a short bench with a stack of weights behind pulley led up to a hanging cross bar, which codd b
pulled down to lift the weights and so exercise'eback muscles. Sitting down on the bench, Grace
set the machine to lift about halfway down the lstaicweights, or about one hundred pounds. She
reached up and started pulling the bar down, giftime weights and letting them back down slowly and
steadily, over and over again. She seemed to bhag&gnneth no mind at all, concentrating on her
workout.

He went back to his running, doing his best to foon the movements of his feet along the
moving belt of the treadmill. However, the humaorséound his attention divided. He was looking
over at Grace a little too much to be called amghother than staring. Kenneth was noticing for the
first time just how in shape she was. While she warking on her back muscles, pulling the weight
bar down behind herself, she was facing towards Hien stomach was exposed by her workout
clothes, and the fur on her belly was just thinugyofor Kenneth to see the definition of her well-
developed abdominal muscles. Grace wasn't beefygtnto be considered a bodybuilder, but she
certainly had much bigger muscles than he didyvsmevery powerfully built, tall, and curvy.

After she worked on that weight machine for a white German shepherd moved over to a



different one. On this one, designed to work ostldgs, Grace laid down flat on her belly on a long
bench, hooked her legs underneath a padded bae#tat against the back of her calves. Grabbing
onto a pair of handlebars near her head to keegelisteady, she started raising and lowering #tfe ¢
bar, lifting in turn a stack of weights. Now herckavas to Kenneth, giving the human a perfect view
of her rear end. Her tail was laying along her badinted towards her head, and the cloth of her
compression shorts was stretched taut over hevdisit Grace's ass was sculpted, firm, and
appealingly curvy now that Kenneth had the oppatyiio look at it. He'd never had any thoughts of
Grace as an attractive female before, especialbesshe was a fur and not a human, but now his
thoughts were straying into a new area regardimgUreknownst to him, the front of his running
shorts was starting to bulge out as his body relact¢he sight of her.

She's in great shape.Kenneth reluctantly admitted to himself. He remeneld what Jake had
told him on the first day of class, that Grace waghe girls' field hockey and basketball team® Sh
probably worked hard all the time to keep herselblaying shape, both during the season and during
the off-season. Looking at her made him feel inadég]in comparison. He still saw her as a bully, bu
now he was thinking of her as a bully with a hotlypo

Grace finished up with her legs and got up, wiglogvn the machine. She was sweating hard
now, and her tongue was protruding from her muaaé as she panted. Kenneth had a sudden image
flash into his head of something nice she coulavidb that tongue, and he reddened as his penis
stiffened in his shorts. He tried to think of someg else, lest she look over and see him statihgra
with a hard-on. Grace went to a bench, where shaeld up a bar with round disc weights. She took a
second to stretch her arms and shoulders befarg 8own on the bench. Even though her workout
shirt was compressing her chest, her breasts ftlledt nicely. Kenneth thought to himself that $teel
rather large ones for someone who worked out sdntde wasn't sure why, but he had expected a girl
who was so athletic to have a flat, mannish cli&sice looked like she was at least a C-cup. He
thought he could even see her nipples poking dittteaagainst the black fabric.

Okay...She's hoKenneth thoughtShe's hot. That's fine. That doesn't make herapacson.
She's still a bully. Even if right now | wouldn'imah...But that's crazy. She wouldn't ever, not i
Even though Kenneth was still a virgin, not havivagl much interaction with girls in high school, he
was, like all young men, aware of the mechanicseat And right now those mechanics were playing
out in images in his head, with Grace featuringegbeavily in all of them.

Unnoticed by Kenneth, Grace had taken notice ofwiile she was working out. She had been

surprised to see the human freshman in the fitoester. Grace had assumed, from his skinny, short



appearance, that the nerdy guy didn't have angesitén exercise at all. While she was working out,

she glanced over at him from time to time, watchimg run on the treadmill. He was running at a

pretty quick pace, faster than she would have drgdcom him. She found herself grudgingly
impressed by his endurance. While he was sligktlyin the face, he didn't seem to be sweatindpat! t
hard. Grace recognized that, despite his lack &faleumass, he was in pretty good shape. And she was
noticing that he was looking over at her more thdew times, outright staring at some points.

What a creepy nerghe thought, sneering to hers@b ahead and get an eyef8kinneth It's
as close as you'll ever gede really was pathetic. Grace went out of her alayost every day to make
his life a living hell, and yet he was staring at hke a horny dog anyway.

She figured that she would tease him a bit whikewgbrked out, and then when she was leaving
she would shut him down hard. The German shephtartkd flaunting herself. While she was working
her back muscles on the lat pulldown machine, siségd her chest out, showing off her full breasts i
her tight compression shirt. Grace was very prduteo body. She worked out hard year-round to keep
herself in shape, and she was strong enough tcadjieé the female athletes and some of the male
athletes at the school a run for their money. Ggmte lot of attention from males campus-wide,
though few of them interested her enough. Evesls® got her share of sexual activity, though she wa
so dominating that few males who fucked her canol bar another go. Grace didn't mind. She got
what she wanted from them, and if they came bag, ff not, also fine.

After Grace had finished exercising her back armdégs, she chanced another look over at
Kenneth. He was still staring at her. While sh&drblying down on the leg machine, her ass had been
on display for him, and Grace had done what sh&ldoypresent it well to him, lifting her tail and
flexing the muscles in her backside. From the limokis hazel eyes, she'd done a good job of it. The
fur female started to sneer, and then her eyesgthdown at his shorts. She saw that he was paying
attention in more ways than one, the front of hisning shorts tenting out in a full erection.

Wow...,Grace thought, the observation rising unbiddethédfront of her mindHe's...He's
packing something serious for a guy that siZ&he was the one staring now, her eyes widenelutlslig
as she looked at the human's groin. The sneer stegldt to make was nowhere to be seékw can a
guy that scrawny have a cock that big?

Suddenly finding herself uncharacteristically ferstd, Grace looked away before Kenneth
could realize he was being stared at. Turning aglag,loaded up a weight bar at one of the benches,
then took a few minutes to stretch. Grace got erbémch, lying back with the bar propped on itadgta
at her shoulder level. Taking a few preparatoratire, she gripped the bar firmly and lifted it thi#

stand, bringing it down as she took in anotherthre@race pressed the bar back up, slowly and



constantly exhaling as she pushed it all the wayil&\she repeated the exercise, Grace glancedabver
Kenneth again. He was watching her as well whileame His cock was bobbing up and down inside
his shorts with each stride that he took on thaedmall. She started picturing him doing very raunch
things to her with that cock. Grace had never b@éma human male before, largely sticking to her
own species, but it wasn't hard for her to pictuhat it would look like for Kenneth to take herrino
behind. As sweaty as she was from her workoutcehtd feel that her pussy was growing wet from
the thoughts.

| just...uh...haven't gotten laid in a whil8race thoughfThat's all it is. I'm just a little hard-up
right now.She was lying to herself. The female fur had b@en date just that past weekend with one
of the guys from the mens basketball team, andwheof them had fucked on the hood of his car
afterward. But the lie made her feel better abbetfantasies she was having about Kenneth right now
There was no way she could actually be feelingatrgction to that wimpy nerd.

Grace was at forty-seven reps now, and her armes starting to get tired. She was loaded up
on the bar with two hundred pounds of weight, tielinore than she normally lifted, but the German
shepherd was feeling confident tonight. She thosgktcould make it to fifty, no problems. Clenching
her sharp teeth, she strained her way to fortyteagid then forty-nine. Aimost there. Grace slowly
brought the bar down for the fiftieth time, themigted slightly as she started pushing up.

The bar didn't budge. Her arms were turning ty,jshaking with the strain as she sweated and
fought to get the bar back up. But she was makogrogress, and now the bar was resting with lts fu
weight on her chest. Breathing was starting to brexproblematic.

Come...on...Grace said to herself, fighting the instinct tmigal can...do this...I just need
to...get it...off of me...

Kenneth kept up his running, trying his best nahiak too hard about Grace, but he still
couldn't help looking at her. She was on the bgmels now, and she was lifting some pretty
impressive weights. Her arm and abdominal muscke wefinitely more pronounced now, as she
exercised proper form for the lifting she was doifhlge female fur definitely knew her stuff, from ath
little Kenneth knew about weightlifting. And shedhadmirable staying power, executing far more
repetitions than he would ever have had any hopeadthing.

A strained grunt from Grace made him look over oagain. She had the bar down near her
chest now, ready to push it back up for another $&e'd been going for a good five minutes now, and
was probably nearing the end of her set. As hehealkche noticed that she seemed to be struggling.

Her lips were drawn back in a grimace, and thddaered even more until it was resting right on her



chest. Grace's head was tilted back slightly, fes screwed shut as she fought with the weight bar.

Looks like she's having some troutdenneth thoughtNot surprised. She's lifting a ldte
kept his eye on her, waiting for her to get thellmek up and off of herself. But after thirty sedsror
so of straining, she still hadn't made any headWagpite his dislike for her, he was starting tovga
little concerned. Her tongue was protruding frominezzle, and she looked like she might be having
trouble breathingAh...I can't just stand here and watch...

Kenneth paused his workout on the treadmill andolkdpoff, hurrying over to Grace's bench.
He got an underhanded grip on the bar beside herhands, and started lifting with all his might.
Weak as his own arms were, he felt like he wasiytreelp at all. Sweat broke out on his forehealdeas
tried to lift the heavy weights off of her.

Even though Kenneth wasn't much of a weightliftieg, little bit of extra strength seemed to be
just what Grace needed. Little by little, with the&ir of them working together, they were able tb ge
the bar up enough for them to set it back on @adtWith the pressure finally released, Graceigget
one hand clasped over her chest. She was pantawj\h@asping for breath as she recovered from the
ordeal, and she was a bit wobbly from exertion.

