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AUSTRIA
Preface:
Many months have passed since I wrote my last entry. I can't believe it is almost September already. Nikki and I were so busy with school and everything, that I almost didn’t recognize how fast this year passed by. I have learned so many new things during my first year at High School. What I loved the most was history class. Our new teacher, Mrs. Lancaster, always managed to bring the past back to life, what makes her an outstanding educator. Nikki just finished her third year in college, so basically, she has only one more year to go. But she decided to stay at Stark until she has her Master in Theater Education and Applied Theatre. That means she will go to college by 2026, and if everything works out, we will go there together for a whole year. I can hardly wait. 

Now let us talk about our theater group for a second. As I mentioned in my last entry, we pretty much stopped doing bigger plays. We still do our rehearsals or play little sketches at parties or on other special occasions. A good example of such an occasion is a recent shop opening in the local mall, for which we were hired by the shop’s owner in May. But what I love the most are our karaoke nights at our favorite restaurant. Singing with Nikki is still a wonderful thing for me to do. While love songs continue to be our favorites, we also tried some country music, and lately, we added a few songs from the old Swedish pop group ABBA to our list. One of the coolest songs written by them is Gimme, Gimme, Gimme (A man after Midnight), which was performed by Angelike, Svetlana and Nikki for this shop opening I have mentioned. To be more specific, it was a shop for fine clothing. You know, suits, dresses, shoes, accessories, and such stuff. For this gig, we all had to wear clothes out of this store, which was, at least for me, rather uncomfortable. The girls all had to wear evening attire, while we boys all got black suits. At least they allowed me to wear a white shirt with no buttons on it. As some of you might remember, I have Koumpounophobia, which is the fear of clothes buttons. I can’t even touch them without being disgusted. Mom said that I looked cute in that suit. It reminded me a little about the Men in Black Cosplay Nikki and I did a long time ago. That is also where I had this white shirt from. It’s a good thing that mom often buys my clothes a bit bigger than needed. That way I was still able to wear this shirt. But enough of that for now, I guess a different topic might be more interesting for you. We go a bit forward to the first week of July. Nikki and I decided to spend a few days in our cabin at Spaulding Lake. It was warm outside, perfect weather for cheetahs to run around topless and only dressed in panties, or with a long white shirt, with nothing underneath. And why not, Nikki has the perfect body for that. We were at the lake for half a week when my girl got a call from Angelike. Our cute Bengal friend asked if she could spend some time with us, since she got annoyed by her brother at home. Of course, we happily invited her over. Since Angel doesn’t have a car, Nikki had to pick her up. I stayed at the cabin, using the time alone to chat with my friends on Paw-Talk and listen to some music. Recently Nikki introduced me to the band SABATON. I especially love their history-themed songs like Bismarck, Winged Hussars, or Great War. My mother, even though she doesn’t like this kind of music, said that the look of me headbanging in my room was quite amusing for her. But overall, I still prefer more thoughtful music with good lyrics. That is why you usually hear Bon Jovi, Bryan Adams, or Celtic Woman when you enter my room. Not too long ago, I discovered a song called “Familiar’s Promise” by Heather Alexander. Mom also listened to this song, and what she heard made her cry. She explained that the lyrics reminded her of what my father used to say to her almost every night before they went to bed. This song will appear again at a later time in this entry, so keep it in mind. Speaking of songs which make you cry. Maybe you remember that I mentioned the song “A Star looks down tonight” by David Hasselhoff in my last journal. Honestly, it isn’t a favorite of mine, but my mom likes it. As she introduced it to me the first time, I witnessed how she wrote down something. Later, while I helped her with the laundry, I found the little piece of paper she had used in one of her pockets. 
What she had written down was a love letter to my father. It may sound odd to write a letter to someone long gone, but it shows how strong her love for my father still is, even after all those years. No wonder that she never accepted a new partner. 
Not that she didn’t have the chance to get one, there were several candidates over the years. Most of them were people she knew from work. But mom never let anything happen. She did not even let them sleep in our house, regardless of how hard they tried. 
I know that I never mentioned this before, it simply wasn’t worth talking about. I especially remember one guy. His name was Steve, I think. I was nine or ten years old, when he tried to get into mom’s bedroom through me. He brought me presents every time he came to visit us. That way, I got the whole Infamous Iron Man Comic Series. But as said, mom wasn’t interested in getting a new lover or partner. At the end, he didn’t come anymore. But let us go back to the story now. 
I was sitting at my PC in the Cabin’s bedroom, listening to some music, as a chat window popped up. To my delight, it was our friend Hazel. 
Hazel: Hey wolfy! How's it going? 
Balto: Hi, Hazel. I am good. Just sitting in the cabin, Nikki is picking up Angelike, and we will spend a few days here together. How about you and Johana? 
Hazel: My brother and I are fine, too. Well, at least I think he is fine. Haven’t seen him and Kirara for a while. Only hearing them. I swear, they are fucking the entire day. And Johana still claims that they aren’t a couple. 
Balto: Let me guess, you are mad that they don’t let you play with them, yes? 
Hazel: That is so mean! I am at least as good as Kirara! 
Balto: Hazel, please. Don’t you have a friend or someone who would play with you? 
Hazel: No! You don’t know how hard it can be to get someone if your mom is a rock star. Will you fuck with Nikki and Angelike later? 
Balto: We just want to have a fun time together, watch movies or sing karaoke. Maybe we will have sex, too. But I don’t know. 
Hazel: Is Angelike good in bed? Is she tight? Does she swallow? Have you peed on her, like you did with Nikki? 
Balto: You are in heat, aren’t you? Ok, I play along. Angel is very tight, her blowjobs are fantastic, she swallows, and even likes it to lick my cum out of Nikki’s pussy. And no, I haven’t marked her. That is something I only did with Nikki so far. 
Hazel: Yeah, I am in heat… and my dildos don’t help much. Do you have anything new to share? 
Balto: No, Hazel. Nikki and I don’t make that many photos anymore. But wait, I have a photo from a webcam show with Angelike. Want to see that? 
Hazel: You made a webcam show without telling me? Show me! 
Balto: ---sends file----
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Hazel: Oh wow! Angelike is hot. She even looks tight, or is your cock that much bigger now? I really need to visit you. You know, when mom is giving a concert in your area again, Johana and I could stay at your place for a few days. Can we? 
Balto: I don’t know, Hazel. I must speak with Nikki about it first. Besides that, we will soon travel to Austria for two weeks. Maybe after that. 
Hazel: Austria? You mean the place where everything can kill you? With all the giant spiders, the insects, the sharks and all the other scary things? 
Balto: Hazel, that’s Australia. The only thing in Austria that could kill you is all the sweet stuff. You remember? We talked about those so-called “Mozartkugeln” a while ago. 
Hazel: Oh, yeah. Don’t forget to bring some of them for me.
The cabin’s front door opened, and I could hear Nikki and Angelike's laughter. 
Balto: Hazel, I got to go. Nikki and Angel are back. See you soon! 
Hazel: Have fun! Make photos for me! And videos! 
Balto: I will try. Keep your chin up, Hazel. 
As soon as I signed off, I heard Nikki’s lovely voice:  
“Balto! We are back! We brought pizza for dinner, get your pants up and come here.”    
Angelike chuckled and giggled, as I entered the main room of our cabin, only wearing a shirt and my underwear. Nikki sighed, as she saw me. I answered that with a mischievous grin on my face. 
“What? We are at home, and both of you have even seen me naked before.”    
Angelike agreed with me.
“Yes, Nikki. And honestly, I think it is an excellent idea. It is way too warm for clothes.”    
The slim Bengal quickly pulled down her shorts, showing us the sexy black lingerie she was wearing. 
Nikki first gave us a stern look, like a mother who was about to punish her kids. But then she began to laugh and dropped her shorts as well. 
“You two were right, this is much better. Now let us eat before the pizza gets cold.”    
Together, we ate this family size pizza, talked, and laughed. We were not able finish the whole thing, there still was a good part of it left. Neither of us was able to eat more without risking throwing up. 
After dinner, we watched a few videos on Paw-Tube. Later in the afternoon, we decided to make a little walk through the woods. With pants, of course. Due to the warm weather, many others visited the lake to relax, for a swim, some were only reading a book while listening to birds. We heard the woodpeckers high in trees, even caught a wild raccoon searching for food in an unattended backpack. Nikki laughed, as the hungry fella ran away from us, with a package of bread clutched between its teeth. Someone should have really cared more for his stuff. It is common for raccoons here to steal food and other things from people, if they get the chance. Only Angel did not even seem to notice this funny scene. She was walking slightly behind us, paw dragging as she stared at the ground. After a while, I couldn't help but ask her:
“Angel, is something wrong?”
Hmm? Oh… no…. just…” She sighed, while turning her head to the side. “I had an argument with my family today. But let us first go back to the cabin, it starts to get a little chili out here.”
The poor girl. Once more, I was happy for having such a cool mom, and mostly, that I don’t have any siblings. I can’t imagine how life would be if I had a brother or a sister. I am certain that I wouldn’t have the biggest room in our house, my wolf cave, all for myself. Or all my cool stuff. Being a single child is the best. Sorry if that sounds a bit selfish to you. 
After we came back to the cabin, we sat down on the sofa, Nikki in the middle, Angelike on her left side, and I am on the right. It was getting dark outside as Nikki continued the conversation, which we began during the walk, by asking Angel:  
“After I picked you up earlier, you told me that you wanted to talk with us about your family, Angel. Now tell us, what is wrong?”   
Angelike looked at us, before her view went down to the floor. She took a deep breath before she began to explain:
“It is mostly because of my fat, stupid brother. Or better said, stepbrother. See, Raphael and Svetlana wanted to have the flat for themselves for a few days, which is why I went to my mom's place for the past week. Anna is away because of her job or school, I don’t know. We never really became close friends. Anyway, I wanted to take a shower, undressed, and right as I was standing there all naked, Darius came into the bathroom. I didn’t even wear a towel, as he came in. His eyes became big, as he saw me standing there. Like he would have never seen a naked girl before. This situation was so creepy. I screamed at him, told him to get out. But he refused, even went to the toilet to take a dump. His father came in, asking what the noise was about. I told him that Darius just ignored the fact that I was uncomfortable of being naked in front of him, that I wanted to take a shower as his son came in. And this idiot had the nerves to ask me where the problem was. Can you believe that? And to put the crown on all that, Darius laughed behind us. I swear, this guy is such a moron.”   
Nikki looked at her in disgust, while I tried to stifle a giggle. I will say it again, I am happy to be a single child.
My cheetah had to think for a moment, before she answered to our friend:  
“That sounds terrible. If I may ask that, does your stepbrother still live with your parents? I mean, as far as I know, he's at least six or seven years older than you.”
Angelike seemed to get a little angry. She somehow looked like Jennifer Walters, you know, before she turns into She-Hulk. She replied, in a louder tone: 
“Yes, he does. But not because he can’t afford his own apartment. No, he just sees no reason to move out. Darius thinks it is so comfortable for him because mom makes him dinner, she makes his laundry, and he doesn’t have to pay rent or anything. And his father doesn’t say a single word against that. Neither does my mom. My real father sadly lives in L.A., so going to his place in such a case isn’t possible for me.” 
Nikki tried to calm the Bengal down by massaging her shoulders. 
“Angel, do you know why your mother accepts this behavior?”   
Our feline friend shook her beautiful head.
“No. I guess she simply doesn’t want to be alone, and for that, she accepts this fat, lazy nerd who only sits in his room and masturbates the whole time, if he isn’t programming those perverted video games.”   
Here I spoke up: 
“He is a game designer?”   
Nikki put her hand on top of my muzzle. 
“Balto, please. That is not helpful.”   
My little question and Nikki’s reaction seemed to amuse Angelike. 
“I wouldn’t call the garbage he is programming games. But he gets good money for it, the devil knows why. I cannot tell you two how glad I am that you let me stay here until I can go back to my place.”  
Nikki and I looked at each other with smiles. My cheetah then said, after she placed her hand on the Bengal’s upper leg:
“You can stay with us as long as you want. And you can be sure that no one here will watch when you take a shower.”   
This statement made me giggle, whereupon Nikki gently poked me. 
“What is so funny, doggy?”
Still chuckling, I said:
“Well, no one can watch her under the shower here, since there are only the three of us, and we mostly shower all together.”    
My girl agreed with me as she gently ran her hand through my hair. 
Angelike stood up, stretched her body, then she made a step over to me. After she carefully took my head into her hands, the Bengal gave me a gentle kiss on my nose. I must have had a pretty goofy smile on my face at that moment, which made Nikki laugh out loud while pointing at me with her finger.
“Balto, you should really see your face right now.”   
Angelike chuckled. 
“Your wolf really is a silly puppy sometimes, Nikki. You know Balto, I always enjoy taking a shower with you. Speaking of showers, I need to go for little kitties. Be right back.”   
My gaze followed Angel, as she walked toward the bathroom. She has such a cute little butt. 
Nikki placed her arm around me, pulling me closer to her. At the end we laid down on the couch, Nikki on her back with me on top of her.
“Is everything ok? I know that her butt can be hypnotizing, but I sense that there is something else in your mind.”   
I nodded as I snuggled against the soft fur of my cheetah, mumbling: 
“Yes, Nikki. All is fine. I was just thinking about Angel. She is such a nice girl. She doesn't deserve a brother like that.”   
Nikki shook her head and sighed, while she caressed my cheeks.
“Family isn’t something you can choose. At least not as a child. Barely anyone is as lucky as we are with our parents, Balto.”
Angel rejoined us a few minutes later. She must have heard Nikki and me talking about family:
“All too true. But well, at least you can later pick your friends, who, if you make the right choices, become a new family.”
This talk went on for some time, but I already bothered you way too long with our dialogs again. Let us move on. Our evening ended at about midnight. Well, I fell asleep way before that, while the girls watched West Side Story. I swear, this movie is so boring. The last thing I remember is how Nikki woke me up, so we could go to bed.
It was a peaceful night, surrounded by my lovely girlfriend, and our dear friend Angelike. I am a lucky wolf. Hey, maybe it brings good fortune if you rub my belly. Want to try it?
The next morning began with the unpleasant noise of the cabin doorbell. We really need a new sound for this stupid thing.
The girls were still sleeping, so I had to get up to see who was outside. After I opened the door, I could see a young, nervous Bengal cat with big, green eyes. He was wearing a scout uniform, and asked if he could use our toilet. If I should guess, I would say that he was about 7 or 8 years old. I allowed it to him, he thanked me, and was gone a few minutes later. This boy could easily have been Angelike's little brother. But that is most possibly only because they are from the same species. The girls were still in bed, so I decided to prepare breakfast. We had some baked-on croissants, ham, Marmalade, and butter. Sadly, there were no eggs. I also put coffee on for Nikki, some Rooibos-Vanilla tea for Angel, and for myself, I made some cocoa. After I was done with all that, it was time to wake up the girls. As I was standing in front of the bedroom door, I could hear a loud, lustful moaning. By the sound of it I could tell that it came from Angel. Slowly I opened the door, just a gap wide. Through that gap, I could watch how Nikki buried her muzzle deep between the Bengal's legs. I came just at the right moment to watch how these legs began to shake. Angel spread her toes, screamed in lust, but Nikki didn’t stop licking her sweet pussy, until Angel begged her to stop. The young feline was panting hard, as Nikki turned her head towards the half-open door. I could see how wet her muzzle was from Angelike’s moisture, while she looked at me with a wide grin on her face.
“Did you enjoy our little show, doggy? What about losing those pants and giving our little pet here a second round?”
Angelike lifted herself up, looking at me with a suggestive look.
“Yes, come here to me, Balto.”
No one with a taste for girls would say no to such an offer, right? Quickly I pulled down my pants and took off my shirt. I just wanted to jump on the bed, as Nikki stopped me.
“Wait, I think we will try something new today.”
My girl reached under the bed, where we store our toys in a wooden box. She took out some cuffs and a long chain, then she commanded me to help her tie Angel’s arms to the bed. The Bengal purred, her tail switched from one side to the other, as she watched us with her beautiful blue eyes. Angel angled her legs, happily awaiting her second round. But first, Nikki grabbed some pillows, which she placed under Angelike’s butt. This scene was so hot, I can hardly describe it. It was a feast for the eyes to see this cute, slender cat in this tempting position. After Nikki was done, she presented her work to me:
“Doggy, dinner is served. Have fun.”
Nikki took her bathrobe from the hook behind the door before she left the room. For me, it finally was time to have some fun. Our pet giggled and wiggled a bit with her little butt, as I went into position. Impatient, she said:
“Come on, don’t let me wait.”
I was just about to get to work when I saw the bottle of strawberry lube, which was standing next to Little Balto on the nightstand. Angel recognized how I looked at the bottle and how I reached it.
“Balto, I don’t think I need that. I am wet eno… Ahhhh!”
Angel yelped in surprise, as I touched her butt hole with my finger. Carefully I rubbed some lube on her tight backdoor. Slowly I shoved one finger inside her, what made the Bengal scream in pain.
Shocked by her reaction, I pulled my finger out again. Angel seemed a bit embarrassed.
“I am sorry, Balto. It is just, you know, I am not a fan of anal sex. Can you please take my pussy instead?”
Nikki knocked on the door.
“Is everything ok in there? Balto, there is a ball gag in the toy box, in case our little pet is too loud. And don’t forget to wear a condom.”
Angel chuckled, but I was a bit disappointed. First, I would have loved to take her sweet butt. Second, I hate condoms. Angel saw how sad I looked down, and that my cock wasn’t fully out of the sheath anymore. She had an idea.
“Balto, put some of that lube on my paws, I want to give you a paw job. That is something I haven’t done with a boy yet.”
I followed her command and placed some lube on her lovely little paws. Her pink paw pads were so soft. Angelike giggled, her legs twitched a bit, as I massaged her paws.
“Stop that, wolfy, I am ticklish. You ready?”
I nodded while taking her paws in my hands, carefully bringing them into position. Angel began to rub my member slowly. The feeling of her soft, gentle paws rubbing on my hard cock made me moan. With my hands, I pressed her paws against my dick. This felt so heavenly, I couldn’t resist humping her paws. Understandable it didn’t take long, until my manhood was gaining its full size. As my feline play partner saw that, she angled her legs once more, and said with a big grin on her face:
“Now get a condom and fuck me. Don't hold back, but don’t finish in the condom, ok? I want you to mark me.”
