Chapter Eight

Riley felt the rest of his work day could have been counted in seconds and was finally relieved to see them accumulate to five o’clock. Even the crowded commute home was made less painful by the prospects of an evening with Micah Grisham. His vigor translated into feats of physical prowess as he practically flew up the staircase of his apartment building, shunning the elevator entirely. There was one thing that could possibly intrude on Riley’s euphoria and the thing in question was standing right in front of his door.

“Oh, you’re back,” Saul smiled.

Riley halted in his tracks. Come on, he sighed. “Hey, what’s up?”

Saul looked as though he had taken extra care in his appearance. Dark blue jeans hugged his legs and smart-looking sweater vest patterned his chest. Even his fur looked groomed, not that Saul was known for venturing out his door looking anything but on-point.

“Nothing, nothing, I guess you’re just getting back from work then, eh?”

Riley reached for his keys but Saul remained poised in front of the door. “Ya, pretty beat too. Mind if I just get in there?”

The cat didn’t budge, “If you’re tired, think I could persuade you to let me cook for you tonight?”

“Saul,” Riley was internally pounding his fists against his head. What a monster this guy was, offering to make him a meal out of the kindness of his heart? It wasn’t Saul’s fault he hadn’t given up on Riley. The wolf needed to set the record straight here and now. “Look, I have a date tonight.”

Saul’s ears lowered, “Oh, I see.”

“Right, so, I kind of need to get ready.”

Saul looked away, “Is it with anyone I’d know?”

Riley felt it was none of his business but the reality was, given the limited number of queer men in Highland, if he was going out with someone in town, Saul had probably gotten his hands on them too at some point. “It’s someone I met through work. Can I get in my apartment, please?”

“Ya, ya, go right ahead,” Saul somberly moved aside letting Riley unlock his door. Riley groaned, “It’s not that I don’t appreciate what you’re offering. It’s just-” “-I get it, Riley. You don’t have anything to feel bad about.”

Riley held his key in the lock, “Why would I have to feel bad about anything?”

He could tell Saul was choosing his word carefully, “I was just under the impression you were willing to give us another chance.”

“Saul…we fucked once, alright? I don’t think that makes ‘us’ an item.”

The cat raised an eyebrow, “Once? Riley, what the hell are you talking about?” “Excuse me?”

Saul was visibly irritated. Riley had never seen him like this. “You know what? I don’t care, if it meant that little to you then I hope you’re freaking happy.” He stormed off down the hall before Riley had a chance to say anything.

The sound of Saul’s door slamming cause Riley to flinch, he lingered in the hall for a moment before entering his apartment.

What was that all about? Riley thought as he undressed. He never had sex with Saul more than once. Even as he showered he couldn’t shake Saul’s words, the look on his face and the utter certainty of the notion he and Riley were seeing each other in some capacity.

It didn’t matter, he thought, he’s just trying to fuck with you. You haven’t done anything

wrong.

He faced his dresser for several minutes before pulling out a pair of slender black pants, a magenta dress-shirt and a pair of turquoise trunks for underneath. The shirt was wrinkled slightly but hopefully his choice of jacket would compensate for that. Riley didn’t often wear body spray but a little extra scent might go a long way tonight and he applied a generous scattered of aromatics to his body.

Riley dressed and gave himself a once over in the bathroom mirror.

He took a deep breath, “Alright, this’ll work.”

Checking the time took out his phone and sent Micah confirmation of his readiness. Within a matter of minutes Riley could see the Haddish and Fairbrook car pull in front of the complex.

“Here we go,” Riley steadied his resolve, locked his apartment and rode the elevator down to the lobby. Micah was waiting for him by the passenger side door and whistled when he laid eyes on the wolf.

“You clean up nice,” He leaned in for a kiss.

Riley all too readily reciprocated, “Think you can overlook a few wrinkles?” Micah chuckled, “It’s not your clothes I’m interested in tonight.”

“Hey,” Riley paused, “Tonight…is it just a hook up or you actually, I don’t know, interested in me?”

Micah pulled him close and let his eyes do the talking. It was as if the tiger was peering into Riley’s very soul. He could see his reflection in jade of Micah’s eyes, fully encompassed and the center of his focus. “Mr. Conner, we’ll be late for dinner if we linger here too long.”

Riley could only nod and let Micah help him into the car seat. When Micah entered the vehicle, Riley nudged him, “How embarrassed have you been driving around in this thing?”

Micah sighed, “I feel totally emasculated. How could you tell?”

Riley reclined back in the seat, “Later on, I can probably help you feel a little more…manly.”

Micah’s ears perked up, “That’s so sweet of you.”

They both broke down and laughed in earnest. It wasn’t even that funny but laughing in comfort, without a care, felt nice.

Micah put on some music as they drove, exposing Riley to his musical tastes, “Didn’t take you for a hip-hop kind of guy.”

Micah smirked, “Music doesn’t rely on things like that to enjoyed don’t you think? I can appreciate a wide spectrum of genres and not exactly fit the ‘type’, can I not?”