“Uh...You okay?” Kenneth asked her. He reachedral lvaut as though to steady her. She
quickly slapped his hand away.

“Fine...,” Grace growled. She looked over at Kehnestill panting. She glanced down at his
shorts, seeing that he was still fairly arousedhfeying her up. Her eyes lingered for a moment, and
then she turned her eyes up to his face. She wpssad to see that he was looking at her with eamc
on his face. Grace wasn't used to seeing that emdéast of all from him, and she looked away agai
“I'm fine. Just leave me alone.” She got up from liench, going back over to the lat pulldown
machine, where she had left her towel.

Kenneth watched after her, taken aback and a difttmnded by her dismissal. “You're
welcome,” he muttered under his breath, going hkatke treadmill. He still had ten minutes leftlos
workout. Whatever sexual thoughts he might have lbeeing about the German shepherd were gone,
now, and she was back to being the bully in hisdmin

Grace bent over and picked up her towel from wikegd left it, using it to blot away some of
the sweat from her face and neck. Her arms and aleze really sore now, much more so than usual
after a workout. She'd overdone it tonight.

| got overconfident tonighthe fur said to herseNVhy did I try to lift that much? | wouldn't
normally do something dumb like th@race looked over her shoulder to where Kennethbhaak to

running on the treadmill.couldn't have been showing off tum, could I? | was just trying to tease



him, not impress him.But now that she thought about it, maybe that exastly what she had been
doing. And while she was thinking, she was surpragehow violently she'd reacted to him just now.
The humarhad helped her, after all. She knew she couldn't tifteel those weights off of herself on
her own, not without his assistance. She shoulé fizanked him, not struck him.

Well, what's done is don&race thoughtloo late to go back on it nownd that was that.
Tonight had been a momentary aberration, nothingen®race looked at the wall, where a clock was
hanging AiImost one in the morning. | should really be getthomeTomorrow she could go right back
to bullying him, and then their relationship woldel the same as always. Just as it should be.

For all that, what happened next was completelynistake. As Grace moved to walk out of the
room, she passed near the treadmill that Kenneshusizg. With her mind on other things, she wasn't
paying attention to where she was stepping, andoleéicaught on the electrical cord connecting the
machine to a wall outlet. As she took another stepcord was yanked out of the wall, suddenly
cutting the power to the treadmill. Kenneth sturdlds the running belt abruptly stopped, then he
tripped, his face smashing into the machine's obptanel. He fell backwards, landing on his rear on
the floor, his hand coming up to his face as blskadted streaming from his nose.

“Ow, fuck!” he yelled, his voice muffled by the hand covetimgface. “What the hell did you
do that for? | help you out and this is how you 8aanks?” Kenneth took his hand away from his face,
and he saw the blood on his fingers. He lookedtprace as she stood in front of him, his expressio
a combination of pain and anger.

“Hey, | didn't do that on purpose!” Grace objectéthat was an accident.”

“Oh, like hell it was!” Kenneth retorted. “You'réwaays such a bully to me, and I've never done
anything to you. Just get the hell away from mey geycho bitch!” He turned away from her, furious
and fighting back the urge for teargan't believe | thought she was hot. What a bitch

A minute later, something soft and slightly damiphiin in the back of the head. He grabbed for
it out of reflex, and found himself holding Gractael. He looked back over at her. She was looking
down at him, her arms crossed over her chest.

“Just press that over your nose and lean forwastag”said. “It'll stop bleeding before long.
Wimp.” Then she turned around, her long bushyibping behind her as she hurried out of the
room.

Now thoroughly confused, Kenneth did as she haduated him. As he pressed the towel up
against his bleeding nose, he thought he detecsédra scent of lavenddrer perfume, maybefde
shook his head, banishing the thoughts that wevatdb resurface/Vhatever. She's still a bitch.

kkkkkk



The next day, Dr. Xue called Kenneth into her effboefore class started.

“Mr. Thomason, you know we're just about a weekyfmam our midterm, now,” the red
panda reminded him. She was sitting behind her, desihands clasped on the desktop, as Kenneth sat
in a chair across from her. “I just want to commgaod on how well you're doing in the class so far.
You really are the best student in my class thisester.”

“Oh, uh...Thanks,” Kenneth said. He rubbed the ldkis neck, feeling a little embarrassed.
He was just doing what he normally did, after all.

“No, you deserve it.” Dr. Xue opened up a smallehaiok she had with her, and thumbed
through the pages. “You seem to be having no pnablat all. In fact, this seems to be quite easy for
you. So I've decided I'm going to give you a ligtkdra work, to challenge you a bit.”

Kenneth tilted his head to one side. “What do yaan?”

“Well, not all of my students this semester arendao well. We have a few who are...l suppose
'struggling’ would be the most polite way to putTthe professor closed the small notebook she had,
replacing it on the desk. “I'm asking the top studen the class this semester to give the struggle
little extra help. What I'm asking is for you tdduone of your classmates.”

“Oh!” Kenneth had no problem with this at all. H&'den a tutor in high school, as well, so this
was familiar territory for him. “That's not an igsWDr. Xue. I'll be happy to help someone out.”

The professor looked genuinely pleased. “I'm sd ¢ahear you say that.” She spread her
hands out on the desktop. “And since you're theéibdbe class, I'm going to need you to tutor the
person who needs the most help.”

“So who am | going to be tutoring?”

“Ms. Brandt.”

Kenneth suddenly felt like there was a lump ofiickis stomach. “You mean...Grace?”

“Precisely.” Dr. Xue leaned back in her seat. “Msandt seems not to understand much of the
material at all. She has failed, or just barelyspds every test so far this semester. I'm worriEnit
how she's going to do on the midterm, and | thiekliest chance for a passing grade is if you tugor
outside of class.”

“Dr. Xue...” Kenneth swallowed. “Ma‘'am, with all dwespect, Grace doesn't like me very
much.”

Shaking her head slightly, the professor stoodSine started gathering up her notebooks.
“Well, Mr. Thomason, that's just something you ahé are going to have to work out between the two
of you. Remember, I'm making this a part of youdteim grade.”

“But...”



“That's it, Mr. Thomason.” The red panda noddedaas the door. “Run along, now. Class is
starting soon.” She called after Kenneth as hekbyastood up and started to leave her office. “Alid
be expecting you to arrange your first sessiorr éfigay's class. You only have four days until the
midterm, after all.”

Kenneth sat through the class as a continual gyrifi@eling kept pulling his stomach down
lower, lower, and lower. He chanced a look overshigulder at Grace every once in a while. She
seemed her customary bored self in class. Todawakevearing tight blue jeans and a black halter
top. Kenneth thought to himself that she seemd@eadhe color black quite a lot. Then he thought t
himself, somewhat untruthfully, that he really didnve a damn what kind of clothes the female fur
wore.

| still can't get those images out of my heatle.grumbled to himself. Truth be told, Kenneth
had been having trouble thinking of anything elesitbes Grace since Friday night. His nose had
turned out not to be broken after all, just a bitiged. It hadn't even bled that much. And he zedli
that she probably had been telling the truth abmitunplugging of the treadmill being an accidént.
she had really been trying to hurt him, she wowdehjust laughed at him, probably smacked him over
the head for good measure, and left him therededlinstead she'd given him something to mop up
his nose and then left without rubbing salt inweind.

And she really was...just sexy. Even as terrilppeison as she seemed to be, Kenneth couldn't
deny that the canine fur was physically attract®ee had a strong, muscular, curvy body that was
positively amazonian, and he found it hard no@tatdsize about her. Especially those exquisitesksea
and that perfectly shaped ass. And over the weekisnfdntasies had grown more and more
unrealistic. He knew that Grace didn't like himt that couldn't stop him from exercising his
imagination in regards to her.

But that didn't mean that he was looking forwargpgending actual, real-life time with her, as
he would have to do if he was going to tutor hex.whtched the clock during class, barely paying
attention to the lesson, as each minute broughtcloser and closer to his inevitable demise thaildio
surely result from teaching calculus to a senidlybu

When the class unfortunately came to an end, Kérstatted packing up along with the rest of
his classmates. Jake, his black cat friend, noticatlhe seemed depressed and asked him what was
wrong. All he could respond with was a low groardadad. The usual slap of Grace's tail to the lmdck
his head, as she passed his desk on the way tlmtinealmost didn't register with him. Just as\whs

about to leave, Kenneth heard Dr. Xue call to her.



“Ms. Brandt, | need to speak with you a moment.”

Grace stopped at the door and turned around, wpbkack to where the professor was still
standing at her podium. Kenneth watched as theaada exchanged a few quiet words with her. Dr.
Xue showed Grace something in her grade book, amotiaed expression crossed the German
shepherd's face. Then, as the professor contimesksg, and Grace's expression changed to
something like exasperation. She looked over anktdnwith loathing in her eyes, but Dr. Xue seemed
to be speaking more insistently now. Finally, teeisr rolled her eyes and gave a short nod, then sh
whipped around and stormed out of the room.

Dreading what he now had to do, Kenneth resigneddiif to it. He picked up his bag and
slowly walked out of the room. When he walked dw dloor, he looked around. There were plenty of
people walking through the hall, but...

“Yo.”

He turned his head. Grace was leaning back agaastall behind, right next to the door, her
books clasped in her arms. She was looking to mi®e 8ot directly at him. She looked like she wante
to be anywhere other than here right now. Probpt#{ty much how Kenneth felt.

“So | guess you're supposed to tutor Blennetk’ Grace growled.

Turning, Kenneth tried to force down his dislike tbe older fur. “Look. | don't like this any
more than you do. Let's just get it over with, y@an pass your midterm, and then we can go back to
hating each other next week. Fair enough?”

After glaring at him for a while, she finally gaagortured sigh. “Fine. Whatever.”

“Alright.” He walked up to her. “So. When and whele you want to meet?”