Without any words, I reached for a condom, which we always have in the nightstand, and moved up between her legs. With relish, rubbed my stiff member on her honey pot before putting the condom on. We mostly use the Wolfex brand, those are special condoms for Anthro canines. They go far down, over the knot, what makes them extra safe. Angel smiled while watching me getting ready for her.  I went into position, the Bengal crossed her legs behind my back, making an escape impossible. As if I wanted to escape this. As it seemed, she needed it badly. A favor I was happy to do for her. First, I placed the tip of my member at the entrance of her tight love tunnel. Before I went on, I looked at her lovely face once more. She didn’t say anything, only watched me with her big, blue eyes. Slowly, inch by inch, my cock entered Angel’s wet hole. Her tightness was overwhelming. As I was fully inside her, I looked up at her once more. She smiled, closed her eyes in expectation of what came next. Gently, I began to move my hips back and forth. All Angel could do because of her tied hands was to enjoy this treatment. Slowly I increased my pace, what made us both moan. To my surprise, Angel used her strong legs to pull me even closer to her. I was barely able to keep my growing knot out of her tight, wet pussy. Resisting my inner desire to hang with her became harder every time my knot was pressing against those moisten lips. The Bengal purred, moaned, and hissed in pleasure. The sounds she made motivated me to fuck her harder and harder, the bed squeaked underneath us with every move. Several times I pulled my dripping wet member almost fully out, just to push it back inside, until my knot pressed against the girl’s vagina. My climax came closer and closer. Suddenly, Angel screamed in pleasure. Her whole body began to shake, as she reached an intense orgasm.
Luckily, she released me from her grip, so I could pull out to remove the condom, only seconds before I spurt my seed all over the slender body of this naughty feline. We both were panting hard, as Nikki’s voice from behind let me startle.
“Good Lord, I think the entire forest has heard you. I mean, I heard you, and I was outside the cabin. Maybe it would have been better if I had closed the front door. On the other hand, there was just a group of Boy Scouts passing by. You should have seen their faces, it was hilarious. Well done, Balto.”
My tail wagged happily, as Nikki came closer to inspect the scene. My cheetah caressed over my head, while her eyes wandered over our sweet kitty's cum-covered body.
“I didn’t know you were that pent-up, Balto. Let us bring Angel to the bathroom, she deserved a nice shower after this.”
Nikki opened the cuffs on both of Angel’s hands, before she helped the Bengal up. The kitty’s legs were still a bit shaky, so it took her a moment, until she could stand safely. Nikki and I supported her on the way to the bathroom, but this time, the girls went in there without me. 
Instead, I used the time to reheat the tea and my cocoa, while the girls took a shower together. Luckily, we have a microwave in the cabin. It took them a while, and after they came out, we finally had our breakfast. Angel still had a grin on her face. And she had every reason for it. I mean, she just began her day with two orgasms. Who wouldn’t be happy after that? 
You know what? Let us discuss this in the comments. What does your perfect morning look like?
Chapter 1: Preparation for the Journey
The start of our trip was scheduled for July 30. A week before that, on the 23rd, Mom, Nikki’s parents, Nikki, and I sat together in our living room to make plans for the places we wanted to visit. Mr. Kofi had a huge map of Vienna and the surrounding areas with him. Honestly, using a physical map was a bit strange for me. But Nikki’s father explained that it is good to at least know how to read a map, since other than mobile phones, they don’t need batteries or Wi-Fi to work. First, he showed us the location of our hotel. It was the Guesthouse Vienna in the center of the city, which he encircled with a green marker. Mr. Kofi also showed us a few photos of the hotel. To me, it looked like a noble place. It was a bit disappointing for me that they wouldn’t serve a breakfast buffet or have any fun stuff like a karaoke bar. But at least the place was close to many interesting sites, which I will describe to you in a bit. Each of us got a piece of paper, a pen, and a few minutes to write down a list of places he or she wanted to visit. Some locations were named two or three times, but I will list them only once, including links for you to take a look at them:
Mrs. Kofi was the first who presented her list:
- The Mozarthaus
- The Vienna Opera House
- The Albertina
- The St. Stephen’s Cathedral
- The Capuchin Crypt
- Schönbrunn Palace
- Café Sacher
Then my mom presented her list:
- St. Charles Church
- The Prater
- The Imperial Zoo of Vienna
- The Museum of Art and the Museum of Natural History
Nikki was next:
- The museum of torture
- The Aqua Terra Zoo 
- Danube Tower and Danube Park
- City Hall and the Parliament of Vienna
My List came next:
- The Ferris Wheel in the Prater
- Time Travel Vienna
- Carnuntum
Mr. Kofi then added the last few locations to our list:
- Army History Museum
- The House of Music
- The Imperial Treasury Vienna
- The Vienna Central Cemetery
- And then a very odd location: Mauthausen
The next task was to plan on which days we would visit those places.
Mr. Kofi explained that, due to the fact our flight from Buffalo would leave at noon on the 30th of July, we would arrive in Vienna early in the morning on Monday, the 31st. That way we would have time to make a nap at the hotel and go for a walk in the afternoon and evening the same day. Several of our chosen locations, next to some other interesting places, were close to the hotel. The Graben, for example, is an area with many famous shops. Perfect for a walk after the long flight.
On Tuesday, the 1st of August, we scheduled the Capuchin Crypt, the place where the Habsburgs, the Imperial Family of Austria, are buried. After that, we will go to the Mozarthaus. That is a place where Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart lived and composed parts of his famous music from 1784 to 1787. Afterward we will possibly visit St. Stephen’s Cathedral, in case we couldn’t do that on Monday. We also set the Vienna Opera house on that date, and in the evening, we will go to house Sacher. Can’t wait to taste this “Sachertorte.”
Wednesday was reserved for Schönbrunn Palace, which was the home of the Habsburg dynasty, the Imperial Zoo, which is said to be the oldest Zoo in the entire world, and in the evening, we wanted to visit the Prater. Maybe we could even ride the Ferris wheel that day.
Thursday was set for the Museum of Art and the Natural History Museum. Both big places, for which you should plan the complete day, in case you want to see everything.
The Aqua Terra Zoo and the Torture Museum were set for Friday.
Saturday was kept free, so that would be a perfect day for a long walk around the city.
The Albertina, a Museum for Art, was set to Sunday. Mom and Mrs. Kofi wanted to see that place, while Nikki, her father and I wanted to visit the Army History Museum that day.
On Monday, we planned to visit Time Travel Vienna and the Imperial Treasury.
Tuesday the 8th was the day for Carnuntum, a partly rebuilt Roman Village and Museum a bit outside of Vienna. Nothing else was set for that day, as we had to go there by car. For this special location, Nikki packed some costumes for photos into her luggage. More to that will come later, but what I can tell you here already is that she looked so cute in hers that more than one human looked after her during our visit.
Wednesday was meant to be the day for the long trip to Mauthausen. I will go more into detail later. Just that much, I never want to visit such a place ever again. It was horrible and would let the most terrifying haunted house look like an amusement park for babies in comparison.
Thursday was for The Danube Tower and the nearby Park, also City Hall, St. Charles Church, and Parliament. That left only the Cemetery for Friday, and the House of Music on Saturday. 
This timetable, of course, changed a bit during the trip, but we had at least a rough plan of what we wanted to do. And it left the final weekend almost free to use for Nikki and me.
After we were done with our timetable, we checked our papers. Passports, insurance, ETIAS-allowance, the flight tickets and all that stuff.
Later that evening, Nikki and I went to my room. We sat down on my bed, switched on some classical music. I don’t know if you remember, Mrs. Kofi once gave me some CDs with opera music. We listened to pieces composed by Mozart and Beethoven, like A little Night Music, Figaro, Ode to Joy and Symphony Number 9. I don’t often listen to this kind of music, but the Ode to Joy especially has a nice melody. What is also well-known around the world is the Radetzky-Marsch, written by Johann Strauss. While listening to the music, Nikki and I lay on our backs staring at the ceiling of my room. I was thinking about the past years, all the changes that happened to us. Suddenly, my thoughts were just circling around my and Nikki's possible future, I felt her hand sliding under my shirt. Nikki lay sideways to my right, her left hand wandering slowly through my fur. The feeling of her gentle fingers made me moan. Slowly, her hand wandered up to my chest. My tail wagged happily, which made Nikki giggle.
It simply was a perfect moment, in which I thought of some memorable moments which happened during the past few years. This went on for a few minutes, until Nikki’s soft voice snapped me out of my thoughts:
“Earth to Balto, what are you thinking about, wolfy?”
I sighed silently.
“I was just thinking about Mikey, and that time we went camping with him. He acted so weird there.”
My girl began to laugh.
“That was because he had a crush on you. But he has Antu now, so you don’t have to worry about him anymore.”
Nikki's phone buzzed, interrupting our talk. It was a message from Angelike on Paw-Talk, which Nikki showed to me:
“Hi Nikki! I just wanted to ask when I can visit you again. Also, there is something else I wanted to ask you about. While we showered together last time, I thought you maybe would want to do a special thing with me. You know?”
Nikki and I had a hunch, but neither of us wanted to say it. Which is why Nikki answered:
“What do you mean, Angel?”
The answer took a while, and our cute pet corrected herself several times:
“You know what I mean. The thing you told me about, what Balto does with you.”
Nikki continued to play dumb:
“Angel, I really don’t have a clue what you mean.”
The Bengal finally spit it out:
“Come on, I mean watersports, Nikki. I want to try it with you. Or with Balto. Or both of you.”
While I couldn’t keep my laughter in anymore, Nikki answered:
“Angel, wasn’t it enough that Balto marked you with his cum? Do you really want that kind of marking?”
Angel’s next answer sounded desperate:
“Yes, I do. Please, Nikki. Don’t make me beg for it.”
I could see a big grin on Nikki’s face, while she typed her answer. 
“Maybe, we will see. Balto and I will go to Austria for two weeks on Sunday. If we have the time, we could perhaps meet at the cabin on Thursday or Friday. Be a good girl until then.”
Strangely, there was no further response from Angel. Watersports isn’t something everyone likes, and so Nikki thought that she might have got cold paws. My girl put her phone away and gave her full attention to me again. Like before, I felt her hand on my belly, my chest. Nikki gave me a gentle kiss. In return, I licked her muzzle. She moved closer, lifted her head, so I could lick over her throat. My cheetah purred, as she felt my tongue. Nikki’s hand wandered down on my body, between my legs. Her fingers stroked over the bulge in my shorts, making me moan once more. Nikki massaged my sheath, went lower, where she squeezed my balls carefully. Then she sat up straight and put both hands on the waistband of my shorts. Slowly, she pulled them down. Seeing the tip of my member peeking out of my sheath caused Nikki to smile. After she got rid of my shorts, the feline made me spread my legs a bit to give her an easier access. She began enthusiastically to lick my balls. Her tail twitched in joyful expectation. My shaft grew bigger and bigger under Nikki’s skillful treatment, until it reached its full size. As my girl looked up at me, our eyes met. Next, she got off the bed to take her top off. My tail wagged fast, as I saw her firm, well-formed breasts. They certainly have grown during the past years. Nikki turned around, bent over, presenting me her firm butt, with her tail raised high. Slowly, she pulled down her shorts. She has such a great ass, and an even better looking pussy. 
My cheetah must have seen how I watched her getting naked with big eyes. To tease me a bit, she spread her butt cheeks, giving me a clear view of her tight, little anus.
I licked my muzzle, wanted to stand up and get behind her, what Nikki stopped by turning around and holding me down. But my intention to get behind her seemed to be to Nikki’s liking. On all fours, she crawled back on the bed. The lusty cat placed her rear end above my muzzle. She lowered herself down, until her butt touched my nose. This was my signal to start licking her underneath her tail. Slowly, my tongue circled around her back door. Nikki moaned in pleasure, as she reached for my stiff member with her soft hands. While she gently stroked it, I pressed my tongue inside her butt. Nikki’s grip became tighter, as she felt me penetrating her that way. I can tell you that this feline has a really sensitive anus. Deeper and deeper my tongue wandered inside her. Nikki moaned, then she finally lowered her head down on my cock, swallowing it whole. She began to suck it hard, I moaned, luckily my sounds were muffled by my kitty's sweet, tasty butt. What was especially good, since our parents were still just a few steps away. Nikki sucked my member so intensely, that I wanted to scream in lust. It took only a couple of minutes until I was about to explode, but Nikki suddenly stopped and turned herself around. I swear her eyes were glowing, as she lowered her rear end down on my dripping wet member. The cheetah rubbed my cock a few times over her wettened butt hole, before she finally let it slip it inside her. Inch by inch, my cock disappeared in Nikki’s tight little ass, until it was balls deep inside her. A triumphant “Yesssss” could be heard out of her cute muzzle, then she began to bounce up and down. She was riding my cock like a cowgirl, circling her hips during as she would dance on a pole. The feeling I experienced was so intense, my claws scratched over the blanket. It drove me crazy how wild Nikki was this time. She even increased her pace, as she felt my knot growing. My girl moaned, she began to droll a bit, while my knot slipped in and out of her. I knew I couldn’t hold it back much longer. Nikki groaned, as I began to move my hips, following her rhythm. The feline bounced up and down, she grabbed and squeezed her firm breasts. My thrusts became harder. Then, as she once more moved up and my member slipped out of her, I grabbed her hips with both hands and pushed her down on my cock with all my strength. This was it. My knot slipped into her butt, got stuck. The feeling of my knot inside her pushed Nikki over the edge. Her breathing was heavy, she screamed in lust and pleasure, as she reached her climax. Only seconds later, I made my final thrust and filled her ass with a big load of cum. Nikki’s body was shaking for minutes, after her orgasm subsided. I could see stars dancing in front of my eyes. Nikki had slight problems sitting straight after the climax she had just experienced. The moment before I closed my eyes for a moment, her face showed a satisfied grin.
About 5 minutes later, Nikki was still sitting on my dick, the door suddenly opened. My eyes went big, as someone entered without even knocking. Nikki turned her head, and screamed with all the strength she had left:
“Mom! Get out!”
But Mrs. Kofi only giggled.
“It looks and smells like you two had a lot of fun in here.”
Nikki gathered a blanket to cover us a bit. I bet that at this moment, she regretted that she let me hang with her.
“What the hell, Mom. Get out. I am sitting on my boyfriend’s dick here, leave us alone.”
My girl’s mother had no intention of leaving. Instead, Mrs. Kofi came closer, she even sat down next to us. Nikki became furious. I had to bite my lips, since her movements were a bit hurtful for me.
“Mom, for the last time. Leave us. What would dad say, if he would see this?”
The older feline smiled, as the blanket fell because of Nikki’s movements.
“You shouldn’t move around so much, Nicole. Canines are extremely sensitive during hanging. And don’t worry about your father. He is busy with Christa. She is wearing a ball gag, which is why you can’t hear her. (way more information than I wanted to have) I only wanted to look if everything is ok, after you two screamed so loud. Now I can see why. I am really impressed, Balto. And Nicole, you look wonderful.”
Mrs. Kofi touched her daughter’s snout, kissing her gently. Nikki calmed down and relaxed. She probably was too weak to fight her mother in this situation. Moments later, my knot became small enough for Nikki to move up, and let it slip out of her ass. Her mother noticed that, told me to hold Nikki in my arms. 
Then Mrs. Kofi stood up, took a few pieces of the wet tissues I had on the bedside table, and carefully cleaned Nikki down there.
She also took care of my shrinking cock. Her gentle touches made me moan silently, while Nikki only sighed.
“You two should take a shower together.” 
My girl answered, slightly disgusted, while I still held her down:
“This is so embarrassing. Are you happy now, mom?”
A chuckle could be heard.
“I only wanted to provide you from ruining the sheets again. You pumped quite a load into your girl there, Balto. Good boy.”
I could hear the birds singing outside. I opened my eyes, Nikki was sleeping, next to me. After I stood up, I shook my head. Then I looked at the dirty sheets, which showed obvious signs of what had happened the night before. Nikki was snoring in her sleep. I could see the sun standing high, as I looked out of the window. Was last night just a dream? And if yes, how much of it? A load yawn from my girl pulled me out of my thoughts. She stretched her body, looking at me with a big smile.
“This was wonderful yesterday, Fluffy. What’s the time? Damn, I slept so deeply last night. Let us take a shower, my butt is all sticky from your cum.”
We grabbed our bathrobes and left the room. Everything was silent. No parents, no one was there. Only Nikki and me. My girl’s sticky ass, the sheets, all that meant that the fantastic sex wasn’t a dream. But luckily, the visit of Mrs. Kofi was. At least, I hoped so.
I checked my mom's bedroom. It was empty, the bed freshly made. She clearly didn’t sleep there last night. As we moved to the kitchen, Nikki found a note on the table.
“Morning, kids. We thought it might be better to leave you two alone. We hope you both had a good rest. Please wash the sheets, and don’t forget to open the windows. In the evening, we will go to Lucky Paws for dinner, if that is ok with you.
With love,
Your Parents.”
Lucky Paws is a big Asian restaurant a bit outside of town. They have an incredible buffet. I just wanted to go to the bathroom, as Nikki found another note written on the back of the first.
 It was clearly written in a different handwriting.
“Nicole, I was impressed by the sounds you and Balto made during your “session” last night. Sadly, Christa wanted to go over to our place.
You two remind me so much of your father and me in our younger years, my dear daughter. 
Call it the curiosity of a mother, but one day, you must tell me more about what you do with your wolf. I hope you don’t think bad of me now.
Give Balto a hug from me.
Love, mom.”
Nikki seemed a little annoyed by these lines. She growled softly as she showed her teeth, causing me to take a few steps back. My girl then turned her to face me. When she saw me keeping distance, she calmed down.
“Balto, I'm sorry. It's just, you know, mom keeps trying to make me talk about our sex life. Hell, I bet she would even join in if I asked her to. That is so sick. I mean, she is my mother.”
With my ears laid back, I went a little closer to her. 
“Nikki, I had a dream last night. I dreamed your mother came into my room and looked at us, after we had sex. You couldn’t get off me, since my knot was still in your butt, and your mom inspected us. Later she even cleaned your butt with wet tissues, after my knot had slipped out of you.”
Nikki sighted.
“Your dreams are getting weirder every time, Balto. But honestly, I wouldn’t even be surprised if mom would try to do that. You remember that I told you about this one time she came into my room, staring at me while I was naked? She said stuff like incest isn’t uncommon for cheetahs, and so on.”
I had to chuckle, which caused Nikki to give me a mad look.
“Sure, I remember that. Besides, your mom asked me about our sex life, too.”
Even if I knew it was risky to make such a joke, I added:
“We should send her one of our videos, maybe that would make her stop being so curious.”
Luckily, there was nothing in her reach, what she could throw after me at that moment. She looked at me, growled and showed me her teeth again. But then, she began to laugh.