Riley shrugged, “Look, I agree. I just expected something else.”

“And what ‘type’ would you peg me for when it comes to music that fits me?” “Seem like a guy who would be seen sitting in orchestra seats, if I’m being honest.” Micah chuckled, “Hey, I would trade symphony orchestra tickets for a mosh-pit any day

of the week.”

“You’re serious?”

“Even this suit comes off sometimes, as you’re aware.” Micah placed a hand on Riley’s thigh, “How about you?”

“Been to my fair share of metal shows,” Riley put his hand over Micah’s. “Why does that not surprise me, so you like to get your elbows up too, eh?”

“Haven’t been to one in a while, but there’s something about just letting go, you know?”

Micah rubbed Riley’s thigh and squeezed slightly, “Would you say you’re a fan of violence then?”

Riley rolled his eyes, “More on the receiving end of things, at least whenever I’ve moshed.”

“Imagine you must have a high pain threshold.”

“Guess I might, I haven’t really given that much thought.”

Riley could see Micah give him a hungry glance as he pulled into the parking lot of one of the more posh restaurants in Highland. Posh was probably a stretch when describing Gio’s, but when remaining choices of eateries consisted of the words ‘Bar and Grill’, ‘Tavern’, or ‘Deli’, Gio’s was considered a step-up.

Micah parked towards the back of the lot in the shade of a tree. A few other cars pulled in after them but Micah didn’t unlock the doors just yet.

“So, when you said you’d help me feel more ‘manly’, are you willing to back that up now?” Micah smirked.

Did he want to fuck in the car? Riley didn’t know if he could risk anything happening to the vehicle but he was also intrigued by anything Micah would propose. “What did you have in mind?”

Micah flashed a devious smile and reached into the back of the car. From a duffel bag he produced a small black box and handed it to Riley, “Open it.”

Riley lifted the lid and his eyes widened, “It’s a dildo.”

He picked up a curved plastic phallus with a ringed end and tiny prong attached. Riley held it in his hand as Micah leaned in, “I want you to put that inside you while we eat.”

“Fucking what?”

“I’ll even help you get it inside.”

Riley could feel his dick grow hard at the thought of inserting the dildo, and it wasn’t as though anyone could see it. He flicked the little prong on the instrument, based on where it would be situation once the dildo was inside him the prong would undoubtedly be in direct contact with his taint. The hooped end would also ensure he wouldn’t have to worry about it getting stuck inside him either. He had heard horror stories about various items lodging themselves up people’s anuses and he would be damned if this evening would end like one of those tragic tales.

“Alright, fuck it, I’m game,” Riley was going to be daring. He wouldn’t back down from

this.

Micah sharply inhaled, “That’s fucking hot.”

He reached once more into the duffle bag and pulled out a circular packet and held out his hand, Riley gave him the dildo and he ripping open the packet with his teeth. He then spread translucent lubricant over the tip of the dildo and all along its length.

Riley reclined his seat but took a moment to look outside to see if anyone was passing by, “Shit, I don’t know how tinted these windows are.”

Micah clicked his tongue, “Does it matter? Drop your pants, babe.” Riley swallowed and turned onto his stomach. Micah caressed Riley’s butt as the wolf undid his belt and shimmied his pants to his knees. Micah took a moment to grope Riley’s cock and balls, it was obviously he wasn’t about to waste any opportunity he had when it came to Riley’s nakedness. “The wait was worth it. Just want to take you right here and now.”

Riley moaned at the tiger’s touch, “Lube’s gonna dry out if you wait too long.” Micah laughed, “If it does, I’ll just have to improvise.”

Riley felt the cool tip of the dildo connect with his hole. He inhaled and exhaled in rhythm as he contracted his sphincter in preparation for the penetration. He had to grab hold of his tail to keep it from swishing into Micah’s face as the tiger pressed the sex toy deeper into him.

“Fuck, how much longer?” Riley panted.

“Just about,” Micah said as the prong pressed into Riley’s taint, “And we’re in.”

Riley could feel the tip of his cock moisten and pulled up his pants before any got on the seat. It was an odd sensation, he thought, as he tightened his belt.

Odd but damned satisfying.

“This doing anything for you?” He asked Micah who replied with a look of intense longing.

“I say fuck dinner and let me get you out of those clothes,” Micah let out a low purr and kissed Riley.

“I got dressed up for this, let’s at least get some breadsticks or something?” Riley nuzzled Micah. As he sat in the car seat he felt the dildo press into him, how was he going to get through dinner like this? Every second the item was in him he could have sworn he would just come at any moment. He already knew that there must have been a massive stain on his trunks from the pre-cum already.

Micah licked his lips, “Breadsticks and then we’ll see what else we’re in the mood for.” Riley let out a low moan, “Shit, at this rate I won’t even make it to the door.” “I’ll carry you if I have to,” Micah gave Riley’s ear a quick nibble.

They then left the car and as they walked towards the restaurant Riley clenched his ass together.

Fuck me, he thought as Micah held the door for him and went inside.