“Well, | sure as hell don't want to be seen on casnpithyou,” Grace snapped at him. She
rolled her eyes. “And | have practice later thieafoon.” She kicked at the floor for a moment.stiu
come by my place tonight, around eight. Nobody sek us together that way.”

Trying not to be irritated by her attitude, Kennatidded curtly. “Fine. Where do | go?”

With an irritated huff, the fur ripped a slip ofgex out of one of her notebooks. She hurriedly
scribbled an address onto it and thrust it intahlaisd. “Here. Now get out of my wa§kinneth| have
stuff | gotta do.” She came away from the wall aradked past Kenneth, bumping his shoulder
roughly as she went.

Rubbing his shoulder, Kenneth shook his head. @4 great start already. This was going to be
awonderfulexperience, he was just sure.

*kkkkk

That night, right around eight, Kenneth was walkilogvn the street a short distance away from



Graymane University. He'd looked up the address@Gnace had given him that morning, and found
that she lived about a mile away from campus io@rof-the-way neighborhood. Knowing her, he
was sure that it was going to be unpleasant, fullab houses and party spots. Definitely not hip of
tea.

That was why he was surprised to find that thehsghood actually seemed pretty quiet and
respectable. When he reached it, he found neavra®illy houses, small ones but well-kept and
maintained. A pleasant surprise, indeed. In faseeémed to be mostly a family area. Kenneth walked
down the street, checking the house numbers, amdhé came to the address that Grace had written
down. The house was, like all the others, smallsingle-story. A black Ford Mustang convertible,
top-up, was parked in the driveway, and the wadklieg up to the front door was lined with colorful
flowers.

Kenneth walked up to the front door, not lookingaifard to what he was about to do. Taking a
breath, he extended a hand and pressed the doartheliis finger. A few minutes passed, and then he
heard muffled footsteps approaching the door, therdoor opened up. Grace stood in the doorway.
She was dressed pretty much the same as she hadhbmass that day, except she had changed into an
OD green t-shirt instead of her halter top. She aking at Kenneth with a curious expression on he
face, something like a mix of anxiety, dread, arsgjaist.

“Oh, it's you,” she grumbled. The German shepheati¢d against the door frame, crossing her
strong arms over her chest. She must have justrgbtick from practice. Her brown-and-black fur
looked somewhat damp, like she was fresh out o$ltimever, and her muscles seemed taut, as though
she had finished a workout not long before.

“Who else would it be?” Kenneth repliedff to a great start alreadyThis is the time you
wanted me to come over.”

“Yeah, yeah...” Grace stood aside from the doorlf\get in. The longer you stand outside, the
longer this is going to take.”

Kenneth stepped inside the house, moving a litikt per to look inside. He was shocked to see
what the interior of her residence looked like. Tioenan had been expecting some kind of party
house, maybe decorated like a bar or like some &irsthrine to fitness and sports. Instead, he found
something completely different. The walls werepalinted in soft, pastel colors, and the house saell
faintly of flowers. In fact, there were vases filleith flowers placed here and there. As Gracepsdp
past her, leading him deeper into the house, helsaivit was very neat and looked as though she
cleaned it regularly. The place had a much morerfe® touch than he had come to expect from her.

“Just sit there,” Grace said, as they came intditineg room. She indicated a plush red couch



with a low walnut coffee table set in front ofktenneth took a seat, slinging his backpack off his
shoulder and onto the floor. The senior went toar @n one side of the living room. “I'll be backa
minute.”

As she opened the door, Kenneth had a brief glimpagour-posted bed covered in glossy
black sheets. He thought he could see a largectiolfeof stuffed animals on and around the bedrgefo
Grace closed the door. A few minutes later, sheechatk out with her books in hand. She took a seat
on the couch, about as far from Kenneth as shalaonahage while still having access to the table.
Lifting her tail out from underneath herself, sheled it over her lap, smoothing down the fur as sh
crossed one leg over the other.

“Alright, so...,” he began, trying to keep as ci@il’oice as possible. “Where are you having the
most trouble right now?” He opened up his textbtmthe table of contents, looking at her expecyantl

“Well...” Grace glanced up at the ceiling, as thosfe was thinking carefully. “I'm not so good
with derivatives...Functions are kinda hazy, tdten there's integrals, limits, inverse functions,
differentiation, and then-"

Kenneth held up a hand, feeling his head stappita $Whoa, whoa, whoa...Hold up a second.
Let's start with what yodo understand.” Grace looked at him like he had spideawling out of his
ears, and he finally hung his head a little. “Tisigoing to take a while, isn't it?”

“Hey, you're the tutorSkinneth’ Grace growled at him. “So tutor. I'm not goochath, you
are.”

Leaning back against the couch, Kenneth put hid beak, brushing his hair out of his eyes.
“Alright, alright...” He leaned forward again, opeg up the textbook to page one. “I guess we'ltsta
from the beginning and do what we can.”

Some hours later, Kenneth was moderately gratibethd that Grace seemed to be making
some progress. Things had been rough going at$h& hadn't wanted to listen much to him at first,
but then as Kenneth had persisted, she'd starj@dgpattention and working through a few simpler
problems. She was making mistakes, of course hatittas only to be expected. She was working
from basically the starting point of calculus, dtehneth wondered just what exactly she had been
doing all semester.

Right now, Kenneth was hanging back, just keepmgye on Grace while the senior worked
on a series of problems. She was concentratingydiated ears turned forward and her tail twitching
at the tip as she scribbled figures with her penghen she finished, she let out a little sighsitog her
pencil down and pushing the paper towards him.



“Alright, let's see what you've got here.” Kennptbked up her sheet and started going over her
work and answers. He made notations where she hdé mistakes, looking carefully over each
problem. When he was finished, he put the sheehdowront of her. “Not bad. You're still making a
lot of mistakes, but you're getting better already.

Grace rolled her eyes a little, but she also lod@dewhat pleased with herself. In any case,
she didn't curse at him or swat him with her taiguess that's good, coming from a nerd. You oaght
know that when | commit to something, | don't hadk it.” She stood up, walking from her living room
to the kitchen. “You want a drink?”

“Seriously?” Kenneth asked, not quite believing th@was hearing an offer of hospitality from
her.

“Yeah, sure, why the hell not?” The kitchen wasdid from the living room only by a counter
island, and Grace looked out towards him. “I hagerpwine, soda...Liquor, if you're feeling
adventurous.”

Kenneth had never had a drop of alcohol in his &fed he felt like now was definitely not the
time to start. “Thanks, I'll just have a soda.”

Rolling her eyes again, Grace pulled a can of tola her fridge. “Wimp,” she growled,
though not as harshly as she perhaps might hav@athbefore. The German shepherd tossed the can
to Kenneth, who caught it just in time to keepdanh falling to the carpet. She pulled a wine bottle
from the fridge and poured a glass for herself,iognback into the living room. Taking her seat ba t
couch again, she leaned back in a relaxed postargipped at the wine.

Cracking open his cola, Kenneth took a few gulpswas pretty thirsty after teaching calculus
for a solid three hours. “Um, I've been meaninggk you something all night.” Grace glanced over at
him, swirling the wine in her glass a little, btiesdidn't say anything, so Kenneth continued. “It's
just...You're a senior. What are you doing takintyyelevel calculus?”

Grace set her glass down on the coffee table,dr®mm her legs up onto the couch, curling her
tail around herself and looking at the human. “Wihatyou care?”

“I don't, really. | was just curious. | mean, tissa class that you'd usually take when you're a
freshman or sophomore...Maybe as a first-semastesrj But | wouldn't expect a senior to be taking
it.”

She eyed him for a few minutes, then she pickedjlaess back up, taking another sip. “I
thought it would be easy. | needed a math coursatisfy my general ed requirement. This was the
lowest-level math class they offer.” She had a grymxpression on her face. “I suck at math, so I've

been putting it off.”



“Well, why not just drop it, then? You've still gohe semester left after this one. You can brush
up a little in your off time, then take it next sester. It wouldn't hurt your GPA all that muchs jtist
one class.”

Grace looked down at the floor. She didn't saylangt Kenneth watched her, a little confused
by the way she was starting to act. He was expgbi@n to lash out at any minute, but instead sl on
seemed to be getting quieter. The canine fur to@wasips of her wine, then drained the glass and g
up to go pour herself another.

“l can't drop it,” she said. “It's too late in tesemester, and dropping it will count as a fail. My
GPA is already in the shitter. If | fail this clas#l lose my scholarship, and then that's itriog.” She
poured a second glass of wine and returned tawvimg lroom.

“What do you mean, 'that's it"?”

“I mean exactly that, moron.” Grace heaved a hugje §l want to go pro after | get out of
school. Basketball. | already have a few offersfradome teams. But this isn't mens' sports, and
womens' teams tend not to draft right out of schiboéed to graduate, so | need to pass this tlass.

Kenneth blinked. “Oh.” He hadn't realized what sadivantage being a female athlete could put
one at, but he probably should have thought ofttk&dre shooting off dumb suggestions. He didn't
know much about sports, but he did know that mespfe didn't care too much about womens' sports.
“| see.”

“l work my ass off to keep that scholarship,” Gracatinued. “| don't get enough money from
my parents to pay reand pay tuition. I'm on a full ride at Graymane. Ibke that scholarship, I'll
have to drop out, and all my prospects go dowriuihes.” She looked distinctly upset now. Her ears
were flat back along her head, and the shine irehes had dulled. “I don't have any talents othant
sports. I'm not a great student, so there's nothirag fall back on.”

She's really serioussenneth thought to himself, staring at Grace. Hadered if she had ever
spilled her guts like this to anyone before. Themlondered why she was spilling her guts to him.
Maybe it was just because he seemed nonthreatdténgas a nerd, after all, not someone who ran in
her social circle. She didn't have to worry abadpng up appearances in front of him when nobody
else was about. In a weird way, she was probabhgmadaxed around him than she was when she was
with her friends.