“Good one, doggy. But I fear that in the end, she would really want to join us. Are you sure you could satisfy a milf like her? She is used to my father’s cock, and he is way larger down there than you are. Believe me, I have seen his dick on older photos they made of each other. Besides, I am sure Daddy wouldn't approve of you humping his wife. Maybe we should talk to mom about this topic if we catch her alone sometimes. Well, are you hungry? I sure am. Let us make waffles.”
Nikki and I made breakfast, which we enjoyed very much. There is nothing better to start the day than with fresh waffles. Well, possibly one thing. But this morning was sex-free. After breakfast, Nikki and I made laundry, cleaned out my room, and the kitchen. After this was done, we went outside to relax a bit in the Hollywood swing Mr. Kofi built out of the old swing my father had built for me before I was born. That thing is so comfortable. Since it was a warm day, we both didn’t wear more than shorts. Just in case someone comes. We enjoyed the warm weather we had on this day. Well, at least Nikki did. For me, it was far too warm. I was panting a bit because of the heat. Nikki noticed this, giggled, and said:
“This is the revenge for you always making fun of me, if I freeze in winter.”
My response was a played evil look, which made Nikki laugh.
“Oh doggy. Come, give me your paws, I want to try if I can cool you down a little.”
Unsure of what she was up to, I lifted my right paw and held it out to her. She grabbed my paw gently, then began to lick over the full lengths of it. Her tongue felt incredible.
I closed my eyes, as my girl began to spread my toes and to lick between the paw pads. I moaned silently, then heard Nikki’s voice:
“Enjoying it, doggy? We need to take care of those pads of yours. I have a special cream at home, which makes them soft and smooth.”
I smiled, while Nikki massaged my right paw. A gentle wind came up. Due to the fact that my paw was wet from Nikki’s licking, it felt nice and cool.
My girl then continued with my left paw, giving it the same treatment. She just had one of my toes in her mouth, as we heard Mrs. Kofi. Nikki startled, I felt her teeth digging into my toe, which made me cry out softly. This cheetah still has sharp teeth.
“Kids? There you are. Nicole, I didn’t know you were so much into paws. Clearly something you have from your father. Balto, is everything ok?”
I nodded, while Mrs. Kofi came closer. We made room for her on the swing, so she could sit between us. She first looked at her daughter, then at me.
“You two had a good morning?”
I answered:
“Yes, Mrs. Kofi. Where is my mom?”
The feline chuckled.
“She is with Idrissa. The two wanted to drive to the cabin for a quick swim. And you used the time here well, as I see.”
Nikki looked away, as she nodded.
“Yes, mom. Listen, there is something we want to talk about with you. It is odd, honestly. We found the note you left for us, and we would like to apologize, that we were so loud yesterday.”
Nikki’s mother gently touched her daughter’s cheek as she looked into her big, purple eyes.
“Nicole, all is fine, don’t worry. Only your father was a bit irritated, which is why Christa said we should leave you two alone. Don’t worry. I am happy you two are still enjoying each other's company so much.”
That sentence made me smile, and it gave me more confidence to speak with her about last night.
“Mrs. Kofi, may I ask you something?”
She turned her head over to me.
“Sure, Balto. And please, we have known each other for so long, call me Asha. I always feel so old if you call me Mrs. Kofi.”
“Ok. Last night, I had a strange dream. Nikki and I were just … doing … things together, as you came into the room. You watched us closely. You even helped us to get clean afterwards. Nikki said you talked with her about the sex she and I have, and well, would you want to have sex with Nikki?”
My girl almost fell off the swing, as she heard me saying that. But I knew she was as curious as me to hear her mother’s answer. Mrs. Kofi, I mean, Asha, also looked a bit shocked, but then she began to laugh. She tousled my hair while looking at her daughter.
“Well, Balto, if you ask me so directly, I will give you a direct answer. Yes. I would. See, Nicole is a good-looking girl. The fact that she is my daughter doesn’t bother me much. All of that is fully hypothetical, of course. But if I had the chance, and if my daughter would want to, I think I wouldn’t say no. And about your dream, Balto. I had similar ones in the past, just that mine didn’t include you. Does that answer your question?”
I only nodded at her, then looked over at Nikki, who was sitting there with her mouth wide open. Something in her brain seemed to have a malfunction at that moment. Asha had to give her a little push.
“Is everything ok, Nicole? I hope that didn’t shock you too much. See, I always had an open mind, if it comes to sex and fetishes. For me, almost everything is allowed, as long as everyone involved enjoys it. Where I draw the line is stuff with ferals or little cubs, who can’t know what is going on.
I always tried to raise you to become just as open-minded as I am. I hope I was at least partly successful with that.”
Nikki tried hard to find words.
“Well, mom, I am still sitting here talking to you about incest sex. I think I am open-minded enough.”
Asha smiled at us, nodded, then she leaned back. None of us said anything for the next couple of minutes. It was Nikki, who broke the silence.
“Mom, thank you.”
Asha seemed to be confused.
“For what, Nicole?”
Nikki slowly moved a bit, so she could give her mother a hug.
“Just for being here with us.”
Asha opened her arm, invited me to join them. We cuddled close, and she answered:
“I will always be here for you, kids. No matter what. The same goes for your father, and Christa. Always remember, you can ask us everything, anytime. Now, have you already packed your stuff for the journey? Nicole, do you have your birth control pills? Believe me, you want to avoid being on vacation without having them with you.”
We talked further until mom and Mr. Kofi returned home in the late afternoon. We watched a movie together, and in the evening, we went to Lucky Paws for dinner.
We all were so full afterward. As soon as we came home, we laid down and fell asleep instantly.

We are now just a few more days away from our big adventure.
And there is only one more thing to talk about, which is another visit of our pet Angelike at our love nest by the lake. 
You might have noticed, my dear friends, that I tell you more about our sex life in this entry. Maybe this will make it more interesting for you all to read the whole thing. Let us move on to Thursday the 27th.
Our day began early in the morning. One of our neighbors is currently renovating his house, and the noises caused by that woke me up. Mom had gone to work, and Nikki was still asleep. Naked as always, she was laying in my bed. I couldn’t resist making a few photos of her from different angles. Just for science, of course. After that, I took my laptop, sneaked out of the room to the kitchen to make myself some cocoa. While the milk was in the microwave, I went to the bathroom. After my cocoa was ready, I made myself comfortable on the couch, with my laptop on the coffee table.
While I browsed through my channels on Paw-Talk, I noticed how some classmates were talking about their vacations on our class channel. One girl told us about her time in Italy, what made me tell them about our planned trip to Austria. The first answer I got was: “Oh, the land of Hitler. Watch out, Star. Otherwise, they will make a rug or a lampshade out of you.” 
Others had more intelligent things to say, one misread the country’s name and asked if I could bring him a Didgeridoo. Then I got a message from my dear friend Antu. He told me about his and Mikey’s travel to Chicago, where they ate this famous Chicago-style pizza. They also visited a Basketball game, but that was boring for me. I am simply not a fan of sports. He also showed me some photos of him with Antu during, well, private times, you know what I mean. I am always impressed by Antu’s and Mikey’s sizes. And I am even more impressed that they are both able to screw each other in the ass. I know that I would never be able to fit one of them inside my little butt. I mean, Nikki used a strap-on on me a few times, but the dildo she used was rather small. But anyway, let's move on. While I chatted with Antu, another window popped up. It was Angelike. 
Angel_Paws: “Morning, Balto. Is Nikki still asleep? I sent her a message an hour ago, but she didn’t answer.”
Balto: “She is, yes. How are you? Did you get back to your place, or are you still at your mother’s place?”
Angel_Paws: “Thank God I am back at my own place. This was the last time I went there. What I wanted to ask is when we will meet at the cabin today. And has Nikki talked with you about, you know, the watersports-thing?”
I chuckled a bit.
Balto_Star: “She did, yes. I would love to do that with you. As soon as Nikki gets up, I will ask her to write you a message.”
Angel_Paws: “Thanks, my little doggy master. Can’t wait for it.”
I could hear the toilet flush.
Balto_Star: “Nikki is up, wait a second.”
Nikki came into the living room, still naked. She yawned and stretched her dream body.
“Morning, Balto. Why didn’t you wake me up? It is almost noon. We must hurry now. We need a few things from the mall before we drive to the cabin.”
I tilt my head. I didn’t want to go to that place that day.
“What do we need from the mall?”
A grin appeared on Nikki’s face, before she moved into the kitchen.
“We need new lube and shampoo. I also want to buy a little something for Angel in the sex shop.”
Hearing that made me curious, but I didn’t ask further. Instead, I said:

“Oh, I just talked to her. When do we pick her up?”
Nikki had to think for a second before giving me an answer.
“Well, her home is close to the mall, tell her to meet us in front of the sex shop at 2 p.m. Tell her to wear something sexy. The dress she bought in New York, for example. With no underwear.”
I wrote what Nikki said to our pet while my cheetah drank her morning coffee, then we left for the mall. First, we bought some groceries. Stuff for breakfast and some snacks.
Following this, Nikki went into the sex shop. A store I am sadly not allowed to enter yet. So unfair. While I was waiting outside the store, I could watch all sorts of people entering and leaving. Older folks, young adults, singles, couples and two girls who looked barely old enough to go in. I mean, they looked younger than me. From a distance, I heard Angelike’s voice. The girl was wearing the sexy red dress with the deep cleavage she bought in New York. She looked remarkable. The Bengal sat down next to me, we talked and joked, until Nikki joined us about 15 minutes later, carrying a black plastic bag in her hand. The girls gave each other a tight hug, then we left the mall together and went to the Nikkimobile. A brief time later, we arrived at the lake. How I love the view of our little retreat. We entered, stored the groceries, then I wanted to open the windows in the bedroom. After I entered it, I saw something big and black in the center of the bed. It was one of my mother’s bras. She must have forgotten it when she was here with Mr. Kofi a few days ago. I took the thing off the bed and stored it in my backpack, before I rejoined the girls in the living room. They were sitting on the couch, talking, and laughing loudly. I decided to stay in the kitchen to eat some cereal, but also tried to listen to what the girls were talking about. It was mostly about girl stuff like fashion. More interesting to hear was that Raphael is planning to propose to Svetlana. After Angelike told Nikki about this, she, to my surprise, turned her head to me and asked:
“When will you propose to Nikki, Balto?”
I choked on my cereals, coughed, and decorated the floor with cinnamon toast crunch. Nikki laughed her ass off because of that, before speaking up:
“Everything ok, doggy? Come here and join us, after you cleaned up your mess.”
I gave Nikki a thumbs up, since I was still coughing, then my girl turned her head back to Angel.
“He turns 16 this year. We will have to wait at least two more years to get married.”
After I cleaned up my mess, I moved over to the sofa to sit down next to Nikki. The answer she got to her question seemed to disappoint Angelike.
“That’s a pity. I can’t wait for you two to get married. In my eyes, you are the perfect couple. But Balto could at least ask you, Nikki. Or has he already done that?”
Nikki was flattered.
“He hasn’t, Angel. Honestly, from time to time, I already imagine our wedding. My mom will do the planning for the whole thing. Can’t think of a better person to do it. I mean, she earns good money by doing that for other couples. I also already have a dress, and my best friend Trish will be my maid of honor.”
Angelike lowered her head.
“Oh, ok. I just wanted to ask about that.”
Nikki placed her right hand on Angel’s left shoulder, looking at the Bengal.
“You can be my flower girl, if you like.”
The Bengal gave Nikki a stormy hug.
“Sure! Thanks!”
But then Angel quickly withdrew.
“I am sorry, Nikki. I am just so much into weddings.”
My girlfriend looked over at me, then she smiled at our dear Bengal pet.
“It is ok, Angel. But I think we aren’t here today to talk about marriage and such things. You asked us to do a special thing with you. So, do you still want to do that? Or have you changed your mind? You know we had this situation a few months ago, I took you to the shower, but you got cold paws, as I wanted to start.”
Angel shook her head.
“No, I haven’t changed my mind. I really want to try it. I want you two to mark me.”
Nikki nodded.
“Ok, that is fine with me. I was in the sex store before we came here, as you know. I bought something for you.”
Nikki stood up to get this black plastic bag. 
After she sat back down between Angel and me, Nikki pulled out a leather collar and a leash. My cheetah commanded Angel to take off her dress and kneel.
As ordered, Angel was fully nude underneath this sexy dress. She was forbidden to say any word, besides a safe word, in case she wanted us to stop. Nikki then ordered me to get behind Angel, so I could put the collar around her neck. Here I first saw that tag hanging on it. On its back it says: 
“Owned by N&B” and on the front “Paws off.” 
Nikki seems to really want to keep Angel close. And our Bengal? She smiled as she touched her new collar. The girl looked so cute sitting there, wearing nothing besides the collar. Angel was aroused, her nipples hard. Nikki waited over a minute before she continued. She signed me to kneel next to Angel, so I could lick her cheek and muzzle. Our pet lifted her head during that, offering me her throat. My tongue wandered down to the edge of the collar. Angel moaned in pleasure, she even purred. Nikki then stopped me, ordered me to move a bit away from the clearly saddened feline. The next command for me was to stand up, drop my pants and shirt, so the only thing left on my body besides my fur was my red bandana. Now Nikki also undressed herself. After we were all naked, Nikki took the leash, attached it to Angel’s collar and forced the girl down onto all fours. Nikki pointed at her paws, giving the Bengal the sign to lick them. Angel followed that command with eager, while I was watching the whole scene with a growing boner. My girlfriend’s face was wearing a big grin, as she turned her head to me. It was so mean that Nikki let Angel lick her paws, until they were completely soaked, and let me only watch for the entire time. But Nikki wasn’t done yet. She told our pet to stop for a second, so she could get a pillow for the Bengal to kneel on, and one for herself to sit down in front of Angel. Slowly she pulled the young Kitty closer to her. Angel licked her muzzle, as Nikki ordered her to lick eat out her pussy. The Bengal began licking slowly over Nikki’s vulva before pressing her snout deep between Nikki’s long legs. My girlfriend was moaning and panting, as Angelike’s tongue worked hard on her juicy plum. At a certain point, I had enough of watching the two girls having fun. I stepped closer with my boner bobbing up and down. I had a tough time deciding with which girl I should try my luck. Luckily, Nikki saw me and ordered Angel to lay down, so Nikki could move above her in the 69-position. Now Nikki was able to return the favor of getting her pussy licked. She used her hands to lift Angel’s butt up a bit, making it easier for her to worship our pet’s tight, almost virgin-like vagina. I didn’t want any more foreplay. 
I moved behind Nikki, from where I could watch how hard our Bengal worked to please her mistress. Since she must have almost been drowned by the sweet and tempting juices of my cheetah’s sex, Angel at first didn’t recognize how I came closer and brought myself in position. As she spotted me standing above them with my cock in my hand, she spread Nikki’s dripping wet labia, inviting me to join the fun. Not wasting any more time, I knelt behind my spotted kitty. 
Angel took my cock in her right hand, bringing it into position, then I felt her left hand on my butt, pushing me forward. My cock fully disappeared inside my girl’s dripping cunt in one single thrust. Nikki’s reaction, due to the fact she had her muzzle pressed against Angel’s pussy, was a muffled moan. While our pet continued to lick my girlfriend, I placed my hands on Nikki’s hips. As I moved my pelvis back, my member slipped out, all wet from Nikki’s fluids. 
From my position I had a wonderful view of Angel, how she pleasured my girl while watching my dick slowly sliding back into Nikki’s pussy. My balls touched Angel’s nose, and I could feel her gentle tongue on my sack. I humped Nikki slow at first, but soon increased the speed. The girls both moaned louder and louder. This play went on for more than 10 heavenly minutes. I then pulled out, to Nikki’s disappointment. But my girl soon let us hear a pleasureful scream, as I pushed my dripping cock inside her butt hole. 
Nikki is used to anal sex, so that wasn’t a problem, especially not if my member is so well lubricated. I fucked the sweet little butt. The feeling was incredible. So tight, and Nikki even tightened herself by pressing her butt cheeks together. My knot was swelling, I wanted to hang with Nikki, but she denied that to me this time. 
So, instead of hanging with my girl, I fucked her as hard as I was able to. Both girls moaned and screamed out their lust. The two felines began to shiver, as they reached their climax together. I could hear them panting hard, while I continued to hump Nikki’s ass.
It didn’t take me long, until I felt the pressure in me raising. Nikki knew what was going on, and as I just wanted to make the final push, she moved forward, commanding me:
“Give your milk to our pet.”
As you can imagine, I didn’t have problems with that command. The Bengal opened her mouth willingly. She only kept me from pushing my member inside her mouth that time. She took my cock in her gentle hands, pointing it at her mouth, and seconds later, I filled this little mouth of hers with warm doggy cum. Angelike swallowed every single drop with a smile before licking the tip of my dick clean.
All of us needed a minute or two to recover after that, before we were able to get up. I was standing first, helped Nikki up, and we both gave Angelike a hand. Our play partner’s legs were a bit shaky, so we had to hold her for a minute. Angel’s sweet muzzle covered with cum and pussy juice. Besides that, she had a big, goofy smile on her face. But the fun wasn’t over yet, there was still one thing left for us to do.
After Angelike could stand alone again, Nikki took the Bengal’s head in her hands, licked the sweet muzzle clean, then kissed her fellow feline. In a soft voice, she said:
“Good girl. You earned your mark. Both of you, follow me.”
Together, we walked over to the bathroom, after Nikki picked up Angel’s leash. The Bengal then had to sit down in the shower. Her tail was swaying from one side to the other, she seemed a bit nervous. Nikki, of course, recognized that.
“Last chance, Angel.”
But our Bengal stayed in her position. Her blue eyes looked at us in anticipation of what was about to happen next. Nikki gently touched Angel’s head, while she looked down at the nervously smiling feline. 
“Ok, I want you to close your eyes now.”
Angel shivered a bit, what was possibly at least partly because of the cold floor in the shower. Nikki went into position above Angel, her pussy was right over her head. Here I quickly left the bathroom to get my mobile. I took some photos of this and the following scenes. I will try to present them to you if Angel allows me to do that. Nikki needed a moment to start, and Angel became impatient. But right as our pet lifted her head to look up at her mistress, Nikki began to pee. This golden shower hit Angel’s face, from where it ran down all over the slender body and soaked the Bengal’s fur. Angelike liked this treatment, she even purred silently. Nikki grinned at the girl underneath her, after she was done marking her. She made a step forward, turned around and looked at her work.
“Such a good girl. If Miguel would only know what he misses with you.” 
Nikki then turned her head to me.
“Balto, now it’s your turn. You are going to mark both of us. And don’t forget to send me the photos you just made.”