“Then I'll help you,” the human finally said. Grattened her head towards him. “If it really
means that much, I'll help you pass your midtei¥os.ll be able to keep your scholarship, at leausil u
finals roll around. And then I'll help you with th&oo.”

Grace watched him carefully for a few minutes,hemigh she didn't believe what he was



saying. “Why?”

“Why?” he repeated. “Because that's what peopl&@tey help each other out. | mean, we
don't like each other much, but that's no reasoy veould let you fail, really.”

“Oh.” Grace looked down at the floor, her expresssbghtly distressed and confused. Her tail
was drooping a bit. “Thanks...”

Kenneth looked at his watch. He realized what titweas, nearly midnight. He had class in the
morning, and for sure Grace did, too. Time to big ineeting to a close. “Look, I'd better be goilfig.
you want, we can meet tomorrow night, too. We balVe a lot of material to go over before the
midterm.”

“Yeah,” the female fur agreed. She stood up, gatgdrer papers and books into a neat pile on
the table. “Yeah, sure.” She waited until Kennedloked all of his stuff up, and then walked himhe t
door. Before he left, she said something else. “Yon, know. If you wanna come a little earlier
tomorrow evening, | mean...I don't got anythingngpon tomorrow afternoon, really. And | could
really use some more help on this. Extra help, amie

Turning around, Kenneth smiled a little. “Sure, €raYeah, | can do that.”

To his complete surprise, she managed a small srhiier own. And not the malicious smile
that he was used to seeing, but an actual, genfuigeclly smile. Though it was tentative, as though
she didn't have much practice with that kind. Herethought he might have seen her tail wagging just
a little bit. “Great. Um...Thanks. Have a good nigshe closed the door, but not before sending him
off with an afterthought. “Wimp.”

S

For the next three days, Kenneth would come ov@&raxe's house every evening, around
about five or six, and they'd do calculus togeteace found that when she was one on one, and not
a huge class of fifty or sixty people, it someh@ermed easier to grasp. Her human classmate was
doing a really good job of explaining everythingier, and she was having to ask him for help on
problems less and less as she started compreheheimgath for herself. She really couldn't beligve
All through her school career, she had never thosigh was any good at math, but now she was seeing
that it wasn't anything special. Anyone could da@# long as they paid attention and thought things
through carefully. In fact, it was kind of like giag a sport on a field. Calculus had a specifico$e
rules for what was supposed to be done, and asaenpgu just learned the rules and obeyed them, it
was a piece of cake.

Things got better for Kenneth in class, too. He geiting teased a whole lot less, and not just

by Grace. Some of the other jocks and popularidms had been giving him grief started doing it less



He wondered if Grace had something to do with &ybk she was calling off the dogs, so to speak, in
exchange for his assistance in getting her thrdwgghmidterms. Whatever it was, he was really guhtef
for it, and it really lessened the stress loadiom h

The last night that Kenneth went to Grace's hoosa tutoring session was that Thursday, the
day before the midterm. They spent six hours waykimough practice problems, but more than that,
they chatted about things. Grace was opening bpa little, telling him about herself and whehees
had come from. He learned that she came from #ygrebr family, and was the first person from her
family to go to college. She'd seen sports as fatoafurther her education and, in turn, her choitce
career. Kenneth told her about himself, in rettilrey found out that they both liked the same kioids
movies and the same kinds of music. They'd botlosiforgotten that they were supposed to hate each
other.

When Kenneth finally called the studying done, @raent and got drinks for the both of them.
He stuck to soda again, and she had a few glasseae as usual. They sat together on the couch, n
quite so far apart as they had been the firstingmession.

“So, the test is tomorrow,” Kenneth said. “You thiyou're ready?”

“I hope so,” Grace said. “I'm really nervous, thbugnd you can't tell anybody | said that, or
I'll smash your face in, understand?”

He smirked. “Right. I'll keep that in mind.”

Grace was quiet for a while, staring at a spothenviall. She was in a decent mood in front of a
math book, for once, and her tail was wagging sydvack and forth. Kenneth was struck all of a
sudden by how pretty she was, again. It wasnti@sgh he hadn't noticed throughout the week. He'd
known she was an attractive girl, even if she whs and not a human, but tonight seemed different.
Maybe it was because she finally seemed to begfriendly towards him.

“Hey, listen, um...,” Grace said, looking over arifeth. “I just wanna say...uh...” She looked
away from him again, closing her eyes. “Crap, fiuisnds really wussy...” She took a deep breath. I
wanna say sorry. For being such a bitch.”

Kenneth wasn't sure that he had heard her corrédilyat was that?”

“You heard me,” the fur said. “I've been a reathitAnd I'm sorry.” She looked over at
Kenneth, staring into his hazel eyes with her brawas. Grace couldn't believe she was saying this.
This was probably the first time she had ever aginéd for bullying someone in her entire life.
“You're...uh...You're not such a bad guy. Everoifiyare a fucking nerdy wimp.”

He grinned at her. “Well, | guess you're not so eider, for a crazy psycho bitch.” They both
had a laugh at that. “And | think you're going tofthe tomorrow. Just treat the test like thesefca



problems, okay?”

“Right.” Grace cupped her glass of wine, the tlufdhe evening, in both hands, staring into the
dark red liquid. The German shepherd could sedduerin reflection on the surface of the drink, her
long muzzle distorted by the slightly curved suefat the wine. “Say, uh, Kenneth. What are you
doing Saturday?”

“Saturday? Nothing much.” Kenneth raised an eyelabher. “Why?”

“Well, uh...” The senior could feel her heart stagtto beat faster, and she willed herself to calm
down a little before she went on. She didn't kndwywhe was starting to feel this way. Maybe it taad
do with the wine. “Look, um...Do you maybe wannaggab some dinner with me? | know this really
nice Italian place in town. Very classy, good fobt). treat.” She kept her eyes down, suddenly
flustered and not willing to look at his face jusiw. What the fuck is the matter with me? I've asked
hundreds of guys out before. This shouldn't bedsfifgrent.

Kenneth almost dropped his can of soda, but he geahi avoid spilling it all over Grace's
carpet. He looked at the older female, his eyeemad. “Are you asking me on a daté9& never had
a girl ask me out before. Andheverwould have expectdterto do it.

“Don't get any ideas!” Grace said quickly, her wombming out more rapidly now. “This isn't a
date, and I'm not asking because I like you, ottang like that. I'm just trying to pay you back fall
the help you've given me this week. That's alloihpise.” She forced herself to look over at hing an
she could see the disbelief on his face.

“Well...”

“God, you know what...Forget it,” Grace said atent don't know what | was...Stupid. Of
course you wouldn't. Just forget | said anythirgy® Never-"

“I'd love to,” Kenneth said. He smiled at her,tddinervously. “And | understand. Just a
friendly dinner. That's all.”

Grace blinked, looking at Kenneth. She hadn't ydadlen expecting him to say yes, especially
not after the way she had treated him all semd3tghearing him say yes, somehow it made her
feel...good. “Alright. Yeah. A friendly dinner.” 8ffelt like her heart was going to pound its way afu
her chest, and she was a little lightheaddudht's definitely the win&She stood up from the couch,
picking up her wine glass and reaching for the gmaphe bottle. “Need to clean up a little,” shedsai
just to have something else to say.

“Here, let me help,” Kenneth said, standing uphatsgame time. As he reached for the wine
bottle, their feet came together, and all of a sndtheir legs got tangled up. With a startled @pace
pitched forward, falling against Kenneth and pugtimm back onto the couch. Her wine glass flew



from her fingers, landing on the carpet a few taeay. When the dust cleared, he was lying on his
back with Grace on top of him. Her breasts weraged against his chest, her hard, muscled, bat, in
way, soft body lying along his.

“Sorry,” they both said at the same time. They weoking into each others eyes, each of them
with the same confused and scared expression orfahes. Kenneth was acutely aware that her
muzzle was only inches away from his lips, andéied twitch inside his pants as her furred legs
rubbed against his. She was heavy atop him, blat ngw he didn't seem to care. Somehow his hand
had ended up on her ass, exactly cupping one fiieniectly sculpted buttock through her tight pants.
He could feel the warmth of her body against hisl e could smell the lavender scent of whatever
perfume she was wearing.

“Get your hand off,” Grace ordered him quietly, tigh her tail was waving very slowly back
and forth. She wasn't making any effort to get up.

“Yeah, sure,” Kenneth replied. He didn't make affigreto take his hand away. They both
seemed to be caught in a trance.

Grace leaned her head forward, slowly, and thercahght his lips with hers, tilting her head to
the side as she kissed him. He'd never felt angtlike it before. No girl had ever kissed him. Hips
were warm, soft, and the thin fur on her muzzlkléd his face a little. He could feel her breath ho
against his cheek. He closed his eyes and justveltything, his fingers slowly tightening on hemp.
His cock was straining against his pants now, adi&s certain Grace could feel it. Her wide, flat
canine tongue pushed out of her muzzle and betWisdips, lapping the inside of his mouth. Kenneth
put his own tongue to hers, and she twisted theyather for long, wonderful, hazy minutes.

Then she pulled away with a gasp, and her eyeswi€elstas she realized what she was doing.
Grace sat up, grabbing her tail in both handsillatstwagging. She stared at him, panting slighite
sat up as well, staring back.

“l...I need to...get to bed...,” Grace said slov8ire had a very startled and confused look on her
face. “Test...Test tomorrow.”

“Yeah,” Kenneth said, breathles&hat the hell just happened®est. Right. | should get
going.” He quickly gathered up his belongings, giog a few in the process and cursing under his
breath as he retrieved them. “Good luck tomorrovgc@. I'll uh...I'll see you.” He stood up and Ieadr
to the door. Grace followed him so that she cootd lup after he left.

“So...,” she said, when he was out the door. “Alfgatiurday...Come over at seven. And wear
something dressy. It's that kinda place.” She dmwvea weak smile, and then closed the door, locking

it. Kenneth watched the closed door for a few nesuaind then he turned and started on the walk back



to his dorm room.

He couldn't help grinning like an idiot the wholayv

“We're talking about the same Grace, right?”

“How many times do | have to tell you, Jake?” Kethngaid. “And keep your voice down.” He
and his friend were at lunch the next day. TheyfhIsat for their calculus midterm that morningd an
were both relieved that it was over. Even thoughr&th was really good at calculus, he didn't like
taking tests any more than anyone else did.

The black cat leaned back in his chair, a sliceizda held in his left hand. “Grace Brandt,” he
repeated, a look of incredulity. “You're telling mpeu've got a date with Grace Brandt. The queearhbit
of the campus, probably the most popular girl emwhole school, and she askaxiout on a date? It
doesn't make any sense.”

“| said keep your voice down,” Kenneth hissed, ingkaround the dining hall. “I mean, damn,
you think she wants the whole world to know? Andyshouldn't it make any sense?”

“Uh, well, let's see.” Jake leaned towards hintjrsgthis pizza down on his plate and counting
off on his fingers. “You're a nerd, a bookworm,idew game nut, and you have absolutely no physical
prowess to speak of. She's a jock, a straight-@esit) a fithess buff, and she has bigger muschesdh
lot of theguyson campus. How much more do | need to spell if@auyou?”

Kenneth felt his face heat up a little. “Hey, yoistjhave to...You just gotta get to know her a
little.”

“Come on, man, she's been kicking your ass all seanerou seriously don't think this is all
some elaborate set-up for her to humiliate you?”

That made Kenneth stop and think for a few minutake had a good point. Grace had been
doing nothing except bully him since the momentdgheet him, up until a few days ago. True, she had
seemed to come around a little, warming up to mohraellowing out some. And then there was that
kiss they'd shared on her couch the night befoué oBcourse he hadn't told Jake about that. The
human didn't think that she could have faked sometlike that, but then again she had been fairly
inventive in some of the pranks she'd pulled on &infiar. Maybe it really alvassomething that she
was planning to spring on him. Maybe when he showedt her house Saturday evening she'd have a
bunch of her friends waiting to egg him, or kick lss, or some other cruel prank.

That wasn't what his heart was telling him, budtl e the first to admit that he had been wrong
before. And he still had the sore nose to remimaskif of what had resulted the last time he'd left

himself open.



“Look, Jake, I...I don't think anything like that going to happen.” He paused. “I mean, and it's
not like this is even a date. She said she justedao pay me back for giving her a hand with her
studying this week. That's all.”

Jake shook his head, taking a bite of his pizzaellMI's your funeral, man,” he said around his
food. “Just remember: | told you what was gonnapleap Don't come crying to me when you get hurt.”

“Gee, thanks.”

On Saturday, with no small amount of apprehengf@mneth found himself walking the now-
familiar road to Grace's house. On reflection,ieathat morning, he'd gone to the nearest shopping
mall and gotten a haircut, his first in almost signths. His hair was a lot shorter than he was tsed
though much more manageable. Instead of hangifrgrih of his eyes, he was now able to comb it into
something that was somewhat presentable. For #m@ry, going on Grace's instruction for him to
wear something dressy, he'd put on his only sdgiciBpants, black jacket, white shirt, and a red ti
Nothing fancy, but it fit him well and it was alntdgand-new, since he hadn't had many occasions to
wear it before. He felt a little silly walking dovihe street in his best clothing, but he didn'tehaxcar
and the buses weren't running this late in the iegeon a Saturday.

When Kenneth got to Grace's driveway, he sperdast lfive minutes on the final decision of
whether or not to go up and ring her doorbell. tewgasn't sure if this was not all some crazy-gpt
Finally, he decided that whatever happened it wbeldumb to have walked all this way for nothing,
and he went up the front walk to the door. He rdmegdoorbell, and waited.

The door opened fairly soon after he rang. He wasibg himself for a group of jocks with a
barrage of eggs, but instead only Grace stood .t&dre was wrapped in a long black robe, and her fur
was a little bit messy.

“Hey,” she said, clutching the robe tight acrossdfeest. “You're a little early.”

“Yeah, well, uh...,” Kenneth said, rubbing the bachis neck. “I didn't want to be late.”

The canine female smirked at him. “Yeah, yeah.” Seeped aside from the door. “I'm not
ready yet. Come on in and wait.”

He walked inside and to her living room, takingeatson the couch while Grace went into her
bedroom and closed the door. The air inside thadésmelled slightly humid, and he thought he could
detect a hint of some kind of shampoo. While haedhihe tapped his foot anxiously on the carpet.
He'd never been on a real night out with a girbbef Sure, he'd been friends with girls before that
had been middle and high school stuff. This waaltogether different thing. Grace was a real woman,

and what's more an attractive one, nothing like@frthe girls that Kenneth had been able to harig ou



with before. He wasn't exactly sure how he was ss@g to act tonight. He supposed he would just
have to take it one step at a time.

After about fifteen minutes, the door to Gracedrbem opened again. Looking up, Kenneth
felt his heart skip. The German shepherd fur waaring a satiny black strapless dress, low-cut over
her breasts, with a wide oval-shaped cutout ovebéky. The dress left her arms and shoulders,bare
giving him a nice view of her powerful muscles,ugb the feminine cut of the outfit softened the
image a little. The front of the garment lifted aamtentuated her breasts, making them appear even
larger than they already were. The dress extendeth tio her ankles and was slit up the right leg. He
could see her abdominal muscles underneath thg sdamish fur of her belly that was exposed.
Instead of the usual four gold rings that she wormach of her pointed ears, she'd replaced them wi
eight white gem studs. A simple golden chain addtmer neck, and each of her wrists was encircled by
a single thin golden bracelet. In one hand she aalahall black purse. Completing her ensemble was a
pair of strappy black high heeled shoes.

Grace put the hand holding the purse on her hipksrng at Kenneth. “Well?” she asked. She
looked at his slightly open mouth. “Your face iditgg me all | need to know, but let's hear it arayy
Skinneth’ The senior delivered the name with a more plbigoe this time.

“Wow...,” he managed to say. The curvy, athletiméde fur filled out her dress very nicely,
leaving little to the imagination with how well tlgarment hugged her figure. All sorts of images and
fantasies, ranging from the mildly fanciful to thetright unrealistic, were flying through his hezalv.
“Grace, you look fantastic.”

“l already knew that,” Grace said, grinning a éttider. “But it's nice to hear from someone
else.” She crossed the living room towards hirmditag in front of him and leaning over a little.
Kenneth was treated to a fairly unobstructed viewnl her cleavage. Whether she was doing it on
purpose or by accident...well, he wasn't quite sin@ut that. But he wasn't complaining. “Y'know,
you're a smart guy. | bet you could think of a fesguments for us not leaving the house.” She gave
him just the barest hint of a wink. “But | madeegervation, so we oughta get going.”

Kenneth's eyes lingered on her breasts. “R-RigtkdhY’ He found himself very muctot
wanting to leave the house, and wondered what gx&toe was hinting at.

With a knowing look, the German shepherd straigidemack up and started walking away,
towards the door. A sharp jolt shot up Kennethisesps he saw that her dress was almost completely
backless. The dress was cut all the way down the weth an inches-wide strip across her back at he
shoulder blades, leaving her back bare to justiftzires above the base of her tail, which was gulle

through a small hole near her rump. Snaps fastdrgegarment on the strip across her shoulders and



right above her tail. As she moved away from hier, lips swayed and her tail wagged back and forth
with each step. Grace really did have a very appgaéar end...

“Hey, hurry up. We're gonna be late!”

Jumping out of his trance, the human stood up fiteercouch and rushed to the front door after
Grace. She had the door open and was waiting ffor Tiney both walked out and she locked the door
behind them, then pressed a button on a small eeoroher key ring. The parking lights on her black
Mustang convertible flashed as the doors unloc&dce went around to the driver's door, slippirfg of
her high heels before getting in and starting tingiree. Kenneth went to the passenger's side, glidin
into the heated leather seat. She backed out afriheway, shifted the car into drive, and withoar
of the powerful engine started down the road.

Geez, she drives like a madwomigenneth thought to himself. He gripped the edgki®teat
as Grace zipped through the city, approaching snitgs per hour regardless of the speed limit on
whatever roads they happened to be traveling orgléteed over at her, and saw that she had a ook o
glee on her canine face. She was obviously enjayiagirive very much. He had the feeling that & sh
could drive while putting her head out of the windat the same time, she would do it.

“I meant to say,” Grace said, after they had beanndy for about fifteen minutes. “You,
uh...You look good.” She gave him a sidelong Iddou oughta wear nicer clothes more often. You're
not a hunk or anything, but...You know. Not badlo@ eyes.” They stopped at a red light, and she
turned her head to look fully at him. Her eyes tgithwith the light of the streetlights outside. &fh
didn't come out the way | meant it.”

Kenneth chuckled. “I think | got what you meant.”

She smiled at him, and then the light turned garehshe turned her attention back to the road.
“The other thing | meant to say...Thanks for adl ttelp this week. | wasn't as nervous during the te
yesterday as | thought | was gonna be. | meaiil| heeded to take the whole time to do it, butauld
do it, you know?”

“I knew you would. You did well enough during outdring sessions. It was just a matter of
putting in some hard study time.” He looked outwhedow at the buildings as they went by. They
were nearing the outskirts of the downtown arehe frades were posted online this afternoon. How'd
you end up doing?”

Grace took her eyes off the road to beam at hirgotla B.”

He smiled at her in return. “Congratulations. Yaserved it. You really worked hard the last
few days.”