Nikki sat down next to Angel, kissing her gently and licking her wet face. I had slight problems starting, so my cheetah turned on the warm water. The sound of the running water broke the barrier, and I began to mark the girls' bodies. Nikki even opened her mouth, so a good amount of urine landed in her mouth. Nikki swallowed it, what made Angel looking at her mistress with big eyes. Overwhelmed by curiosity, Angel followed Nikki’s example. But she only coughed it out again. Nikki chuckled and gently stroked our friend's back. Both girls were soaking wet, after I was done.
It smelled a bit, but we had to shower afterwards anyway. Nikki and I took great care of Angel’s fur, with the help of her special Fur-Care shampoo.
After the shower, we sat down on the couch, with Nikki in the middle, I was on her left side, Angel laid down on the right one. Nikki then began to give Angel a pedicure.
Our sweet girl deserved special treatment after this day. In the evening, we packed our stuff together, closed the windows and shutters, so we reduced the risk of someone breaking in while we were in Europe. Angelike offered to check on the place every couple of days, which was an offer we gladly accepted. That way we knew the cabin was safe, and Angel had a place to stay, should Raphael and Svetlana want to have some time for themselves again. After we locked the door, Nikki gave our friend the keys before we brought her home. We ourselves arrived at home at about 9 pm.
For the rest of the evening, we watched a documentation with my mother. It was something about the town of Vienna in Imperial times.
I must say that the last big emperor of Austria, Franz Joseph, impressed me. That man ruled for 68 years until his death in 1916. He worked incredibly hard for his country. A shame he couldn’t prevent it from going to war in 1914. It would be interesting to see how the world would look like today, if the first and second World War wouldn’t have happened.
But ok, that maybe is a theme for another entry. Nikki, her family, mom, and I used Saturday for the final preparations. We checked our luggage for the last time, so we don’t forget anything important. For example, I almost forgot to pack Little Balto. He always travels in a little box, which fits in my backpack. I also packed a sleeping mask for the flight, a book to read, my power bank, cables, headphones, some spare clothes, and my paw protectors into my hand luggage. Everything was prepared. That night, mostly because we had to get to the airport very early, we all slept at the Kofis’ house. Nikki and I were already in bed when we received a message from Angelike in a group channel, which she had opened for Nikki, herself, and me:
Angel_Paws: “Hey you two. I wanted to thank you again for today. It means so much to me. I love to be your pet. You make me feel special.”
My girl sighed silently. Not out of disappointment, just to point that out. She answered:
Nikki: “It was a pleasure for us, Angel. Just tell us if there's something you don't want to do. Or if there is something you want to do.”
Angel_Paws: “I will, Nikki. Oh, Raphael says hi. He sniffed on me, as I came home. Maybe he could still smell something. I must say that I love your shampoo. My fur has never been so smooth. And this strawberry scent is just nice. Reminds me of the pie my grandmother made. What’s the name of it?”
Nikki: “My shampoo? That is Strawberry-Coconut Shampoo from Fur-Care. I have used it for many years. Balto uses it since we are together.”
Balto_Fluff: “Yes, the girls at my school are sometimes jealous of my fur. Some even sniffed on me.”
Angel_Paws: “Haha, poor doggy. A shame that Fur-Care is so expensive. I don't think I can afford that with the money my father sends me every month. I really should get a job.”
With a smile on her face, my cheetah typed an answer.
Nikki: “You know that I once offered you to come with me to my model agency. They would have jobs for sure, and they pay good money.”
Angel's answer came fast:
Angel_Paws: “I don’t know. I am shy, what if they would want me to get naked?”
My girl giggled.
Nikki: “Angel, Humana Bestias isn’t a porn agency. Look at me, for example. I do shootings for Biker magazines, sometimes underwear, or for bridal magazines. A bit of erotica maybe, but never fully nude. And if I did erotic stuff with other models, then only with girls. I even have that written in my contract. You know what? I have another shooting in September. You can come with me and check it out. I am certain that Nathalie would love to meet you. She constantly looks for new models.”
The answer came fast: 
Angel_Paws: “Well, ok. I can at least try it. Maybe we could make shootings together.”
Nikki wrote back:
Nikki: “Would be my pleasure, Angel. But for now, doggy and I have to go to bed. Our flight tomorrow will be so damn long. I will write to you as soon as we are in our hotel in Vienna. Sleep well, cutie. And say hi to Raphael and Svetlana from us, ok?”
I added:
Balto_Fluff: “And to Anna!”
Angel_Paws: “I will, Balto. As soon as she comes back tomorrow evening. Have a good flight, and please come back in one piece. I will miss you two.”
Nikki: “We will miss you, too. Keep an eye on the cabin for us. But don't forget to lock everything up when you leave.”
Angel_Paws: “I won’t, I promise. Sleep well, Nikki. You too, Balto.”
Balto_Fluff: “Good night, Angel!”
Nikki fell asleep soon after we switched off our mobiles. I needed another hour to find some rest, since I was so nervous. But the sandman finally came to me, bringing a deep slumber with him. That night I dreamed about Nikki’s and my marriage. I dreamed how mom went with me on my way to the altar, how Nikki and her father walk down the aisle to the song “Can’t help falling in Love.” Just like they do it in the movie “Crazy Rich Asians.” 
I don’t know if it will happen this way. Or if we get married at all. I mean, Gollum had a ring, and look what that did to him. Ok, ok. Stupid joke. Let’s go on with the story. We have a long way ahead of us.
Chapter 2: The Journey Begins 
Sunday morning. My alarm rang at 5 a.m. I would have loved to throw my phone out of the window, since I was extremely tired. Nikki had to, after she stood up, help me to get dressed. We brushed our teeth, then we moved downstairs to join the others. Mr. Kofi was already busy with getting the luggage into his car. Mom and Mrs. Kofi drank coffee in the kitchen, as we entered it. I could barely keep my eyes open, what amused my mother. She meant that we should have gone to bed earlier, then I wouldn’t look like that now. And here I thought she would know me after almost 16 years. I have never been a morning person. Well, at least if there wasn’t the smell of fresh waffles or pancakes to motivate me getting out of bed. Sadly, there wasn’t any of that this morning. On the other hand, this was maybe for the best. I learned my lesson the hard way during the travel to Hazel’s place, when I decided to take a second look at my breakfast shortly after liftoff. Nikki also drank some coffee, while I had a cup of my beloved cocoa. Soon Mr. Kofi called for us. It was time to go. The drive to Buffalo airport went by without anything worth mentioning, it isn’t that far away from our home. At the airport we moved to the check-in to get our boarding passes. A look at them revealed a surprise for me. I thought we would fly economy, but those passes were for first class. Mr. Kofi explained that he simply can’t fly economy, the seats would simply be too uncomfortable for him, especially on longer flights like this one. Nikki’s father further explained that he had many bonus miles, which he used to get a good prize for those tickets. No matter what, I was excited. After our luggage was checked in, we walked to the first-class lounge to wait there for our flight. Nikki’s father used the time for breakfast, Mrs. Kofi, I mean Asha, it still feels strange to call her by her first name, and my mother read some magazines, while Nikki was on her phone the whole time. For me, it was most interesting to watch the planes through the big windows of the lounge. Time flew by and at about 11:00, it was time for boarding. As first-class passengers, we could enter the plane first. The seats in the first class were simply great. We had a stop in Newark, where we had to board another plane. The whole journey was quite uneventful, it was just merely long. I wasn't the only one whose butt hurt when we finally got off the plane in Vienna.
It was a warm morning in the Austrian Capitol. After we had our papers checked, we walked slowly to the baggage claim. That gave me enough time to look at the people around us. Just like in the US, many people here seemed to have never seen a real Anthro before. I could hear two older men talking in English to each other, saying that in their time, creatures like us were held in chains. It seemed like they were sad that those times were over. Humans are a strange race. Nikki had her eyes on the screen of her mobile for the whole time, reading and sending messages. That way she didn’t see how a few passing boys and men looked after her. Can’t blame them for that.
After we collected our luggage and bought some sim cards for our phones, it was time to leave the airport. Mr. Kofi looked for a big taxi for us, so we could get to our hotel. It took about 10 minutes, until he found one big enough for all of us. The drive to the hotel was a bit longer than expected, mostly because there was a traffic jam because of some self-proclaimed climate protectors, who had glued themselves to the street.
The taxi driver mumbled something about simply running over them. Luckily, he didn’t do that. As honorable as their motives are, I don’t get this form of protest. They want to reduce traffic and car emissions by gluing themselves to the road to block it. But that creates traffic jams and thus even more car emissions. Don’t get me wrong at this point, of course it is more than important to protect our planet. But doing that like this doesn’t make much sense for me. If someone can explain it, please do. 
After we finally reached the hotel, Mr. Kofi checked us in. The rooms we got were located on the second floor. While the adults got one of the deluxe double rooms, Nikki and I only got one of the superior courtyard rooms, which are smaller and have a simpler interior. Doesn’t matter, we didn’t come to Austria to sit in the hotel room. And we had a lot of fun in this room during our stay. *giggles*
After we had stored our stuff in the rooms, and after a short nap, it was time for a walk. 
By now it was afternoon, the shops were still open, so we decided to walk to a street called “Mariahilfer Straße”. 
This is a street with many stores, cinemas, restaurants, and humans. So many humans. We haven’t seen a single Anthro during our walk. On our way, we passed the Maria-Theresa-Square, with the big statue of, well, Maria-Theresa in its center. An impressive statue of one of the biggest leaders Austria-Hungary ever had, framed by the city's largest historic museum buildings, the Museum of Art History and Museum of Natural History. Maria-Theresa ruled from 1740 until her death in 1780. She had many children, whom she married off to the courts all over Europe. One of her most famous children was Marie Antoinette. Luckily, she died 13 years before her daughter was beheaded in Paris, France. A little fun fact here: 
The famous sentence “Let them eat cake!” (or “Qu’ils mangent de la brioche!” in French) was not from Marie Antoinette. That quote comes from the memoirs of the philosopher Jean-Jacques Rousseau, written in the 1760s, when Marie Antoinette was about 10 years old. And even the translation is false. A Brioche isn’t a cake, it is a kind of cake bread made from yeast dough. Ok, Nikki asked me to stop bothering you all with the useless facts again. Honestly, I had to google a part of that, too. 
While we were walking over this busy shopping street, Nikki spotted an erotic store named “Spartacus”. In their shop windows they presented special lingerie, toys, and other sexual stuff. Nikki chuckled as she spotted a chastity belt. She turned her head, while pointing at the entrance.
“Hey, I need to get something from here, if that is ok. You can wait here. It will just take a minute.”
Nikki’s mother smiled and walked towards Nikki.
“I will come with you. I want to see what human women like to play with.”
Nikki gave her mother a bit of a disgusted look.
“Mom, please.”
We all had to laugh, while Nikki sighed loudly. My mom and Mr. Kofi decided to go in too. Since I am only 15, I had to wait outside again. I say it again, this law is stupid. I am old enough to have sex, next year I will begin with the training for my driver’s license, but I am not allowed to visit a sex shop. After mom told me to stay in sight of the store, they all went inside. Lucky for me, there was a possibility to sit down at the entrance of a nearby subway station. I used the time and the free City Wi-Fi to chat a bit with Mikey and Antu. A short time after I went online, I received a message from Angelike. She wrote that she would stay at our cabin for the next few days. Our Bengal must really like it there. 
While I had my nose deep in the screen of my phone, I heard a group of kids talking. They spoke German, so I couldn’t understand them. The only thing I did understand was that they talked about us Anthros. I ignored them, my chats were much more interesting for me. After a while, the group came closer. Two of them, both girls, set down next to me, and three stayed in front of me. The situation frightened me a bit, but so far, they only looked at me. As I lifted my head, I tried to talk with them:
“Hi, how are you?”
They giggled as one of the girls even touched my snout. They still talked in German with each other, I guess they couldn’t speak English. The group ran away, as they were called off by their mother. A warm wind blew through the streets, and I continued to write with my friends on Paw-Talk. Nikki, mom and the Kofis were still inside the store, as I heard another voice next to me.
“Hey there. I have never seen one of your kind around here.”
When I raised my head to look for the source of that voice, I saw a young man wearing a shirt with a wolf print. He was also wearing a collar with spikes on it. His voice sounded friendly. That he spoke English with me from the beginning surprised me a bit, but he has possibly heard me talking a few moments ago. It took me a moment to answer him, mostly because I was so surprised that a human wanted to talk with me:
“Hello. I am on vacation with my girlfriend and our parents. We are from Darwin’s Hope.”
The young man sat down next to me.
“Darwin’s Hope? Never heard of that. Where is that place?
I chuckled a bit.
“It is in the state of New York, close to Buffalo. Darwin’s Hope is one of the largest towns with almost only Anthros living in.”
He smiled at me.
“Buffalo? Isn’t that next to Niagara Falls? I was there a few years ago. Since when are you here?”
“We arrived here a couple of hours ago and wanted to make a walk after the long flight. My girlfriend needed something from that sex store there and went inside with her parents and my mother.”
He looked a bit surprised.
“And you didn’t want to go inside? I know that store, it is a bit overpriced, but has nice stuff. My boyfriend and I bought some toys in there.”
This statement made me smile.
“I am fifteen, not old enough to go in there. But it’s ok, that way I could write with some friends at home. May I ask something, too? Why do you wear a collar?”
He seemed a bit surprised to hear about my age.
"Fifteen? Okay, I think it's hard to tell the age of an Anthro by his appearance. I thought you would be at least 18. And my collar, well, I am a Furry. My boyfriend is one too. His fursona is an Orca, mine is a German Shepard. I also have a Fursuit. You know what that is?”
I nodded.
“Yes, I know. Furries wear that to look like us Anthros. I think it is a bit weird. I mean, no Anthro would ever wear a skin suit to look like a human.”
The guy laughed.
“Yeah, that would be a bit difficult because of your muzzles and tails. By the way, I am Markus. What’s your name?”
He reached out his hand to me. I took it, and while we shook hands, I answered:
“My name is Balto.”
Again, he smiled at me.
“Balto. Do you know this old, animated film from Universal? You remind me of the main character. If I am allowed to ask, are you a dog, or a wolf? Part of both?” What species is your girlfriend? Sorry for all the question, I am just so excited to meet a real Anthro. Your kind is so rare around here.”
I sighed, as I heard him talking about this movie.
“Can we maybe not talk about that movie, please? My classmates picked on me long enough because of my name. My parents chose it for me because of the real Balto and his story. And I am a wolf, my girl is a cheetah. Her parents are cheetahs too, but her mother’s father is a leopard. That is why she has unusual spots for a cheetah. Why are Anthros so rare here?”
Markus had to think for a moment.
“Hm, good question. I guess there simply aren’t many Anthros who want to live in a city like Vienna. Say Balto, can I take a picture with you? My friends would never believe I had met an Anthro unless I showed them proof.
To cut it a little short here, we took a selfie, which he sent to his friends. Their reactions reached from “Stop with the Photoshop stuff” to “No way this is real!”, “Unfair, I want to meet him too!” and “Nice Fursuit, who is that?” One guy even asked for a picture of my paws. Well, I fulfilled his wish. Guess that guy also has a paw fetish. Markus and I talked further for at least half an hour, until I spotted Nikki at the store’s entrance.
She didn’t see me at first, only gave a little dog the shock of his life, as she almost stepped on him. I waved and shouted:
“Nikki! I am here!”
Markus now also looked in her direction, and I heard a silent “Wow” coming from him. Seconds later, my cheetah joined us. While she shook Markus’s hand, she introduced herself:
“Hi, like you just heard, my name is Nikki. Who are you?”
Markus took out his phone again, with his hand shaking nervously, before he gave Nikki an answer. 
“I am Markus, I just talked with Balto here for a while. But before we continue, can you please say hi to the camera? My friends will be so jealous.”
Nikki chuckled, we made a short video, in which we waved to the camera and said hi to his friends. After this was done, Markus had a few more questions:
“If I may ask, what kind of hobbies do you have? I have seen videos and movies with Anthros, I also know Holly Rhoads-Hunter. She makes good music. What kind of music do you like?”
Nikki took the word from here, after she looked back at the entrance of the sex shop.
“Well, we both mostly listen to Rock, Pop, some Country music, Musicals, and soundtracks. But we also like stuff like Sabaton. Balto and I are in a theater group, and we also like to sing. We were even allowed to perform with Holly, while we visited her and her family. Besides that, we also like to cosplay. Our hometown has its own Comic Con, where we even met Robert Downey Junior a few years ago.”
Markus was impressed.
“Wow, this is so cool. Can you maybe give me an email address or something, I would love to stay in contact with you. Besides that, I would love to hear you singing. Hey, perhaps you could perform as subway stars while you are here in Vienna. Do you like karaoke? If yes, you two should visit the SOHO in the Millennium City. It is my favorite karaoke bar. You know what, I will give you my email address. Should you go there, send me a note. If it is ok, I would bring some of my friends, they would love to meet you. Oh, and for the cosplay thing, there is a big convention called Aninite from the 11th to the 13th of August.”
Nikki put her left hand on my shoulder. She held her phone in the right one and searched for something while Markus entered his data into my contact list. I did the same on his phone. Nikki then said after a minute:
“We will consider it, but our timetable is tight. This Millennium City is a bit far away from here, but I guess we could just take a taxi to get there.”
Finally, our parents were coming out of the store. It seemed like they had a fun time there. We said goodbye to Markus, then we walked over to them. My Mom explained that they visited an erotic cinema inside that sex store, which is why they were in there for such a long time. I am sorry that I can’t provide you with more information about what they did in that cinema.
We continued our walk, passed a church, then we saw a sign for the Aqua Terra Zoo. It is a location hard to miss, since it is inside an Anti-Aircraft Tower, which was built during the reign of the Third Reich. We didn’t have any plans left for the day, so it was decided to go inside.
The entrance fee was high, but ok. The maintenance of this place is certainly awfully expensive. Shortly after the entrance, they have some fish you can even touch. Well, I did. Nikki didn’t want to go close to that aquarium, she was afraid that she would try to catch and eat the fish. Like she did it with Marley, Holly’s parrot. Slowly we walked upstairs, passing several interesting exhibits on our way. My favorites clearly were the sharks and the Katas they have in there. We came just in time, and I even had the chance to meet the Katas. One of them almost stole my bandana. Mom even took a photo of me, as I showed my teeth to the little wannabe thief. The monkey only tapped my nose as I did that, what made everyone laugh. Nikki said she wants to make a poster out of that for the cabin. But still, the monkeys were so cute. Afterwards we went all the way to the top, where they have the Ocean Sky. A restaurant from which you have a wonderful view around the city of Vienna. That is possibly because most buildings in that town are smaller than this tower. Almost no skyscrapers. We only had a little snack there, since they didn’t have much to choose from, and were too expensive for what they offered. Well, at least Mr. Kofi said so. I wrote Markus a message, asking if he could recommend a restaurant nearby. 