“Thanks. I've...” Grace paused for a second, aed@bked a little emotional. When she spoke



again, her voice was quieter. “I've never gotteghlr than a C-minus on any test before. | was so
excited, I...I called everyone in my family to télem. | don't think any of them really understoduht
it meant, but they were happy for me.”

“That's great, Grace.”

A few minutes later, they pulled in to the parkingof a small, inconspicuous-looking red brick
building. The outside walls were adorned with fealsglass windows overlaid with wide-spaced wood
lattices. A carved stone arch over the beginnintpefwalkway from the parking lot to the front door
gave the name as “La Fiamma dell’Amore”. Gracegzhher car, backing it into a space, and switched
off the engine.

“You're gonna like this place,” she said, as shenep her door and slipped her high heels back
on. “They have the best veal. Melts in your moika butter.”

Kenneth got out as well, shutting his door and inglat the restaurant. The place looked very
authentic, and it looked quiet, too. An intimatet s establishment. Even though he was wearing a
suit, he hoped he wasn't under-dressed. This lolik@the sort of place that one might even wear a
tuxedo to. He nervously adjusted the cuffs on hisjacket.

They walked together to the front door. As theytgdhe beginning of the walkway to the
restaurant, Grace looped her arm through his, wgliery close to his side. Kenneth felt his heart
jump into his throat. With every step they tookaGa's bushy tail swished from side to side, hitting
him lightly on his rear. He felt his face warminde knew they would look a little strange, with her
standing noticeably taller than him, but it wad@erieeling to be walking arm in arm with his senio
classmate.

Inside the restaurant, Kenneth immediately apptedithe atmosphere. Very soft, feathery
Italian music was playing from some unseen sowcd,the lights were turned low. The walls were
finished with brushed plaster painted with mural®enaissance style. Booths lined the walls, aed th
floor was set with small tables set far apart fregch other. The place didn't look as though itaoul
seat more than fifty people at a time. They apgreddhe host's podium, and Grace gave her name to
him. The human, dressed in a smart black tuxeaohisafinger down the list in front of him and
nodded. He produced two leather-bound menus framedié the podium and bade them to follow him.
The host took them to a corner booth and seaten, thghting a candle lamp in the center of theeabl
and leaving the menus before taking his leave. Autei later a waiter, a lynx wearing a tuxedo much
the same as the host, approached the table.

“Buona cera, signore e signora,” he said to thedar'l start you with something to drink?”

“Ah...Just water for me,” Kenneth said.



“Oh, come on, Ken,” Grace chided him. She jabbsdahkle under the table with her shoe.
“Live a little. You can't have good lItalian foodthout wine. Remember, it's my treat.”

Kenneth thought about it for a moment. “Alright€ baid. “But | don't know a lot about wine.
You choose, Grace.”

“Sure.” She glanced over the wine list for a fewutes, then looked up at the waiter. “A bottle
of the 2001 Marchesi Antinori Badia a Passignan®é waiter nodded, an approving expression on his
face, and left them. Grace gave Kenneth a smalesfthidon't know a lot about wine, either, but |
know what tastes good.” They took the opporturotgtamine the menu, and engaged in a little light
conversation. When the waiter returned with theitlb of wine, he uncorked it and poured two
glasses, then withdrew a small notepad from hissfapgocket.

“And for your meal, signora?” he asked Grace. Sinsitlered for a moment, and then ordered
chicken parmesan with ricotta gnocchi. Kenneth tilvgkadvice she had given him in the car and asked
for veal piccata with penne in a light garlic buttauce.

When the waiter was gone, Kenneth sampled the wwihés glass. It was his first-ever taste of
alcohol. He realized that the waiter hadn't cardtiedfor the wine, while he was still three years
underage. He noticed a kind of thrill with gettiamyay with something like that. The wine tasted
interesting, different from anything he had evemtk before. His unpracticed tongue didn't have an
appreciation for all the subtleties, but the redgid had a pleasant, tart flavor.

“This is pretty good,” he told Grace.

“Ain't it, though?” she agreed. She reached forwaitth her glass, clinking it lightly against
his. “What do we drink to?”

“How about you keeping your scholarship?”

Grace smiled warmly. “I'll drink to that.” She leshback in her seat, raising her glass in salute.
“And to wimpy nerds.”

Kenneth took that one in stride, with a retort ©f dwn. “And to crazy psycho musclehead
chicks.” The German shepherd smirked at him, aagl both drank.

Fkkkkk

Their food was excellent. Grace had been quite agbut the veal, it was supremely tender and
just disintegrated in his mouth when he tastedetenjoyed it very much, as well as the wine. Grace
was almost tempted to order a second bottle dfeefitst one was emptied, but she did have to drive
them after the meal, so she resisted her urgealasidined.

During the meal, they talked about all manner ofgh. Some of their conversation was about

classes, but mostly they talked about movies, masid other non-class-related topics. Kenneth



learned a good deal about field hockey and basketzer the course of their chatting. He told hiffise
that he was going to have to try to catch a fewagmwmhen the seasons began. They talked even after
their food was gone, just looking over the candtdliat each other. At one point their hands mebpn

of the table, without their noticing. And when thdigl notice, they didn't move them.

When the check came, Kenneth managed a quick gitntevhile Grace was looking in her
purse for her debit card. His eyes nearly buggeabhis head when he saw the tab, but he didp't sa
anything about it. Grace had offered to treat kand it would be rude to bring up how high the bill
was. But he still felt guilty about it, especiaiynce he knew how tight her budget usually wass Thi
meal probably represented the last time she waeilahibe to go out to dinner on her own dime for at
least six months. It meant a lot to him that she'dn willing to do that. Quite the turnaround ititatie
between the pair of them from a week ago.

In the car in the parking lot after they left testaurant, things heated up a little. Grace started
up the car, but neither of them buckled their be#ts. Kenneth leaned back in his seat, looking ave
her.

“Thanks for a great meal, Grace,” he said. “I héaveaten that well in...l can't even remember.
It sure beats dining hall food, and that's thehtfut

“Good,” she replied. The tip of her tail was waggireside her. “I'm...ah...I'm glad you agreed
to come. | had a good time.”

“Me, too. | really liked spending time with you.”&lneth was quiet for a minute. “I...I think |
was wrong about you. You're not really a psychotbiYou're actually pretty nice, Grace, once you
chill out a little.”

“You think so?” Grace put a hand over the cent@&sote, touching his thigh with her furred
fingertips. She traced her fingers along his leg,rails scratching faint trails into the clothhid
pants.

“l do.” He looked over at her, staring at her longnine face, and her deep brown eyes. ‘I
mean...l kinda like you.”

Grace took a slow breath, looking up at the rodi@fcar. She swallowed a few times, her
fingers squeezing the human's knee. She couldigaligthear the sound of both of their hearts bepti
over the low thrum of her car's engine.

“Ah...Hell...”

The female fur leaned over the center consolefaenl she kissed him. Time seemed to stand
still for both of them. At first, Kenneth wasn'treuwvhat to do, but then intuition took over andoli¢

his arm around her back. He could feel her strdnogilsler muscles underneath his palm, and she



leaned into him, her firm breasts pressing agdiissthest. She cupped his cheeks with both of her
hands, pulling his face tighter against her muzakecould hear the soft thudding of her bushyasiit
wagged, thwacking against the interior of the €aking things a little further, he slid his handido
her spine, resting his palm right at the small@flmack. Grace exhaled sharply through her nobésas
fingers rubbed right at the base of her tail, damellsucked forward against him slightly.

A moment later, Grace leaned back from their Kits. heart was racing now. If Kenneth had
been another canine, he would have been able tib lsenescent permeating the atmosphere inside the
car. Not having much experience with furs of anydkishe knew that he couldn't have known that
touching there was an intense turn-on for her gge8he came back fully onto her side, sighingragai
as her back rested against the driver's seat.

“Wow...,” Kenneth said, for the second time thaghti

“Yeah.” Grace just sat there for a few momentslinglher heart rate and breathing to get back
under control. When she'd invited Kenneth out tbhighe'd told herself that she wasn't going td let
go any further. As a matter of fact, she had besstantly telling herself that she didn't have any
amorous thoughts about him since their meetingencampus gym. But now that careful tapestry of
self-deception was coming unraveled, and she wesnieg aware that she might have been harboring
feelings of attraction towards him for much longean that.

“Hey, Ken,” she said, finally. “Let's not go baaks} yet. There's something | wanna show you.”

Grace drove them further out from town, to whees¢hwere fewer buildings and more trees.
She wouldn't tell Kenneth where they were goinlijntgghim that it was a surprise. He found the
suspense exciting, wondering exactly what she kathpd for them. As they drove, Grace put the top
down, letting the air into the car. The night wagsaam one, and the wind rushing by as she spedjalon
the road ruffled his hair and made her ears flae. fhally turned off the main road, heading aleng
narrower, more curvy one. At the end of it, thegnedo a small parking lot. She pulled in and stappe
the Mustang, turning off the engine and cuttingpélhe lights.

“Where are we?” Kenneth asked, opening his doorstegping out.

“Greencastle State Park,” Grace answered. Shbdeftar as well, leaving her shoes behind
inside. She locked up the car and put the keyiipbrse. “Do you know it?”

“Only by name.” Kenneth looked around. The nighswatal now, as it was near to ten o'clock,
but the moon was full and it shone brightly downtleem. He turned his head skyward and saw
thousands of stars twinkling. They were a good veayay from the town, away from most of the light

pollution, and his view of the night sky was clear.



“I come here to run sometimes,” Grace told him.é&Tgaths are great for running on. Pretty
level, grassy, good for bare feet.” She moveddadbeside him, taking his hand in hers. “There's a
cool overlook just a little ways from here. Hellafjood view. I've always kinda wanted to see wthat
looks like at night.”

Kenneth squeezed the fur's hand. “Then lead the’way

Grace started walking, leading him by hand to the ©f a path. A trail marker was barely
visible, indicating that it was the beginning ahaee-mile looping path. As they walked, they were
surrounded by overwhelming silence. Only a verelieeze blew through the trees, creating an
almost imperceptible whisper through the leavegndrfrom the late mid-autumn season. The park
seemed to be asleep, with even the insects anétraigeremaining quiet.

Fifteen minutes of walking later, they broke thrbupe trees to a clear area. Kenneth saw that
they were at the top of a high hill, covered withgs. He took a deep breath as he saw the view. The
hill overlooked the entire city below, an arraylights outlining all of the buildings and the stize
Above the city, the stars were shining brightlgreg with the largest, most luminescent moon that
either of them had ever seen.

Kenneth stepped forward, away from Grace, going ttethe where the hill began sloping
down. “Man...Grace...This is a fantastic view.” bleathed the fresh, warm air deeply, letting it
penetrate his lungs. “Thanks for bringing me here.”

Instead of a response, all he heard was a slowsladrsnapping sounds, and then the soft
rustle of something light falling to the ground.r@wisly, Kenneth turned around. When he saw what
was behind him, he felt his breath catch.

Grace stood there, her dress puddled on the grass geet. The moonlight illuminated her
body clearly in the darkness. She was completefgashaow, apart from her jewelry, her glossy brown-
and-black coat of fur reflecting little bits of maaht here and there. The German shepherd had her
arms crossed loosely over her stomach. Kennethdetyes roam over her body. His gaze drifted from
her strong legs, up to her wide, curvy hips, h&rredden from him, for now, within the lighter tah
the fur covering her front. He continued up overwell-developed abs, partially covered by her
powerfully built arms. Then his eyes alighted on lveasts, her large, firm, exquisite breasts, just
begging for his hands to cup and feel them. Hiedagered here for a while, and then he draggsed hi
eyes away to finally look at her face.

She was smiling at him, her brown eyes staringtiiigio his hazel eyes. The fur had perhaps
the first truly unguarded expression that he'd eeen from her, though he could see a little

apprehension in her eyes. He realized she was umgmuaybe even as nervous as he was right now.



But her tail was waving pleasantly back and fostipwing him that she was at peace with her anxiety.
Kenneth smiled back at her.

“You're even more beautiful than | thought you'd’ e said.

“Fucking fruitcake flatterer...,” she growled atrhiBut her smile widened even more, her tall
wagging faster. Grace stepped towards him, conwggec until she was right in front of him. “Now
I'm naked, and you're not. Doesn't seem fair, &mreth?”

She reached down, unbuttoning his jacket and pgshoff of his shoulders with both hands,
sending it to the ground. As she loosened and rechbis tie, he was prying his feet out of his shoes
and clumsily removing his socks with his toes. Turdeaned in and kissed him, at the same time
working her way down his shirt, one button at aetirBhe pulled the shirt out from his pants, sligptn
off of his arms and leaving his chest bare. Tharhhads went lower, working his belt loose and
lowering the fly on his pants. Grace nosed theofopis head, growling quietly as she worked her
hands into his waistband, pushing his underweamdaang with his pants. Kenneth sucked in a sharp
breath as his cock sprang free, already uncomfilgr&iff and engorged, and the tip brushed against
her thigh.

Grace looked down between them, biting her liphessaw his erect member. “Mm, I've been
waiting to see that.” She put her muzzle closeigeehr, whispering almost too quietly for him tahe
“l only got to see it through your running shotisfore.”

“Ah...Noticed that, did you?” Kenneth said hoarsébgling his face burning.

“Mmhm. And | gotta say. Very impressive, for a newimp.” Grace put a hand down, just
barely brushing her furred fingertips against lasebcock. Kenneth felt it give a twitch as someone
other than himself touched it for the very firghé, and he held his breath. When she wrapped her
fingers tightly around his rigid shaft, he let bigath out in a loud rush of air. “Not hurting yaum 1?”

“No, God no.” Kenneth took a shuddering breath.dfffeels amazing. It's just...l don't know
how to say it...” He struggled with how to tell her

“Don't tell me...” Grace loosened her grip on hoslkc She tilted her head to one side, eying him
out of the corner of her eye. “You're a virgin,rd@rgou?” The human didn't answer her with words, h
just looked down embarrassedly and then noddeldad. Grinning wide, her long, pointed ears
twitching forward in amusement, Grace put a harmteumeath his chin and tipped his head back up.
She kissed him again, slipping her tongue intartasith, tightening her fingers around him once again
He groaned into her muzzle. “Then I'll do my damestdo make your first time worth it, lover.”

With her free hand, she guided him down, forcefblly not harshly, onto the grass beneath

them. The grass was feathery and soft againstateedkin of his back. Grace came down atop him,



looking down at his body. Her eyes roamed him rtbwstily drinking in the sight of him. He was as
alien to her as she was to him. She put her hamdissachest, rubbing his smooth skin with her furry
palms.

“That's so wicked,” she breathed. “No fur, anywh@&rest skin.” The senior gave him another
kiss on the lips, and then she started kissingMagrdown his front. He moaned softly as her furred
body dragged against his cock, which was sandwighbdtween them. Her lips moved down lower
and lower, finally reaching his belly button. Graneved lower still, taking his cock in her handsag
looked up at his face. Kenneth was looking backmawher, his eyes clouded with pleasure.

“God, Grace...”

“Don't cum too quick, cherry boy,” she commandem Hicking her lips. “I wanna enjoy this.”

With that, she touched her long, broad tongueedithof his cock, slowly swirling it around
the head. Kenneth let out a low groan as his head tack against the grass, his fists clenching toex
him as the warmth of her tongue bathed him. Ther@arshepherd chuckled low in the back of her
throat, moving her hand to the base of his cockstading to lick up and down along the undersifle o
his shaft. She tilted her head, wrapping her ljpsiad him from the side, moving her mouth up and
down. A drop of precum beaded at his tip, growinglut slowly slid down his length. When it hit he
lips, Grace flicked her tongue out, lapping it up.

“Mm...,” she murmured, working the flavor around heouth. “Not bad...”

“More where that came from,” Kenneth managed tpgBle was struggling not to cum. Grace
had an experienced mouth, and it was a lot fofreghman virgin to handle.

“Oh, not yet,” Grace scolded him. She cupped hils bath one hand, squeezing them firmly.
“You can manage another minute or so, can't'chajulit about to getally good.” Flicking her
tongue against his human cock one more time, sssed her lips to the head. The canine pushed her
head forward, her lips slowly slipping around hismber as she took him into her muzzle. She let her
tongue slide along the bottom of his erection,|uvdr lips were wrapped around the base. Grace
breathed slowly and steadily through her nose,ihgltim there as his tip barely grazed the back of
her throat. Shiovedgiving head, and she was very, very good at itl s human had a cock big
enough to really appreciate what she could do.

As Grace began pulling her head back, Kenneth taexntrol his own breathing. If he focused
on bringing air in and out, he could hold out jir&it much longer. Her warm muzzle was a pleasant
haven for his cock. He'd thought he'd felt pleat@®re, at his own hand, but this was so much more
Grace's tongue curled around his member, teasisganessing him in ways he couldn't have imagined

before tonight. She slid her mouth almost all ttesy/wff of him, and then back down his entire length



until he was buried completely again, repeatingattteon over and over until she was moving her
mouth over him in a regular rhythm. Pleasure wagling along his length now, and his arms started
shaking as it became impossible for him to holdaof§ longer.

“God, I'm...,” Kenneth gasped, searching throughrthsts of pleasure to find words. “I'm
gonna cum, Grace.”

Her ears pricked forward, and the canine fur pustexchead forward, forcing him as deep into
her throat as he could go. Kenneth bit off a crplefisure, clenching his jaw as his cock begaringrk
in her mouth. When Grace felt the first splashisfifot seed against the back of her throat, she
swallowed greedily, then slid her mouth halfwaylbatong his length. The teasing pleasure of her
tongue sliding along his cock intensified his orgaand he grabbed a handful of the grass as his
member spurted again and again, flooding her maitthhis semen. Grace murmured a pleased tone,
exhaling slowly as the pungent, salty flavor of lisnan cum washed over her taste buds.

As his climax subsided, and his cock quieted witten muzzle, Grace pulled her head all the
way back, her lips forming a tight seal around s his cock slid out of her mouth, she didn'tali®
drop of his cum to leak out. The fur lifted her dgshowing him that nothing had escaped. Then she
tilted her head back, letting the warm, deliciagsid slide down her throat. She swallowed it all i
two gulps, and then opened her mouth for him, higkaer lips so he would have no doubts as to just
where it all went.

“Holy shit...,” Kenneth breathed, laying a hand okis forehead. His cock was beginning to
shrink, his body relaxing as he came down fromstirual high. “Goddamn, that was...Whoa...”

“Good, yeah?” Grace said. She slid back up his pstgtching her body along his and resting
on top of him. She kissed him, making sure toIsiip her tongue. His flavor was still thick on her
breath, and he'd be able to taste himself in hertimdJnderneath her, she felt his cock give a twitc

The human wrapped his arms around her back, hudgngmazonian body to his smaller,
leaner one. She deepened their kiss. He coulditfitaste the saltiness that clung to her lipgw
that he was tasting hints of his own cum. It drbira wild.

“Grace, you're incredible,” he said when their losske. “I've never experienced anything like
that before.”

Grace looked down at him, cocking an eyebrow. “¥ate as hell better not be thinking that's
it,” she warned him, her voice dangerously lowutlio she kept a playful note to her words. “Because
you're not leaving until you repay the favor.” St up, rocking back onto her rump, leaning back an
propping herself up on her elbows and looking at.Aihe German shepherd spread her legs apart, her

tail curling out of the way.