His recommendation was the “Brandauer” in a shopping center called “Gerngross”. Mom gently caressed my head, smiling at me. She didn’t say anything, but that wasn’t necessary. I know when my mother is happy. After we slowly walked back down the 11 floors of the Aqua Terra Zoo, we left the tower in the direction of the “Gerngross.”
The restaurant Markus recommended had a lot of space with large tables. We were all very hungry that day, so Mr. Kofi ordered the big Spareribs, Asha ordered a burger, mom wanted a Caesar salad. Nikki took a Pike-perch fillet. And I also wanted the large Spareribs.
And how large they were! The size of their meals deserved to be called large. And the taste was just as great as the look promised it. 
Asha and my mother shared their food with each other, Mr. Kofi ate like he starved for a week, while Nikki ate her fish more lady-like. She seemed to enjoy every single bite. And for me, well, mom said that I once more ate with my entire face. But hey, it was so damn good! I didn’t manage to eat everything, so Mr. Kofi helped me a bit, after he was done with his portion. At the end, all plates were empty, and our bellies full. This was a great start to our vacation, and we even managed to visit the first location on our list, which wasn’t even planned for that day. After dinner, we went back to the hotel to get some rest. After this feast, we were all tired.
The first thing Nikki did after closing the door of our hotel room was to get rid of her clothes. She stretched, which gave me a wonderful view of her body. Nikki then wanted to take a shower. She asked if I wanted to join her, but I preferred to chat a bit with some friends instead. Also, I finally took Little Balto out of my backpack. I don’t know why I forgot to take him with me on that walk. The little guy would have loved the Brandauer. I chatted with Mikey, told him about what we saw today, and showed him a few photos I made. I also sent them to Angelike, but the girl didn’t respond that day.
Mikey was mostly interested in the food, and what the hotel was like. The chat was rather short since he had to sign off early. Watching TV sadly wasn’t a possibility for us, since all the programs were in German. Sure, Nikki’s mother tried to teach us all a few words before the trip, but learning other languages was never my strong point. Well, everyone has their weaknesses.
Nikki showered for almost an hour. Afterwards, she was so tired and relaxed that she fell asleep as soon as she had lay down next to me on the big, soft bed. I snuggled up to her and put my arm around my girl. Before I closed my eyes, I whispered in her ear: “I love you.”
She didn’t respond. But I could see her smiling, as I gently kissed her on the cheek.
Then I followed Nikki into Morpheus ‘s realm.
Chapter 3: Tuesday
A loud knocking at our door ended a restful night early in the morning. I was the first to open my eyes. A glance at my phone told me the time. It was only 7 am. Tiredly I stood up, walked over to the door to open it. It was Mr. Kofi. He asked me to wake up Nikki and get ready, since we would attend a tour in St. Stephen’s Cathedral at 9 o’clock. I woke up a slightly grumpy cheetah, we got dressed, then we joined the others in the lobby. After a quick breakfast, it was time for church. The walk there didn’t take long, and soon we were standing in front of this massive building, where we met our tour guide, a woman named Beathe, or Beatrix, I didn’t exactly understand her.
The lady first showed us the cathedral itself. Next the catacombs and then the south and north tower with the “Pummerin”, a famous bell which hangs in the north tower since 1957. This bell is with about 47 pounds the biggest and heaviest in Austria.
Here a few more facts about St. Stephen (in case you don’t want to read the Wikipedia entry I linked for you earlier):
The cathedral was finished in 1474. For me, it was fascinating to be inside buildings which are older than my own homeland.
During the second world war, St. Stephen was mostly unharmed. But in 1945, a bomb landed inside the church. There was no bigger damage, but the bomb destroyed the cathedral's two big water pipes. Shortly after that, looters set fire to surrounding buildings. Because of the wind, these fires reached St. Stephen, causing heavy damage. Two of the biggest losses were the original “Pummerin” and the Walcker Organ.
Austria rebuilt St. Stephen in the following years, and in 1952, the cathedral shone again in its old glory. Like many old buildings, this one has a little legend. It is about why St. Stephen’s north tower was never finished.
It is said that Hans Puchsbaum, who drew the original plans of St. Stephen, was desperate because he couldn’t fulfil his promise of building the second tower in a short amount of time. He wandered around at night, on the spot where the north tower should be. After a while, he saw an old man, who made him an offer. The tower should be ready in time, and all what Puchsbaum had to do for that was to not mention the name Maria during the construction.
Everything went smoothly, but as everything was done, Puchsbaum shouted in joy: Maria!
The tower collapsed, and Puchsbaum was killed by falling debris. During this event, a red figure appeared and soon disappeared, but the mockery of hell echoed far across the city.
This is, in short form, the legend of why St. Stephen only has one large tower. As in many stories of this kind, the devil himself had his hands in this one.

The tour through the cathedral was about 3 hours long and exhausting, but we didn’t have time to waste. 
Our next location was the house of Mozart. First, a few facts about this great composer:
His full name was Joannes Chrysostomus Wolfgangus Theophilus, but he is better known as Wolfgang Amadé Mozart. He was born 1756 in Salzburg, Austria. He was a so-called wonder child, began to play violin and piano at age 4, and had his first performances in 1762, when he was only 6 years old. It is said that he wrote his first composition at age 5. But it is possible that this isn’t right, and that he really was nine years old, as he wrote it. It would still be more than impressive. 
Mozart, together with his parents and his older sister Maria Anna, called Nannerl, who also was a talented musician, began their first tour through Europe in 1763. This tour lasted three whole years until 1766.
During his career, Mozart wrote in total 626 works, including 23 piano concertos and about 60 symphonies. Some of his most famous works were: 
- The Magic Flute, 
- Le Nozze di Figaro, 
- Serenade Number 13 “Eine kleine Nachtmusik” and
- Requiem
His love life was, let me say, rich. It is said that he would have been married 200 times, should he have married all the women he had an affair with. But he had only one wife by the name of Constanze Weber, who gave birth to 6 children. Only two of them survived childhood and didn’t have children themselves. Therefore, there are no more direct relatives to Mozart alive today.
The great composer died on the 5th of December in 1791 at age 35 in Vienna. The house where he died doesn’t exist anymore, but you can still visit the place where it was. He was buried in the St. Marx Cemetery, sadly the exact location of his grave is unknown. Back in his time, it wasn’t so uncommon to bury people without marking their grave with a name.
So much for the facts about Mozart. I got my information from the Mozart house itself, from Wikipedia and several other websites. This is just a small part summary if it even can be called that. But I don’t want to bother you, folks. I case you would like to know more, there is plenty of info about him available online. Markus even organized some photos for me from a friend of him in Salzburg, which he made in Mozart’s birth home and the house where he and his family lived. Those I will link for you at the end of this entry.
Let us now talk a bit about the house itself. It is the last remaining of the many homes in which Mozart lived during his time in Vienna. Le Nozze di Figaro was written here, for example. Sadly, no one knows how this home looked like during Mozart’s time. The museum can only guess how it looked like here when Mozart himself wandered through the many rooms of his flat. But you can feel and hear his wonderful music in every room. At least, I could. Ok, that maybe was because of the Audio guide, but I think you get my point.
Nikki’s favorite in the entire house was the exhibition about Mozart’s opera “The Magic Flute.” A nice opera with some good songs, but I can’t stand the high tones sang by the queen of the night. I always want to howl if I hear that.
Two hours later, our tour through this house was finished. Our next goal was the Capuchin Crypt. The tour there began with a memorable ritual. We had to wait outside the gate, until a tour guide joined us.
The guide then knocked on the heavy door three times.
A voice could be heard from inside:
“Who desires admittance?”
The tour guide answered:
“Otto of Austria, once Crown Prince of Austria-Hungary, Royal Prince of Hungary and Bohemia, of Dalmatia, Croatia, Slovakia, Galicia, Lodomeria and Illyria, Grand Duke of Tuscany and Cracow, Duke of Lorraine, of Salzburg, Steyer, Carinthia, Carniola and Bukovina, Grand Duke of Transylvania, Margrave of Moravia, Duke of Upper and Lower Silesia, of Modena, Parma, Piacenza, and Guastalla, of Auschwitz and Zator, of Teschen, Friuli, Ragusa, and Zara, Princely Count of Habsburg and Tyrol, of Kyburg, Gorizia, and Gradisca, Prince of Trent and Bressanone, Margrave of Upper and Lower Lusatia and Istria, Count of Hohenems, Feldkirch, Bregenz, Sonnenberg, and so on. Lord of Trieste, of Cattaro and on the Windisch Mark, Grand Voivode of the Voivodeship of Serbia, etc., etc.”
The voice answered:
“We don’t know him.”
Then the tour guide knocked again, and the voice asked:
“Who desires admittance?”
The tour guide:
“Dr. Otto von Habsburg, President, and Honorary President of the Pan-European Union, Member, and Senior President of the European Parliament, Honorary Doctor of numerous universities and Honorary Citizen of many municipalities in Central Europe, member of venerable academies and institutes, recipient of high and highest state and ecclesiastical awards, orders, and honors conferred on him in recognition of his decades-long struggle for the freedom of peoples, for law and justice.”
But the voice answered again:
“We don’t know him.”
Once more, the tour guide knocked three times, and was asked the same question as before:
“Who desires admittance?”
And this time, the guide answered:
“Otto - a mortal, sinful man!”
The heavy door opened, while the voice said:
“So come he in.”
Maybe that ritual should symbolize that in death, all people are the same. The reaper doesn’t make a difference between the rich and the poor.
This crypt itself is what it is, a cellar full of oversized coffins. And inside those coffins are the remains of 12 emperors and 22 empresses from the Habsburg family. At least it was cooler than outside. The most famous residents down there are Maria Theresa, who I mentioned earlier, her husband Franz Stephen, and the last big player, Emperor Franz Joseph alongside his wife Elisabeth, called Sisi. For me, that still sounds like a dog’s name. Their son Rudolf also rests there. The guy is lucky that his coffin is allowed to stand here at all. As someone who has killed himself, he usually wouldn't be allowed to be here. That is because suicides were not allowed to be buried in consecrated ground, and therefore, he typically wouldn’t be allowed in this place. His family covered up the whole thing, even the fact that he murdered his beloved before he killed himself.
There is another interesting person here, which I want to mention. It is archduke Franz Ferdinand, who was assassinated in Sarajevo in 1914. This was basically the last spark to ignite the powder keg that Europe was in 1914, many even say that this assassination caused World War 1. But as far as I know, it wasn’t the only reason for it. But that would take too long now. 
It took us about one and a half hours until we had seen every coffin inside the crypt. Asha, Mr. Kofi, and my mom enjoyed this visit way more than Nikki and me. After the tour, we bought a few souvenirs, like refrigerator magnets and a book about the history of the Habsburg family. It was only 4 p.m., but still too late for the opera, since we wanted to make a guided tour there. The next possibility for that was on Saturday the 12th, on which Mr. Kofi booked a tour for us. Of course, that left a few hours until we had our reservation at house Sacher, so we decided to make a little discovery tour through the nearby area. In a side street close to St. Stephen, we passed a shop for costumes. To our surprise, Nikki stopped in front of it, and pointed at the shop’s door with a smile on her face.
“Everyone, I think I have seen something interesting there. Can we go in for a moment?”
We walked inside this small store, which was full of all kinds of costumes. Most of them looked cheap, but the others certainly had their fun in there, while they tried on some costumes. After a short time, they all looked like they would go to a ball at the emperor’s court. Well, all besides Nikki and me. I was just sitting in a corner, playing with my mobile, while Nikki disappeared somewhere between the rows of costumes. When she finally came back, she had a red frock coat in her hands. Just like the one Mozart gained as a present from Maria-Therese as a child. I had a suspicion what she was up to.
“Balto, look what I have found. This would be a great outfit for you. I also found a fitting wig. Oh please, try it on! I bet our grandparents would love it to see you in it.”
Sure, they would like that. But if my classmates would see me wearing this wig, I would be the laughingstock of the entire school. Yes, I love cosplay. But this really wasn’t my kind of outfit. On the other hand, I simply can’t say no to Nikki.
I took the clothes Nikki gave me, and my girl helped me to get into them. I felt so silly, as Nikki placed this wig on my head. This thing clearly wasn’t made for an Anthro. Wearing it was uncomfortable, mostly because of my ears. 
As I was done, Nikki presented me to my mother and her parents. Honestly, I was a bit grumpy at that moment. I just wanted to get rid of this stupid wig, and Nikki knew that for sure. The adults seemed to like my new look, they smiled at me and clapped their hands, while they let me do a few poses. Ok, I must admit, the outfit isn’t that bad. At the end, I didn’t even want to take it off again. Well, besides the wig. That thing is so awful. I will never understand how someone would really wear such a thing for the entire day without being forced to do it. 
I know that people back then believed that too much water was harmful for the body, but even if that were true, I would still prefer to wash myself instead of wearing a powdered wig with fleas and other things in it. It’s not a funny fact that they didn’t wash these things either. 
Since I kind of liked the coat, I wore it for the rest of the time we were wandering through the streets. Just without the wig. Sadly, mom and Nikki’s parents didn’t buy anything for themselves. 
As for Nikki, she found a nice outfit for herself. It is basically a black version of mine.
We clearly spent more time in that store than Nikki originally intended to do. 
With me wearing my new outfit, we walked back to St. Stephen. 
Sure, some people laughed and pointed at me, but I didn’t care. Some tourists even wanted to take photos with me. Other than on earlier vacations, this didn’t even bother me anymore. While we walked south in the direction of House Sacher, we heard someone playing a flute. It was one of these street artists, fully painted in silver color. The melody he played was beautiful. I could watch Nikki moving her body from one side to the other, while we listened to the lovely melody. It looked like she was dancing in her mind. As you might remember, our friend Trish taught me a bit about dancing. Gently I tipped Nikki’s side and asked her for a dance. The musician recognized us, and played a song just for us while we danced in front of him. We danced in the middle of the busy street. It was wonderful. Ok, I am far away from being a good dancer. But I know some basic steps, and we had fun. Mom softly clapped her hands. I think I have even seen tears in her eyes, as she watched Nikki and me.
After this, and after Mr. Kofi gave the Artist some money, the big cheetah took me aside. He talked quietly, so the girls couldn’t hear us:
“Balto, I already thought you want to propose to Nicole, as I saw you two dancing there.”
I looked at him with a questioning expression on my face.

“Proposing? No, Mr. Kofi. But would it be ok, if I would do that?”
The big feline smiled, while placing his hand on my shoulder.

“Son, you have mine and Asha’s blessing. But wait for the right moment, ok?”
I smiled at him.
“I will. And thank you, Mr. Kofi. Thanks for all you have done for us.”
I gave Nikki’s father a hug. In return, he took me into his strong arms and spoke:
“Any time, son. Now let us get some cake for our girls.”
We walked about 15 minutes south to reach House Sacher, where we were welcomed by a waiter, who showed us our table. It was on the second floor and had a window through which we could look down onto the street. Each of us had at least two pieces of the famous Sachertorte. That is a chocolate cake with apricot jam and chocolate glaze, which special recipe was first created in 1832 by a 16-year-old cook apprentice named Franz Sacher.
Oh, before you ask. It is true that we Anthros usually shouldn’t eat chocolate made for humans.
Mr. Kofi had, as he made our reservation, asked if there was a suitable version of this cake for us Anthros. And luckily, there was. They used a special chocolate, which we can eat without the danger of poisoning ourselves. The only thing is, we had to buy the whole cake. But since they aren’t that big, this wasn’t that much of a problem. The poor cake didn’t stand a chance against five hungry Anthros. I want to try making it at home sometimes, the flavor simply was delicious.
Dinner wasn’t necessary after this. Instead, we made a walk further south to Karlsplatz, where the St. Charles Church can be found. This location was on my mother’s list, as you might remember. Sadly, it was too late to enter, but at least we could look at it from outside. A wonderful building. Mrs. Kofi told us that Emperor Charles VI ordered the construction of this church in honor of St. Charles Borromeo after the plague epidemic of 1713.
Charles Borromeo was a man who was named a saint for his intensive care for plaque victims between 1576 and 1578. I think we can all be thankful that diseases like the Black Death hardly exist today thanks to modern medicine.
It was getting a little cold and windy, so we decided to call it a day, and to return to our hotel. Nikki was far from being tired, as we entered our hotel room. 
We took a long, relaxing shower together, after which she asked me to sit down on the bed. She herself sat down on a chair, which she had placed close to the bed. Here I noticed that she had a little box in her hand. 
Nikki then asked me to reach out my right paw to her. I did, and my girl gently began to rub a special balm out of this box on my paw pads. 
I could feel how this cream softened my paw pads and helped them to regenerate after this long day. While I enjoyed Nikki’s treatment, I closed my eyes and moaned silently. 
After ten heavenly minutes, Nikki was done with my right paw, and went on with my left one. I almost fell asleep under my girl’s gentle hands. But the cheetah had other plans.
When she saw me dozing off, Nikki began to tickle my paw, which caused my leg to reflexively kick in her direction. But don’t worry, I didn’t hit her. Nikki looked at me with a grin.
“Ok, Fluffy. Now it is your turn to take care of my paws.”
Nikki hopped on the bed, then she gently pushed me out of it.
“Hop, doggy, don’t let me wait.”
I sat down on the chair, while Nikki presented her sweet paws to me. This was an opportunity I could not resist, and so I licked with pleasure over her right paw. Nikki moaned, but then she tapped my nose with her toes. 
“Stop that. As much as I usually enjoy your tongue sweetie, take the balm this time. But use it sparingly, you don't need much.”
I took a bit of the balm to gently massage it into Nikki’s sweet paw. My kitty moaned in pleasure, while I gently rubbed her paw beans. She spread her toes wide, so I could reach every spot. Nikki purred and moaned loudly. She enjoyed her massage so much that she even began to let her hands run over her body. She squeezed her breasts, and the air was filled with the scent of her rising lust. This special scent of hers somehow carried away my thoughts. I massaged her right paw for at least 20 minutes, until Nikki pulled it back and presented me her left one. In a lustful voice, she said:
“Don’t forget my other paw, doggy. You are doing good.”
Nikki purred even louder, while I massaged her left paw. Since we were only wearing bathrobes after the shower before, I couldn’t hide my growing boner from Nikki. Don’t judge me, please. It wasn’t my fault. Nikki was there, barely covered by a bathrobe, purring and moaning, and the scent that came from her direction drove me crazy.
My dear feline grinned seductively at me. She opened her right leg a bit to give me a good look at her wet temple of lust. Her tail moved from one side to the other, it became hard to resist my urge to simply pin her down on the mattress and take her right at the spot. That Nikki was now bending her two long legs was not much help. My girl saw how I tried to hold myself back, and spoke:
“Doggy, do you need a written invitation? Take off the bathrobe and come here.”
Hastily, I stood up, made a step forward and then crawled over Nikki. Once more, she gave me these “Do me” eyes. To get control of the situation, I put my hands on her wrists and held my girl tightly while looking down at her. Nikki lifted her butt a bit, so her lower abdomen touched my stiff member. Without being able to use my hands, it took me a bit to bring the tip of my cock into position. As it was done, I slowly moved my hips forward. 
Nikki moaned, as my penis parted her wet lips and entered her grotto of pleasure. Even after all this time, she is heavenly tight. My girl crossed her legs behind my back, what made her pussy even tighter. Our eyes met, while I shoved my member deeper inside her. Nikki’s big, purple eyes penetrated my soul.
If I look into these eyes, I can see true, unconditional love. This cheetah has something magical. I shook my head, to sort out my thoughts. Nikki giggled, as she saw that, asking if everything was ok. My answer was a smile, then I began to move my hips back. When only the tip of my cock was still inside her, I slid it back into Nikki's vulva, accompanied by a lustful moan from both of us. Nikki whispered:
“Don’t hold back. I am all yours.”
I pulled out, just to push my member balls deep back inside. Slowly at first, so we both could enjoy the feeling. 
Nikki closed her eyes and put her head back to submissively present her sensitive throat to me. I increased the speed of my thrusts while putting my hands on my girl's chest to hold her down. The bed squeaked a bit underneath us. To muffle her loud moans, Nikki held her now free hands in front of her muzzle, so no one outside the room could hear her. 
But her attempts were only partly successful. Nikki can be very loud during sex, especially if she is driven away by her lust. 
Her sounds made me fuck her even harder, while my knot grew bigger. Nikki squeaked with every thrust I made, she bit into her hand, as I forced my knot through the tight entry into her vagina, just to pull it again. 
One last thrust, and we would hang together. But before I could fulfil my desire to fill my girl’s womb with my seed, Nikki moved her abdomen a bit to the side. She didn’t want to hang. She wanted me to mark her. A wish I gladly granted. I pulled out, moved up a bit. Nikki quickly grabbed my wet, dripping dick. I was close to burst. All Nikki needed to do was to rub the tip of my member for a few seconds, before I shot a big load of cum all over Nikki’s naked body. 
Her belly, breasts, even her face was full of warm cum. Nikki purred, while I saw stars dancing before my eyes. Slowly I let myself fall on the bed next to Nikki. This massive orgasm exhausted me. I didn’t recognize it at first that Nikki grabbed her mobile and made some photos of my recent work. 
What I saw was how she grinned, as she typed a message. After Nikki sent the message, she sat up, grabbed my dick, and squeezed it carefully. I had to bite my lips, since this was a bit painful for me. The feline moved her head closer towards my member, until she could rub her muzzle against it while she purred loudly. Sometimes I think she loves my cock a bit too much. Carefully and gently, Nikki cleaned my lust bringer. After she was done with that, she stood up to stretch. That way, she presented me her wonderful, cum stained body. I couldn’t resist smiling at my girl, as I saw that. My manhood was still standing, and a part of me wanted to pin her down for a second round. But a sudden knocking at the door blocked me from doing that. Nikki didn’t even think of getting at least a towel to cover herself, as she walked to the door. She opened it a bit, just wide enough that she could look through the crack. I heard the voice of her mother. Quickly I covered myself with a blanket, as I was afraid that she might come in. This situation finally killed my boner. The two felines talked very silently for a moment, then Nikki closed the door again. Curiously, I asked:
“What were you and your mom talking about, Nikki? And who did you send this photo to?”
Nikki grinned.
“If you want to know it, I sent it to Trish, Hazel, and Angel. Mom just came over because dad and your mom are busy together, and she asked if we wanted to go to the bar with her.”
Way more information than I wanted to have. I gave Nikki a slightly disgusted look, what made Nikki laugh.
“So, are you coming with me? I could use a sweet cocktail.”
I growled a bit, grabbed a pillow, and threw it after Nikki, while I said:
“You shouldn't have told me that sex thing with my mom.”
Nikki caught the pillow and threw it back at me.
“Come on, doggy. You act like you don’t know it.”
She then quickly disappeared into the bathroom to get clean, while I got dressed in a pair of jeans, a shirt, and a hoodie. 10 minutes later, after Nikki cleaned and dressed herself, we went down to the bar to meet with her mother. Asha spotted us first. She raised her hand and waved at us.
“Hey kids, I am here!”
Nikki and I walked over and joined Asha. My girl ordered two “Strawberry Kiss” for us. A sweet and tasty drink, without alcohol. Asha smiled at us.
“You two are so sweet. Now tell me, what did you two do before? The sounds I have heard out of your room, and the look you had, as we talked at the door, were more than obvious signs of what you two did in there.”
Asha looked at me.
“Really impressive, Balto.”
Asha turned her head back to Nikki, who had a suspicious grin on her face.
“Mom, yes, we had sex. Fantastic sex. If you want to know, Balto marked me with his cum, my whole body was stained with his semen. In fact, if I had opened the door a little more, you would have seen it for sure. Oh, wait. I took a photo. Maybe you would like to see that.”
I gulped, wanted to stand up and ran away, but Nikki held me by my neck, telling me to stay.
Asha only smiled at her daughter.
“Sure, show me.”
My inner urge to disappear became bigger and bigger. The struggle between mother and daughter was so embarrassing for me. But the two felines didn’t stop. Asha continued, as Nikki needed a second to open the file on her mobile:
“What is now? Do you dare to show me the picture? Or should I show you something first? Your father made this, while Christa took care of me.”
I looked around in the bar. Luckily, we were the only guests, so no one heard this, at least for me, awkward conversation.
Asha hid the screen of her mobile from me, while she showed the pic of her and my mother to her daughter. Nikki’s eyes became big, as she took a closer look, and I could hear her mumbling:
“Somehow, I miss that tongue of hears.” 
Nikki shook her head.
“Damn it, mom. This is so gross. Like in one of these cheap mother-daughter porn movies.”
Asha laughed.
“Now you have seen it. Where is yours, Nicole? Or have you changed your mind?”
Nikki’s hands were shaking, as she pulled out her mobile and unlocked the screen.
“No, I will show you what Balto did with me. Here, see?”
Asha took a close look at my work from earlier. She seemed to like it. I was hoping to wake up, since all this felt like one of my bad dreams. But it wasn’t, this was real. Nikki really presented a pic of her, covered with my semen, to her curious mother. The older feline even licked her muzzle, while she looked at the photo. Since escaping wasn’t possible, I tried to hide inside the big hoodie I was wearing.
“This looks tasty, Nicole. You know, the last time I had wolf semen on me was more than 16 years ago. Really nice work, Balto.”
Nikki switched off her mobile, as the waiter came to ask if we wanted something else. Asha only paid the bill, and the guy left us alone. My girl then spoke serious to her mother:
“Mom, to be honest, I only showed you that because it is disturbing for me to see how eager you are about mine and Balto’s sex life. I hoped you would stop after seeing this photo. But somehow showing it to you felt more natural than it should feel. Moms and daughters shouldn’t show such photos to each other.”
Once more, Asha had to laugh.
“Nicole, maybe you should start to see me as not only your mother, but also as a friend, with whom you can talk about everything. Just like you do it with that raccoon girl Trish, or what was her name, Angelike?”
Nikki lowered her head, nodding.
“Maybe you are right. Thanks, mom.”
The two felines gave each other a hug, then Asha looked at me. The look of me trying to hide inside my hoodie seemed to amuse her.
“Balto, you don’t need to hide from me. All is fine. You are a good boy. I am happy that you take such a loving care of Nicole’s needs.”
She signed me to move my head closer to her. I thought she might want to say something to me, but instead, she licked my muzzle, and gave me a lusty look.
I admit it, the cinema in my head was already playing: 
“Lusty Ladies: Cute daughter shares her wolf boyfriend with her lusty mother.”
I often hate my vivid imagination for things like that.
It was after midnight, as we finally went back upstairs. A part of me was still hoping that all this was just a dream. But unfortunately, this wasn’t the case. Not this time. Finding sleep was a hard thing to do that day. 
Partly because my brain refused to shut up, but mostly because the full moon was shining so brightly that night.
Chapter 4: Wednesday
I woke up the next morning at about half past 7. Nikki was still asleep, as I crawled out of the bed. I dressed quietly before I sneaked out of the room. I entered the lobby, where I saw only a few people eating breakfast. After I sat down at a table a bit away from the other guests, a waiter came to me, asking what I wanted. I ordered a small breakfast with tea, something I could pay for myself with the money I had with me. While I waited for my food, I checked my chats for any news. There were only a few messages in our class chatroom this time. My classmates talked once more about their vacations, so nothing new there. A brief look at the clock showed that it was 8:15. Still no sign of Nikki or our parents. Suddenly, a message popped up on my phone. It was from Angel, she showed me a few photos of her while she was at the cabin. Sexy photos, nude ones, some showing her in a swimsuit. I was just deep in thoughts while watching a close-up of her girly parts, as I felt a hand on my shoulder. I startled, and almost dropped my phone. Next, I heard the gentle voice of my mother.
“Good morning, my son.”
Mom kissed my cheek, then she sat down at my table. The waiter came to take her order. Mom wanted a big breakfast. Guess she burned a few calories the night before too.
While we waited for her food, mom and I had a little conversation.
“Balto, this vacation is wonderful so far. It is just what we needed. Where is Nicole? Is your girl still sleeping?”
I nodded, while smiling at her.
“Yes, mom. I didn’t want to wake Nikki up, so I had breakfast on my own.” 
Mom looked for the waiter, who wasn’t in sight yet.
“Balto, we didn’t have much time for each other on this vacation yet. Tell me, what did you like the most so far?”
That was easy to answer, after just two days here in Vienna.
“The Aqua Terra Zoo was cool, and St. Stephen’s cathedral was amazing.”
Mom smiled.
“Yes, St. Stephen was great. I have never seen a church that large. I am just always a bit sad to see how much time and money people invest to build such things, and at the same time people starve to death. Well, today we will see where the Habsburg family lived. And we will visit the Zoo. Asha meant that she cannot wait to see the Royal Palace.”
Hearing Mrs. Kofi’s name made me thoughtful. What would my mother think of her closest friend, if she would know that Nikki’s mom wants to have sex with her daughter? But I had to talk with someone about this. And Mr. Kofi clearly would be the wrong choice here. Mom lifted my head, to look me in the eyes. 
“Balto, are you still with me? Is everything ok?”
I nodded.
“Yes, mom. Say, can we talk about something?”
Mom became curious.
“Sure, what is wrong? Did you have an argument with Nicole?”
I shook my head. My voice became very silent, since I didn’t want to risk anyone could hear, what I was saying next.
“No. It is about Mrs. Kofi. You know, she always asks me and Nikki about our sex life. And I think that she wants to have sex with Nikki. That isn’t normal, is it?”
My mother didn’t answer until she made a few sips of her coffee.
“Balto, I think it is time to tell you something. See, I know about all this. Asha and I have been best friends since our days in High School. We never had secrets between each other. She told me about her inner struggle. In fact, Asha talked with me about this topic more than once.”
That answer wasn’t really satisfying for me.
“But Nikki is her daughter. Wouldn’t that be incest?”
Mom placed her hand on my shoulder.
“Balto, Asha would never do anything against her daughter’s will. And who am I to judge her for her fetishes. Besides that. I had sex with your girl. And, if I recall that correctly, you didn’t have problems with that.”
Her words somehow sadden me. Or better said, they didn’t help much to make me feel better about this. 
“But mom. This is different. I mean, in school we learned that incest can be the doom of a species.”
Mom agreed with me on that one.
“Yes, if relatives produce offspring together. But that wouldn’t be possible for Asha and Nicole. In fact, if it is that what bothers you, you should be more concerned about your friends Johana and Hazel. You might remember that I heard you talking about the two having sex together, as they visited us last November. You know what I think? I think what bothers you is the thought that they could have fun without you. Tell me, would you want to have sex with Asha? Believe me, she could teach you and Nicole a thing or two.”
I looked at my mother with disgust.
“What? Of course not! Sure, she looks great. But she is the mother of my girlfriend. That would be so gross.”
My mother laughed.
“Look at it that way. She is a girl, and you are a boy. And I bet if Asha came to your room naked and asked you to fuck her, you wouldn't be able to resist her for a second. So, stop pretending that you wouldn’t do it with her. The only thing that maybe would stop you from doing it is Idrissa. Which is good because if you would have sex with Asha, it would certainly destroy the good relationship you have with him. If not even more. He is also the reason she won’t bring you into this situation in the first place. But Balto, and listen to me closely now, if Asha and Nicole both want to do it, please don’t make a drama out of it. Can you promise me that, Balto?”
My gaze went to the floor.
“I promise.”
My mother tousled my hair.
“Good boy. Now tell me, were those photos you looked at before from Angelike?”
My tail wagged a little, I couldn’t control this traitor.
“Yes. She stayed at the cabin for a few days.”
Mom chuckled, while she finally enjoyed some of her breakfast.
“Well, by the look of them, she had a lot of fun there. She is a good-looking girl. You are lucky that Nicole allows you to play with her. But enough of this, be a dear and help me with this food here, I think I ordered too much. And then we really need to wake up the others.”
After we finished breakfast and mom had paid the bill, we went back upstairs to wake up the others. Nikki was still sleeping tight, as I entered our room. Her paws twitched like those of a sleeping feral kitty or a dog. It looked so cute. I almost didn’t want to wake her up, but I had to. Slowly, I walked closer to the bed, laid down next to her, and cuddled up close to her. I gently stroked her sides, what caused Nikki to smile. But her eyes remained closed. Next, I tried it by licking her sweet muzzle. While doing that, I must have tickled her nose because suddenly, my girl sneezed right into my face. I looked at her and spoke, while she slowly opened her wonderful, purple eyes: 
“Bless you, Nikki.”
Nikki yawned.
“Doggy, what are you doing? Is it already time to stand up? You better go and wash your face.”
She was right about that, but I didn’t go to the bathroom without dragging her with me. 20 minutes later, Nikki was just about to get dressed, we heard a knocking at the door, followed by Mr. Kofi’s voice:
“Kids, we meet in 5 minutes in the lobby. Hurry up.”
Nikki quickly finished dressing, and then we met with our parents in the lobby. After a brief conversation, we headed off to Schönbrunn. 
Our way went south to Karlsplatz, from there we took the subway line 4 to Schönbrunn. We needed half an hour to get there, inside an old wagon without air conditioning. Not to mention the smell of sweating humans. I still shudder when I think about it. The first thing I did, after we finally got off this train, was to take a deep breath of fresh air. And I wasn’t the only one, mom, Nikki and Mrs. Kofi did the same. Only Mr. Kofi seemed unfazed by the smell and the heat in this wagon. His only comment, as he watched us trying to catch our breath, was:
“You should have been in Afghanistan. The heat there was much worse, and the food in the mess hall often smelled just the same. Now come, we have a lot to see today.”
Sometimes I forget that Mr. Kofi served in the Army. It was also in Afghanistan, where he met Antu’s father, Mr. Strife, who, let us say, adopted Antu in that country. The story behind that is longer and quite tragic, which is why I won’t go more into detail here.
Ok, a few facts about Schönbrunn: 
The palace was built between 1638 and 1643. During the second Turkish siege in 1683, Schönbrunn was heavenly damaged. The rebuild began in 1687 under Emperor Leopold the first. It was not until 1743, under Maria Therese, that the palace and its park were rebuilt and expanded in its present form. This park also houses the Zoo of Vienna, which is said to be the oldest zoo in the entire world.
The palace has 1441 rooms, most of them decorated with wonderful, big paintings. My favorites were the big gallery, which was mostly used for festive balls and receptions, and the Vieux-Laque-Room, which was the study room of Emperor Franz the first.
Nikki’s favorite was the Hall of Mirrors. It was either there or in the nearby pink room, Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart gave his well-known concert for Maria Theresa at the age of six.
The park outside was even more beautiful for me. Here we could walk freely, we had fresh air. Flowers in all colors were in full bloom, and there also were many statues and fountains, like the big fountain of Neptune or the Obelisk fountain. Towering over the park is the Gloriette, a building which was used as a dining- and breakfast room. Today, you can visit an overpriced café there. We didn’t go inside, just looked at it, then we went on. I must say, this palace is a wonderful place to visit. As we were done with the place, it was time for the zoo. Luckily, there is an entrance to it in the park, so we didn’t have to go that far. 
The Zoo of Vienna was founded in 1745 by Franz Stephen of Lorraine, the husband of Maria Theresa. Back then, the Zoo had twelve enclosures, each with equally sized structures for the animals, and an administration building with a front garden. In 1770, they got their first Indian elephant, followed by wolves, and some bears as their first predators.
The Zoo has been pronounced as the best zoo in the entire world several times and is one of the few zoos who is allowed to keep giant pandas. It is worth mentioning that their pandas reproduced rather often, what is rare for this species. 
My favorites here were the wolves and the cheetahs. Yeah, obvious, I know. Nikki somehow loved the Rhino enclosure, where we could see rhinos and antelopes. Mom and Mrs. Kofi loved the Orang.erie. No, this isn’t a typo, the building really has this name. It houses the orangutans and offers a lot of information about these animals. We also found a stuffed Tasmanian wolf, a species which is said to have been extinct since 1936.
We stayed in the zoo until they closed their gates. It was a good day. We have seen and learned a lot so far.
I know that zoos often have a bad reputation, and even if they say that they preserve animals, they must be viewed critically. What I didn’t like in Schönbrunn was the lion enclosure, and those of the big cats in general. They were all so small, and the animals seemed to be bored. The coolest were the white wolves, mom and I howled a bit with them, we simply couldn’t resist. The human children around us were amused, some even joined in. It was very cool.
The last destination for this day was the Prater. This is a large Park in Vienna, originally only accessible for royalty. They used it mostly for hunting and relaxation. The name is derived from the Latin word “Pratum”, what means meadow.