Sitting up himself, Kenneth looked between her leggl unconsciously his tongue flicked out
of his mouth. In front of him now was the most ergight he'd ever seen in his entire life. Grace's
pussy, delicate in appearance but raw in meaniag,exposed to him. Her slick, dark folds were
swollen with arousal, the fur between her thighsamger hiding them from his view. The moonlight
glistened on the moisture clinging to her sex,gMis eyes a clear target. As he stared, Graca put
hand between her legs, touching her fingers tghssy and rubbing at herself lightly.

“God, I'm so fucking wet,” she hissed throatilyh@. The fur moaned softly as she ground a
fingertip directly on her clit. “I bet you'd jusbVe to lick this pussy...Get over here, lover. Smogv
what you can do with that tongue.”

Totally in obedience to her now, Kenneth got onttaads and knees and crawled up to her. But
instead of going directly for her pussy right awlagr slid his body in between her thick legs, lgyin
down on top of her. She growled at him, but he rgdder for the moment. Before he'd ever seen her
pussy, or her sculpted, perfect ass, he'd beearmetd by those full breasts of hers. Her growlsdad
as his hands came to them now, cupping and squetiam. As firm as they looked to his eyes, when
his hands lighted on them he found they were ptebssoft and yielding to his touch. He squeezed,
eliciting a low moan.

Unable to resist, the human dipped his head toitjer breast. He kissed all over it, until his
lips grazed against her nipple. Grace hissed atosed around it, sucking it into his mouth and
circling his tongue around the stiff nub. Her haadhe to the back of his head, clutching him to her
breast like a mother suckling her pup. When hetts fill, he moved to her left breast, givingit
the attention that he had shown its twin.

Grace placed her hand on the top of his head, pggtown insistently. She was growing
impatient, needing to feel his tongue on her searteth was ready to oblige her, and he scooted down
her body until he felt the heat of her pussy onféi®. He put his palms on the insides of her thigh
pushing them further apart. She was opened uprioer delicate pussy lips, dark brown like her fur
gave way inside to slick, wet pinkness. Taking epdiereath, he inhaled her scent. She was a differen
species from him, her pheromones designed to teactlifferent biology, but he could still smell a
delicate, musky spiciness. Her scent appealecetexbtic desires that had been awakened in his.mind

“Fucking do it already!” Grace barked at him. Shdted her hips from side to side, her tail
whipping back and forth against the grass undehnisaim. “Eat up, cherry boy.”

Smiling to himself, Kenneth dipped his head to nessy. He pressed his mouth to her cunt lips,
letting his short human tongue play out and slgide of her. He melted against her as he tasted her

flavor for the first time. She was as deliciouseagkrt as he could have asked for. Her spicy, tangy



juices slicked over his tongue, bathing his tasigstin her succulent ambrosia. He delved deeper, as
much as he could manage, seeking more of this waoisdirink.

Grace could feel slow waves of pleasure startingeinloins, spreading up through the rest of
her body. She hadn't expected a human male, aindia @ne at that, to be so good at eating pussy. H
tongue was finding every little nook and crannygasp as it could go, in her nethers. Her handavas
the back of his head, pushing her face againsa$ishe moved her hips in a slow circle, grinding
against him. When he withdrew his tongue, she edan irritation, as she had been so close, but the
her irritation turned to delight as his lips closgdund her clitoris. He sucked on her like she had
sucked on him, the tip of his tongue swirling hagainst her.

It got even better when she felt his hand joinnhagith, as he placed a finger against the
entrance to her sex. Grace moaned deeply as gerfalipped into her vagina, curling against heem
walls. She turned her head to the side, her batkray up from the grass as electricity spread up an
down her spineAlmost there...Oh, God, keep going...Please, jlisiemore...

“Oh, fuck...!” The female fur cried out in pleaswas she came. Kenneth coughed in surprised
as she squirted a spray of her femcum into his mduuit he recovered himself and drank her in. She
tossed her head from side to side, gasping, hgutprotruding from her jaws as she panted heavily.
Her strong arm was forcing the human's head aghergpussy, cutting off his air.

“Mmmf! Mmm, Grrrsss!” He slapped his hand on hellypérying to get her attention. Finally,
he felt the pressure on the back of his head lessehhe lifted up, gasping for breath and coughing
His face was dripping with her moisture.

Grace had to take a moment before she could sf@hk.Shit...” She traced her fingers over
his face, feeling the wetness that clung to hia.sisod, that's never happened before. That was
fucking amazing...”

Kenneth grinned as he got his wind back, rubbisghaind in a slow circle on her belly. He
moved his hand lower, rubbing the canine femald'svith his thumb. She gasped again, her ears
laying back along her head as she brought a hahdrtbreast, squeezing herself tightly.

“Goddamn...No, fuck...Stop...” She clamped herhhitpgether, gritting her teeth.

“What?” Kenneth sat up, suddenly alarmed. “Sordidn't mean to-"

“Don't apologize, you pussy!” she growled. Then yaice softened. “You're not doing
anything wrong.” She pushed him away, then she agmte her knees. Grace leaned forward, bringing
her arm around her human lover's back, and she liravin for a kiss. Her bushy tail curled around hi
waist. “I just want something else now.” She put tm@nd down between them, and made a low

murmur of approval. His cock was back to full atiem. “And | think you're ready to give me what |



want.”

Pulling back, Grace scooted a short distance back him. Then she rolled over onto her
stomach, lying flat on the grass. Looking back dwarshoulder, she drew her knees underneath her
body and lifted up. With her rump raised up in #lire she lifted her tail up and out of the way,itayit
down along her back. Kenneth's eyes locked badikeopussy, and his cock gave a twitch.

Oh, wow... he thought. If he had been honest with himselfibald never have thought this
would ever happen to hifghe really wants me. She wants me to do it.

“What are you waiting for?” Grace asked him. Ther@an shepherd laid her head down on the
grass, closing her eyes, and swayed her hips fidents side. Her perfect, firm, toned rear taunted
him, beckoned him. “It's called 'doggy style' foremson. Get over here and fuck me.”

At this point, Kenneth didn't need telling twicee Ifhoved forward, coming up close behind
Grace. His heart was going a mile a minute, hisytsbobt with endorphins as he realized just what
exactly what about to occur. Placing one hand arakg, he gripped his cock with his other hand. He
pushed against her, and his cock slid away. Hé &g@ain, and again as soon as he felt her warrath, h
slid off the mark. He made a noise of frustration.

“We're not like human girls,” Grace hissed. Theigariemale was growing impatient again, her
body screaming for him to be inside of her. Sheel@a her hips slightly. “You need to...angle up a
little.”

Kenneth did as she instructed, driving his hipsTugey both groaned in exquisite agony as his
cock finally sank deep inside of her slick, tighispy. The human male wrapped his arms around his
furred lover's waist, laying himself over her baSke dug her fingers into the ground, ripping up
clumps of grass and earth as she felt him fillieg $o completely. For long minutes they remained th
way, just reveling in the sensation of being cotedcEach shared the same sensation of deliciously
alien pleasure, the human and the fur.

By unspoken consensus, they both decided they neady. Keeping a tight grip on her hips,
Kenneth pulled back out of her. Grace gave a delriwhimper of pleasure, rocking her body forward
at the same time. As he then pushed back intsherdrove herself back until his hips slapped again
her ass.

Kenneth had thought about sex for years, had alwaggined what it would be like. But here,
right now, fucking Grace...It was absolutely nothlike what he'd thought it would be. She was so
soft, so warm, so wonderful around his cock. Eveoyvement that he made inside of her sent pleasure
rocketing through his body, more than he had expergenced in his life. He wanted it to last foreve

wanted this joy to never end, no matter if the odshe world came crashing down around them.



For Grace, it was much the same thing. All of laertésies, those terrible, glorious, illicit
fantasies that she'd had about Kenneth, were cotmirgight now. She'd lied to herself, told heatth
she didn't want this, but now that it was happeniNgw that she had made it happen...She couldn't
imagine herself ever wanting something more. Hikagas nothing like one of her species. He had no
knot, nothing uncomfortable that she had to crasrdanof herself, just a long, thick, magnificentko
that was fucking her everloving brains out. Wavklliss were cascading through her body, clouding
her mind with a narcotic haze that made her fondetre, when, what she was. All that mattered was
for him to keep fucking her, to keep filling her.

All good things must come to an end, and their mm@as no different. Before he was ready for
it to happen, Kenneth felt his balls draw up cltwshis body, and that familiar tingle start at base of
his cock. With a guttural cry, he drove himselthe hilt into Grace's pussy, the muscles in his rea
bunching up and twitching as his cock began flogdiar womb with his cum. Grace pushed herself up
on her arms, tilting her head back and drawingde@p breath. As she reached her peak with him, she
let out a long, loud, canine howl, her voice reaghip to the full moon, echoing through the trees.

It was an hour before Kenneth was able to movena@ai that time, he'd slid out of Grace's
body, and was lying next to the female fur. She lnexctail draped over his body, and was propped up
on one side, looking at him in amusement. Her vaaisl on his chest, a finger tracing around over his
skin in a lazy circle.

“Wimp,” the senior said. “Two measly orgasms, and'se all wiped out. What happened to
your runners' stamina?” Grace smirked at him, gpairhim with her dark brown eyes. She was
actually impressed with him. He'd managed to stdly aer through the whole thing. Many a male had
given out halfway, disappointing her, but not thinge. This one was different.

“Give me a break,” Kenneth managed to say. Thénfmas, a virgin no longer, sat up very
slowly. He could tell he was going to be sore i@ thorning. “l just started. You need to give me a
chance to get acclimated.”

“Ooh, look who thinks he's getting more chances.”

“Well, you're going to have to study for the finaght?”

“Good point.” Grace leaned over and kissed himhanlips. “Tell you what, nerd. Let's go back
to my place. We can sleep, and then maybe seei'ffeyap for round two. Be nice to have someone
who can keep up with me, for a change.”

Kenneth chuckled. “Sounds good to me, psycho.”
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“Well! Evil to some is always good to others.”
- Jane Austen