In 1766, Emperor Joseph the Second declared the Prater to be free for public enjoyment and allowed the establishment of coffee-houses and cafés. This also made the so-called “Wurstelprater” possible. This is how they call the amusement park. The name comes from a theater character by the name of “Hanswurst”. It was a popular, funny character, which was loved by many. Today, calling someone by that name is more of an insult. The most famous attraction there is the big Ferris wheel, called the “Wiener Riesenrad”. Besides that, the park offers a large variety of attractions, like roller coasters, bumper cars, shooting galleries, carousels, and ghost trains. Mr. Kofi won a large plushie at one of the shooting galleries. He didn’t have a single miss, but he said that the gun he had to use was terrible. He gave the plushie to a little girl as a gift, since we could never have brought this thing with us back to the states. Nikki wanted us to get on the Prater Tower, which is a 384ft high chain carousel. God, I hated her for that. She knows that I am afraid of heights, especially if I don’t have a solid floor underneath my paws. At least the others had their fun about that thing. Madame Tussauds sadly was already closed, which is why we moved to WINDOBONA Indoor Skydiving next. Floating in this chamber was a lot of fun for all of us. After this, we quickly went back to Riesenrad, and thankfully got there just in time for a nice round with this iconic landmark.
After that, we were all very hungry. Understandable, since none of us had eaten anything that day until then. Mr. Kofi checked his mobile for a restaurant and found the “Schweizerhaus”. This restaurant has a long tradition in Vienna, beginning all the way back in the 19th century.
After studying the menu, we ordered three of their famous “Schweinshaxen”, which means a giant pork knuckle with a weight of about 2 pounds. That meant we had about 6 pounds of meat with side dishes for 5 hungry Anthros. It was a feast for us. The only thing that wasn’t so pleasant there were the looks of some other guests. They seemed to have never seen an Anthro before. Well, can’t blame them for that. During the whole time we were in Vienna, I have only seen two or three other Anthros. But I can at least blame one stupid lady for asking if we had escaped the zoo. She also said that it is new to her that animals are sitting at the table, and not underneath it. We decided not to respond to her, since we didn’t want to get in trouble. I would have loved to tell her that the zoo released us, since they needed the enclosure for a hairless, female monkey.
The rest of the evening was rather eventless. On our way back to the nearest train station, we saw many teenagers looking for fun. We also have seen some barely dressed human girls, some of them clearly didn’t have a mirror at home. Others looked better, well, for humans, of course. Nikki herself was wearing only a short, belly free top and knee-long pants. Some boys turned their heads after her, one even whistled, as he looked at Nikki’s sweet butt. In reaction to this, I took Nikki’s hand in mine, to show that she was my girl. After a fifteen-minute walk, we reached Praterstern station. This place was a busy one, even at this time of the day. We saw all kinds of people, young, old, male, female, and everything in between. And it was there where we saw one of the other Anthros. It was a male Australian Shepard, who was in such a hurry, that he almost fell over the suitcase he had with him. We went further to the subway line U1, to get to the station Stephansplatz. This was the closest subway station to our hotel.
We needed about 15 minutes to get to our hotel. It was almost midnight, as Nikki and I tiredly entered our room. We barely managed to get out of our clothes before falling onto the bed. 
Chapter 5: Thursday
The next day, Thursday, began at about 8 am. I was awakened by a snore coming from Nikki's direction. She was sleeping so deep that not even a hit with the pillow on her sweet face could wake her. I got dressed and sneaked out of the room. As I passed our parents’ room, I could hear a lustful moaning through the door. Curiosity took over, So I took a step forward and listened a bit. The voice I heard first was that of Nikki’s mother. 
“Harder, Christa. Take me! Yes, fuck me!”
Next heard my mother speak:
“Idrissa, put your mobile away and join us. Stuff her mouth, she is far too loud.”
Loud moaning followed. I could only imagine which position they were in, and how my mother and Mr. Kofi filled Asha’s holes. A shame that someone walked down the aisle at that moment, what forced me to stop listening. The passing human looked a bit strange at me, while I only gave him a sheepish smile. After he was gone, I felt my pants were tighter than before. It excited me to listen to our parents having hot sex. I decided to go back to my room, hoping that Nikki was awake and in favor of some fun. Slowly I opened the door, everything was quiet. My gaze went over to the bed, where I caught a pleasant sight. My cheetah was laying on her belly with her legs spread, the blanket aside. That way, I had a beautiful view of her naked, well-formed butt and those amazingly long legs. She was still asleep, so I did my best to remain silent while I undressed. My stiff member was standing proud, after being freed from his fabric prison. As I was fully naked, I slowly moved to the foot of the bed. I could smell Nikki’s seductive scent while crawling between Nikki’s legs on all fours. I moved closer and closer to the source of this wonderful smell. Her pussy was dripping wet, she possibly had a naughty dream. Finally, I was in the right position. I lowered myself down, propped my elbows and put my hands on Nikki’s butt. Nikki moaned softly as I sniffed on her snatch. The feline must have felt my breath between her legs, but she hadn’t woken up yet. Her only reaction was that the tip of her tail began to move slightly. I was horny as hell, would have loved to just pin Nikki down and take her, but my brain told me otherwise. Gently I licked over my girlfriend’s labia, tasting those sweet juices. Nikki moaned in pleasure, while her claws scratched over the bed sheets. Her body moved, I had to keep her in position, so I could continue. Then, after about 5 minutes of licking, the cheetah lifted her rear a bit. That was my signal. Quickly I went into position, the urge of mating with my girl was irresistible. The tip of my member rubbed against her labia. Nikki moaned, as I carefully spread her pussy a little, and released a lustful scream, as I finally pushed my member deep into her. Her vagina is still as tight as it was on that unforgettable night when we had our first time together. After holding still for a minute, I pulled my cock out completely, just to push it back into this tight, warm space between Nikki’s legs. This I repeated for a few times, until my rhythm became steadier. My right hand wandered over her back, while I heard Nikki purring. She clearly enjoyed this as much as I did and was far away from sleeping. Every one of my thrusts was accompanied by a loud moan. Minutes passed, then Nikki suddenly wanted to change position, and began to lift her upper body. As much as I love her taking the initiative, this time, I was the dominant part. With all my strength, I pushed my sweet feline back on the mattress. Nikki landed face first in the big, soft pillow, which also muffled her sounds. While holding her down with both my hands, I fucked my girl hard. Nikki moaned and hissed a few times. My knot became bigger with every thrust. Several times I forced it in and out of my feline’s dripping wet hole. Our moaning became louder, I was close, but as I wanted to push my knot inside Nikki for the final time, she moved herself, so my cock slipped out. Now Nikki showed her agility and her strength by quickly turning around and forcing me down. I couldn’t even react to it since it all went so fast. The next thing I saw was her pussy, as Nikki lowered it down to my face. Eagerly I began to lick her sweet plum, while Nikki licked and sucked my member. 
Her tender hands massaged my knot while her tongue danced around the tip. The feeling was incredible, it was driving me crazy. Her seductive scent robbed me of all of my senses. 
I pressed my snout deep into my girl’s crotch. 
My tongue stuck deep inside Nikki’s juicy vagina, what made her scream in lust. Luckily, her sounds were muffled by my cock in her mouth. She sucked harder, faster. The pressure in my testicles soon reached the point of no return. I did my best to delay my climax, but I was without a chance against Nikki’s skills. It didn’t take me much longer, until I exploded. In several spurts I filled Nikki’s greedy muzzle with my warm seed. She purred, while she swallowed all of it. I was seeing stars after this orgasm. My breathing was fast, I couldn’t go on with licking. Good for me, that Nikki had mercy. She rubbed her snout against my cock a few times before she stood up and stretched her beautiful body.
“Damn, Balto. That was a lot of cum. And so tasty. Wait a second.”
I didn't know what she was up to, but then I saw how she took her mobile to make photos of me. Including a special one, with her face close to my cum-covered cock.
Exhausted as I was, I couldn’t think of whom she could send those photos to. Probably Hazel or Angel.
After I had regained my breath, I also stood up from the stained bed. It was time for us to get clean, and more important, for breakfast. I desperately needed something to drink after this. We just cleaned ourselves a bit before Nikki and I went downstairs. By now, it was about 10 am, the hotel lobby was full of other guests, so we decided to go elsewhere to get some food. Our parents didn’t respond to the messages we wrote them, they were either still busy or sleeping. Nikki and I chose a nearby McDonald's for breakfast. Usually, I don’t like the food they serve there. But breakfast is ok. Nikki ordered scrambled eggs with ham, coffee, and some doughnuts. Oh, and a big cup of tea for me. Sadly, they didn’t have the kind of cocoa we are allowed to drink. About 30 minutes later, my phone buzzed several times. The first message I got was written by my mother. She just wanted to know where we were. The second one was from Hazel. I was right, Nikki did send her the pictures of my cock she took before. Then there was a message from Mr. Kofi senior, asking me how the trip had been so far. The next was written by Trish, and the oddest message came last. It came from Nikki’s mother.
“Hey, Balto. Nice work with Nicole’s face. I hope you were a good boy and cleaned your girl after this. We will meet you two in the lobby in 15 minutes. Next time, invite me *chuckles*
I didn’t answer that message, just told Asha that we would be there. Nikki and I finished breakfast, then we went back to the hotel. In the lobby, we met with our parents, and went directly to the Museums at the Maria-Theresa-Square. It was decided to visit the Museum of Art first.
This museum is inside a large building that was completed after 20 years of construction in 1891. Here we saw several collections, including the imperial armory, where you can see armor sets and weapons from the imperial period, a large coin collection, and, of course, a lot of art and statues. The most interesting stuff for me was the armory, Nikki loved the old household items. You know, mirrors and such stuff. 
I was glad, as we finally left this museum. For me, it was mostly boring. The others clearly had more fun in there, but I am simply not a fan of old art.
The next stop was the Museum of Natural History on the opposite side of the square. The building looks just like the Museum of Art and was also opened in 1891 by emperor Franz Joseph the first. While we walked towards the stairs, I spotted a few German words carved into the stone above the entrance. Mrs. Kofi translated them for me:
“To the realm of nature and its study”
Those words came from emperor Franz Joseph himself.
We entered this impressive building through big, wooden doors. Mr. Kofi bought the tickets for us, we got audio guides, then we began our walk through the massive corridors. 
We began the tour with a look at an impressive collection of Minerals and meteorites, then the history of earth itself and the oldest fossils, and then one of my personal favorites, the dinosaurs. 
This was great, and I can recommend this to everyone. Prehistoric history and the history of humans followed before we went upstairs.
On the first floor we saw an exhibition about the microcosm and small organisms in general, insects and spiders. Nikki and I especially disliked the last ones. Spiders are so scary. 
Then we entered the best exhibition in the whole museum. A spacious room about sharks and the life in our oceans in general. Nikki stood for at least 20 minutes in a big glass cage, which had various species of sharks inside it. Small ones, big ones, and even a Great White. Looking at those wonderful creatures made me think about how unimportant we are. I mean, sharks have existed on this planet since the time of dinosaurs, and without them, our oceans would most likely collapse. Without us, without humans, not much would change on this planet. I bet many animals would celebrate. 
We left the hall to continue our tour with a look at amphibians, reptiles, and birds, until we reached the mammal section of the museum. 
And here I almost began to cry. Mom had to take my hand, I pressed myself against her. Yes, I was in museums like this one before, but to see species like Lions, cheetahs, wolves, and many others simply put behind glass was a shock for me. This wasn’t a loving presentation, like we had seen it with the sharks and other animals before. This was a hall of death. My body shivered as I left it together with my mother. She later explained to me that this museum is way smaller than the Museum of Natural History in New York, and because of that, they can’t display every animal in its natural habitat. Just to make it clearer, this museum here has about 96’900 ft². The one in New York has way over 2 million ft². That is more than 20 times bigger. So maybe the lack of space is the reason for their poor presentation of the animals. On the other hand, I also know some way smaller museums, like the one in Cleveland. And they have a much nicer way of presenting their exhibits. But enough of this.
Altogether, these two museums were worth the time we spent there. If you travel to Vienna yourself, you can give them a chance. I was getting late, as we left the Natural History Museum after a brief visit to the souvenir shop. We only bought some refrigerator magnets, there wasn’t much more of interest for us.
It was about 6 pm as we left the building. We all were hungry after this, so it was decided to visit a nearby restaurant called Centimeter, which can be found not far away from the museums. Before we went there, we made a little detour to see the Austrian Parliament, a building which was built in the 19th Century. Of course, we couldn’t enter it, but it is an impressive building in a Greek Revival style. At least Mrs. Kofi told me so. 
After we took photos, we continued our way to the restaurant. Mr. Kofi ordered something called “The Sword” for all of us. My eyes went big, as the waiter brought an actual sword, on which I saw diverse kinds of meat like Schnitzel, Grill Cutlet and Chicken Wings. There was also Chili Con Carne and French Fries. It was a lot of food, even for five hungry Anthros. We were all so full afterwards that we made another long walk through the city. We passed stores and restaurants, and people on their way home. The air became fresher as we walked through the Peoples’ Park. We passed the temple of Theseus, which is a replica of the temple of Hephaestus in Athens. As before, Mrs. Kofi shared this information with us. After a while, we reached the Heroes' Plaza. I knew that place from documentation I watched about the time of the Third Reich. I don’t want to go further into detail here, you can look it up if you like. What I liked here the most was the statue of Prince Eugen. He was a brilliant military leader, who fought in several critical battles for the emperor Leopold the first. That man is buried in Vienna, in the Capuchin Crypt, to be more exact. We saw his coffin during our visit there.
After we were done with taking photos, we wanted to go back to the hotel. On our way, a man with colored and a worn-out leather jacket came closer and closer to our group. He had his hands in his pockets, his gaze fixed on the street. 
For me, his appearance was just strange, but Mr. Kofi was concerned. He asked me to keep my eyes open and warn him in case I should see something. 
Meanwhile, this gentleman was close enough to ask Mr. Kofi for fire. His hands were shaking when he finally looked up. Now I could also see his deep red eyes. 
After Mr. Kofi pointed out to him that he didn't have a lighter or anything else on him, the poor guy walked away. Mr. Kofi turned his head toward me.
“Boy, what you just saw was a man who lost his life to alcohol and other drugs. It may sound hard, but it is better to not give them anything. Let us go back to the hotel now. It was a long day. I am sure that we all could use some rest.”
Every one of us agreed to this. Only ten minutes later, we reached the hotel. Nikki and I were so tired, we barely managed to get into our room. After we finally entered it, we both fell onto the bed fully clothed. I could only hear my mom telling Nikki’s parents that we kids would sleep until the morning for sure. Then she switched off the lights and closed the door. The last thing I remember is how I cuddled up close to Nikki before we both closed our eyes. It was a good day. And even better ones should follow.
Chapter 6: Friday
The next morning began at about 7 am. Again, it was me who woke up first. As my look went over to Nikki, I noticed that my girl was still sleeping tight. She looked so cute while drooling lightly on her pillow in her sleep. After I stood up, I stretched my body. Next, I took my mobile to check for new messages on Paw-Talk. Only seconds later, I received a message from Hazel. The poor girl woke up early because her brother Johana and Kirara were too noisy. The Poor girl, she again wasn’t invited to the party. We wrote to each other for quite some time, until she didn’t answer anymore. Guess she fell asleep again. Just as I wanted to go to the bathroom, I received a text message from this human Markus, who we met in front of this sex store on Monday.
“Hello, Balto? My friends and I want to do some karaoke tomorrow, maybe you and Nikki would like to join us? We will be at the SOHO at about 6 pm. We will keep seats free for you.”
Since I first had to ask Nikki and our parents, I couldn’t give him a direct answer. I then went to the bathroom to brush my teeth. Besides that, I needed a brush to get my fur back in order. As I was about to leave the bathroom, Nikki opened the door. Her appearance, with her fur and hair completely disheveled, made me laugh. In fact, I laughed so much that my belly began to hurt. Nikki growled at me for doing that.
“If you want to have more sex during this vacation, doggy, you better stop laughing. Now give me the brush.”
I decided that it was better to go outside, since I didn’t want to anger Nikki any further. I sat down on the bed and played a little game on my mobile, while I waited for her. It took more than 45 minutes, until my freshly showered and styled girl rejoined me. She demonstratively paced around the room like a model. She was only wearing a towel, what gave me a really hard time. If you know what I mean. Nikki looked at me with a big grin on her face.
“What are you saying now, Balto?”
Nikki then dropped the towel and presented her naked body to me. My mouth was standing wide open. I think it is safe to say that I am the luckiest bastard on earth.
I tried to stand up, but Nikki quickly lifted her right leg, placed her paw on my chest and pushed me back down.
“You stay where you are. I will punish you for laughing at me.”
Nikki stepped on the bed. As she was above me, Nikki got on her knees. Her precious pussy was right above my snout. This was a kind of punishment I gladly accepted. But right as my tongue touched her labia, Nikki moved her abdomen away from me. She slid down, so she could sit on my lap, grabbed me by my shirt and pulled me up. I could look deeply into her big, purple eyes, but what I saw there freighted me. I laid back my ears, whimpered. Now, Nikki lost it. First, she began to giggle. Then she burst out laughing. The dumb expression on my face was probably one of the reasons for this laughter. I simply didn’t know what was so funny at this point. After Nikki calmed down a bit, she said:
“Oh Balto, you should have seen your face. Did you really think I was mad at you? Sweetie, how long have you known me now?”
I didn’t answer. I just turned my head away. This was so mean of her. As I wanted to stand up again, Nikki grabbed me from behind.
“You are not going anywhere. I am sorry, Balto. Sometimes, I forget how sensitive you are. But laughing at me earlier wasn’t nice either. Do you know something? It is Friday. Today we will go to the museum of torture, and that is the only location we have planned to visit. And tomorrow is nothing at all. That means we have a lot of free time, which we can fill with whatever we want. Do you have any ideas?”
I nodded.
“Yes. This human Markus invited us for karaoke tomorrow.”
My sweet girl smiled.
“Sounds great! Maybe the others will join us for that. Would be cool, don’t you think? And for today, I think I found just the right restaurant for us. But, only for the two of us. You know, like a date. The reviews say that the ribs there are fantastic. And afterwards, you can choose any kind of dessert.”
I gave Nikki a lusty look, as she mentioned dessert. I knew what I wanted. Something you can’t find on the menu of an ordinary restaurant. At least, it would certainly be a very strange place, if they had that on the menu. Nikki understood my wish very well. Sadly, just as she wanted to pull my pants down, we heard a knocking at the door. Silently, I mumbled:
“No, no, not now.”
Nikki only chuckled, as she heard that, stood up, lifted her towel from the floor to cover herself and walked to the door. The buzzkill was her mother. She asked if we would like to join our parents for breakfast.
Nikki and I needed 15 more minutes to get dressed, before we joined them. My mother was sitting next to Asha, then Mr. Kofi, Nikki, and me. We had tasty cocoa, coffee tea, fresh buns, croissants, butter, jams, and honey. During breakfast, Nikki asked our parents if they would like to go to the karaoke bar with us.
“Do you have plans for tomorrow? Balto and I were invited by a human for karaoke tomorrow, in a bar in the Millennium City.”
Her father looked at his mobile.
“This shopping center isn’t around the corner. I suppose that this would be in the evening, Nicole?”
My girl nodded.
“Yes, dad. I wanted to take a cab to get there. Please, can we go?”
My mother was seemingly more open to the idea.
“You know, Idrissa, I like this idea. It is a good thing for the kids to find new friends, and for us it could be fun too. What do you think, Asha?”
Nikki’s mother sounded enthusiastic.
“Sure! This sounds like a great idea to spend the evening. I haven’t done karaoke for over a year.”
Mr. Kofi seemed to be unsure, but he also agreed.
“Visiting a bar during this vacation isn’t my first choice, but I agree, it could be a good chance for us to meet some people from around here. Nicole, if I remember it right, you and Balto wanted to visit the museum of torture today?”
Nikki nodded.
“Yes, dad. And we will go to a restaurant afterwards. I want to take my boyfriend on a date.”
While our mothers chuckled, Mr. Kofi looked at us with a serious expression.
“And where is this restaurant?”
Nikki showed her father the location on her mobile.
“That is also pretty far away. Well, we will buy the tickets for the subway later, and you promise me to be back here before dawn. And in case you face any problems, I want you to call me at once. Understood?”
Nikki was a bit annoyed by her father’s words.
“Yes, dad. Gosh, I am not a little girl anymore.”
Mr. Kofi placed his hand on his daughter’s shoulder.
“No, Nicole. But you are a young woman in an unfamiliar city, and I hope you'll forgive your old father for being a little concerned about his daughter's safety. And don’t underestimate that you have the responsibility for Balto.”
Nikki gave her father a big hug.
“Nothing bad will happen, dad. And in case we face any difficulties, I will call you. There is also still this tracking app on Balto’s phone, so you can always see where we are. Don’t worry, I can handle this.”
Mr. Kofi took his daughter into his strong arms.
“I know you can, Nicole. I just couldn't bear it if anything happened to you. Please, be careful.”
Next, the big feline looked at me.
“Balto, I expect you to watch out for my daughter. And just to be clear: If you both get into trouble that can't be solved with words, I want you to run. Nothing is more important than yours and Nicole’s safety. Did you understand?”
My mother interfered at this point.
“Idrissa, please. You scare them without any reason.
Let the kids enjoy their day off. By the way, what will we do today? Maybe we can visit the opera house. Or we change our plans a bit and visit the Albertina together. That way, Asha and I could join you and the kids on Sunday for the Army History Museum.”
This conversation went on for some time. I won’t bother you with the rest, since for this entry, this was the most essential part of it. After breakfast, and after I got my backpack and Little Balto from the room, we walked together to Stephansplatz, where Mr. Kofi bought subway tickets for Nikki and me. So-called day-tickets, with which we could use public transport for 24 hours. It was almost 11 am, when Nikki and I finally started our walk in the direction of the museum of torture, which can be found next to the Aqua Terra Zoo. Nikki decided to take a route through one of the parks, instead of the street. Inside this park, we found a statue of Herakles (for those who don’t know it, that is the original Greek name of Hercules) fighting with the Nemean Lion, one of emperor Franz Joseph, then there was Johann Wolfgang von Goethe, and the final one was of Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart.
We then left the park, passed the Museum of Art, the Human Rights Square, where we spotted a human playing awful music while wearing an ugly horse mask. I still don’t understand why this man was there. I think it is simply fun for him to annoy people. We walked up Mariahilfer Street, passed a few stores, most of them sold clothing. One small store was selling real fur coats, what made me walk a bit faster. Why do humans want to wear fur? Are they so jealous of animals? Well, never mind. Sadly, this is something we aren’t able to change so easily. We continued our way up the street, looking at the things and the people around us. Like before, most humans didn’t even look at us. Some, especially children, pointed with their fingers, were scared, or wanted to come closer. A few wanted to take pictures with us. I especially remember one group of people, teenagers I would guess, which wanted to invite Nikki to a party in their apartment. It wasn’t that easy to get rid of them. At the end, Nikki had to show her teeth to scare them off. Good for us that the teeth of an Anthro still can be scary, especially for a human. Shortly after this, we saw the church of Mariahilf. Here we went left and entered a small side street, which let us pass a nice-looking comic store. Sadly, Nikki took my arm and pulled me away from it, as I stopped for a moment. She meant that I would have enough comics, and that it would be better to buy them at home anyway. She had a point there. At the end of the side street, we turned right, and could see the big Anti-Aircraft Tower that houses the Aqua Terra Zoo. A few minutes later, we reached the entrance to the Torture Museum. To our surprise, the thing was closed. By the look of it, forever. Nikki was highly disappointed, scolded for at least five minutes, that she couldn’t find this information online. I checked this myself, I also couldn’t find anything. Nikki and I sat down on a nearby bench. My cheetah looked at her phone, before she mumbled:
“I am sorry, Balto. What are we doing now?”
After giving Nikki a hug, I answered:
“How about dinner? Where is this restaurant you wanted to visit?”
Nikki smiled a little.
“Always thinking with your belly. But I think it is the best we can do. Good thing that I have saved the route to the restaurant on my phone.”
She then showed and explained the way to me.
“See, we must take the U3 to Stephansplatz, from there the U1 to the station Neulaa. It will take us about an hour to get there. Let’s go.”
The way to the restaurant wasn’t anything worth talking about. Well, just one thing, maybe. At station Stephansplatz, we could see a woman playing guitar in front of a small audience. She was good, and Nikki I listened to her until she ended her gig. This was one of these Subway Stars Markus had mentioned. Nikki gave this lady a few Euros, then we continued our way to the U1. Should you ever visit Vienna yourself, the U1 is the line with the red marking. To explain that further, every subway in Vienna has a specific color. U1 is red, U2 purple, U3 orange, U4 green and U6 is brown. There is no U5 so far, but this line is currently under construction. Its color will be turquoise. But enough of the useless facts I found online, back to the story.
We reached our destination at about half past 3. The restaurant didn’t look like much from outside, and inside, it looked like one of these classic, old German Inns. Nice, cozy, but besides that, not much to look at. Nikki and I sat down at one of the smaller tables, where we waited for a waiter. It didn’t take long, until a woman came by. With a smile, she gave each of us a menu. First, she greeted us in German. After Nikki told her that we were tourists, she repeated in English:
“I am sorry. Welcome. Can I bring you too something to drink?”
Nikki smiled back at her.
“Yeah, we will go with a bottle of mineral water for now. For dinner, we need to look at the menu.”
“Coming right up.”
The waiter took her time to bring the water, so we could look at the menu. As expected, it was written in German. No translated version. Luckily, what we wanted didn’t need a translator.
As our waiter came back, Nikki ordered the classic spareribs two times. 
While we waited for dinner, Nikki wrote a message to our parents. And I used the time to take a few photos with Little Balto. Ten minutes later, Nikki sent me a message, that our food had arrived. 
And I can tell you, it looked remarkable. Two big pieces of ribs with dollar chips for each of us. The sweet smell of them was mouthwatering. Nikki began to eat at once, while I took some pics with Little Balto first. Then I began with eating up the dollar chips. At one point, the waiter came, asking if everything was ok. 
“Is everything ok here? Something wrong with the ribs?
She must have wondered why I was only eating the chips. Since my mouth was stuffed, Nikki answered:
“Don’t worry, everything is perfect. Balto always eats the side dishes first. The meat is wonderful. And so tender.”
The waiter smiled while she looked at Nikki.
“Say, are those contact lenses in your eyes? Their purple is so astonishing. And your fur looks fantastic. We never had an Anthro in here. So far, I have just seen your kind just sporadically in the news.”
A gentle smile appeared on Nikki’s face.
“No contact lenses, this is my natural eye color. And thank you. Can we maybe have some more of this cocktail sauce?”
The waiter seemed to be a bit saddened that Nikki wasn’t that much into talking to her. After the lady left, I swallowed the bite in my mouth, so I could say something.
“Nikki, I think she was eager to know more about Anthros.”
My girl sighed.
“Yes. And I just want to eat, before this gets cold. Listen, if she is still here when we are done eating, I will gladly answer whatever question she has. But for now, I want to enjoy my food like every other guest here. We can talk a bit with her later, ok?”
I only nodded. Nikki sounded a bit pissed, and in that mood, you better not say too much to her.
Nikki got her cocktail sauce and enjoyed the rest of her dinner in peace. The same went for me. Those ribs tasted like the chef would have cooked an angel in his kitchen. As I was finished, my whole muzzle was covered with traces of the feast we had just enjoyed.
For Nikki, well, you would say a lady like her has better table manners. 
But in fact, she didn’t look much different than me. The waiter came back, bringing us some wet tissues.
Nikki used the chance here to apologize to the waiter. Gladly, she was very understanding. We cleaned ourselves a bit, at least our hands. We still had to visit the bathroom to wash everything off. The downside of being an Anthro is that our fur is often a magnet for dirt. 
After we were nice and clean again, Nikki was way more relaxed, and ready to answer some questions. The waiter took a chair to sit down at our table.
“So, as said, I only know Anthropomorphs from the news. My first thought when you two entered was that you might wear some expensive costumes. Well, until you began to talk. Tell me, how is your time here? It is often said that Vienna isn’t the friendliest place on earth.”
Nikki answered: 
“We didn’t have problems so far. People were open, talked friendly to us. Honestly, most just ignore us. Balto even got an invitation to a karaoke night tomorrow.”
I added a little detail to this:
“Yes, by a Furry. Nothing big. I just can’t wait to sing again.”
The lady looked at me.
“You are a wolf, right? Is it normal for you Anthros to sing?”
I answered happily:
“It is, especially for wolves and other canines. For felines not that much, but Nikki is the best singer in our theater group.”
My words embarrassed Nikki a bit.
“You little flatterer. You must know, we are both in a little Theater group at my college.”
Once more, I added a detail:
“We even played on Broadway in New York!”
Our waiter seemed to be impressed.
“Wow, nice. If I am allowed to ask, how old are you?”
Nikki was faster to answer that: 
“Well, the cheeky canine there is 15, and I am 20.”
My age was a bit of a surprise for the woman.
“15? You look older. Must be the fur. And you are already at college? You must be very smart.”
Now the lady flattered me.
“No, I currently attend High School. But I am allowed to take part in the theater group.”
Nikki added:
“You should see him playing Puck. He looks so cute in the costume our mothers made for him. Wait, I have some pictures I can show you.”
Nikki showed a few photos from our plays, most of them were made during our play in New York. And then there was one from the charity concert. She also showed a video of us singing together in the Minskoff Theater in New York, which impressed our waiter the most. Luckily, Nikki didn’t show any pics of us kissing. Our talk ended after about 15 minutes, since the woman had to continue her work. Nikki paid our bill, and we walked very slowly back to the subway station Neulaa. Our bellies were so full that we couldn’t walk any faster. About 50 Minutes later, we reached Stephansplatz. Here, Nikki wrote another message to our parents. Their answer was short, just telling us that they were in the opera, and wouldn’t be back for a few more hours. My feline had the idea to use the free time for a walk over the nearby shopping street. We did visit this street earlier this week, which is why I didn’t pay much attention to it. Nikki was looking for souvenirs, small gifts for our friends at home. Sadly, we only found those typical souvenirs you always get, regardless of where you go. You know, T-shirts, baseball caps and other stuff, where they simply print “I love Vienna” on and then sell it for way more than it's worth. Ok, this rant was from Nikki, but I don’t think she is wrong with it. In the end, she bought some T-Shirts in various sizes with the phrase “No Kangaroos in Austria” written on them. 
Afterward, we went into a store for classical music, where we found a few CDs with music from Mozart, Bach, Haydn, Strauss, and Beethoven. 
And in a supermarket, I found the real Mozartkugeln from a brand called Fürst. They were much cheaper in the market than they were in those souvenir stores. My research showed me that there is a different brand named Fürst in Salzburg, which is the city where Mozart was born. They call theirs the original Mozartkugeln, and as far as I understood it, their company made them first, and that since 1890. Just to mention this, Mozart died in 1791, almost a hundred years before these chocolate balls were invented. But this should only be a small side note here. So, where were we? Oh, yes. On our way down the street, we passed a gourmet store called Julius Meinl. The people inside the store first looked at us with some strange expressions, But soon, they ignored us. We looked at the tasty food in front of us, everything looked so fine. There were all sorts of ham, salami, sausages, cheeses, even truffles and fine wines. All this made me droll a bit, what caused Nikki to laugh. My dear girl, with a little help from the staff, bought some specialties for us. And I was given a wiener by the lady behind the counter. I know how that sounds like, but you are never too old for a free wiener. Altogether I have to say that this store is nothing more than an overpriced supermarket, but with a seemingly better quality and you can buy some things there which you don’t find everywhere.
Nikki and I decided to go back to the hotel after this. Since our parents still weren’t back from their trip, we went to our room, where we first got rid of most of our clothing. Only the underwear remained on our bodies. We then made ourselves comfortable on the bed to have some of these heavenly tasting delicacies. Luckily, Nikki bought a bit more than the two of us could eat at once. Nikki had to put what was left into the little refrigerator, to keep it fresh for our parents. As Nikki walked to the refrigerator, I laid down on my full belly on the bed. While my cheetah tried to fit the food in this little thing, I had an amazing view of her sweet little butt. I will never get tired of looking at these well-formed cheeks. It took my girl five heavenly minutes before she closed the small door, straightened her body, and turned her head towards me. Nikki then saw how I watched her with wide-open eyes. Me looking at her like a puppy who looks at a full bowl with tasty food made my girl chuckle. Nikki let her hips circle seductively, as she slowly walked back to the bed. A few seconds later, she was standing right in front of the bed, looking down on me with a big grin on her gorgeous face.
“Seeing something you like, little doggy?”
I turned on my back and angled my arms and legs, presenting my belly while wagging my tail. Nikki placed her hand on my chest, then she bent down and gave me a sensual kiss on my lips. After raising her head up, she said:
“You look just like a silly little puppy. Stop that, or I might get the urge to breastfeed you.”
I stuck out my tongue, what made Nikki laugh. She grabbed a nearby pillow to cover my face with it. When I put the pillow away only a second later, Nikki had already disappeared from my field of view. I looked around the room for her until I saw her standing at the window, looking up at the blue sky. While still laying on the bed, I asked her:
“What’s wrong?”
Nikki sighed. She didn’t turn around, as she explained:
“Nothing, Balto. I was just thinking. Seeing you laying there like this brought back some memories. About the time we both were cubs. We played together; we even shared a bed during sleepovers. We've known each other all our lives, and now we've been a couple for three years. Three years, can you believe that?”
Without a word, I stood up and walked towards my girl. I hugged her from behind, while Nikki was still looking out of the window. Her words made me think. Worried, I asked:
“Don’t you want to be my girlfriend anymore?”
Nikki turned around. She grabbed and held me close to herself.
“Balto, how can you even ask that? I love you, my silly little canine. It is just, well, I would love it if we could go out more, maybe to a club or something. But you are still too young for that.”
After a moment of consideration, I replied:
“You are still not 21, are you even allowed to visit clubs yet?”
Nikki laughed.
“Balto, Trish and I faked our first IDs at the age of 15. That way we got into almost every location we wanted to visit. You just have to know which security to go to. We were always looking for those insecure, slightly chubby guys, who knew naked girls only from the magazines they hide under their beds. A little smile, maybe a brief look at our tits, and we were allowed to enter. Especially Trish always knew how she had to take care of boys, so she got what she wanted. But for you as a boy, I guess those tricks won’t work that well. At least not at the clubs Trish and I usually visited together.”
Nikki chuckled, while I was a bit confused. Of course, she noticed that.
“Doggy, you look so sweet if you don’t know what I am talking about. If you wanted to try those tricks, it would have to be a gay club. Hm, perhaps we should try that back at home. You know, your genderbent-cosplay of Loona had many fans at this Comic market.”
She was right. I even found a piece of paper with a phone number on it in the cutout of this tight top. But pretending to be gay, just to visit a crowded club with loud music and alcohol? No, thanks.
We talked a bit further, until I snuggled up close to Nikki. I placed my head on Nikki’s chest, so I could listen to her heartbeat. This sound is always so relaxing. My feline gently caressed my head, while I enjoyed the sweet scent of her soft fur. Slowly I placed my left hand on Nikki’s belly, stroking through the short fur. My girl purred silently, while my fingers explored her flat belly. I could even feel the muscles underneath her fur. I lifted my head to look Nikki in her big, beautiful eyes. These eyes are so full of magic. I could spend hours just looking into them. I then could feel how Nikki carefully took my head into her hands, to give me a long, intense kiss on my lips. A minute into that kiss, I felt how her tongue carefully parted my lips. My tongue welcomed the sudden intruder in my mouth, and soon a lustful moaning filled the room. My hand began to further explore Nikki’s upper body, from her belly up between her breasts to her throat. The cheetah purred loudly, as she felt my hand closing a bit around this sensitive spot, choking her a bit. After a minute, I moved my hand back down while watching Nikki’s reactions closely. I could see that her bra couldn’t hide the two stiff nipples, which I could also feel underneath this thin piece of fabric. My feline moaned. Her breathing became a little faster as I squeezed her firm breasts. Hastily I pulled down the bra, exposing those two wonderful tits. Like a puppy, I began to suck on each of her nipples in turn. Her moaning, the taste of her nipples combined with the stronger scent of a kitty in heat, this is what heaven must be like. Surprisingly for me, Nikki stopped me by gently pushing my head back.
“Balto, enough of the foreplay. Get rid of those boxers and get busy, my boy.”
At this point, my boxer pants no longer left much to the imagination anyway. After I pulled them down, my penis was standing proudly, with a bit of pre-cum glancing on the tip. A big grin appeared on Nikki's face, as she saw my stiff member. Next, I pulled down her soaked panties. Those were so wet you could have wrung them out. I sniffed on them, before I threw them away. Just as I wanted to lift her legs for better access, Nikki grabbed me, rolled me on my back and was suddenly sitting on top of me. With her wet labia rubbing against my hard member, Nikki reached for her phone, which was laying on the nightstand next to the bed. She gave it to me with the command to turn on the camera. Nikki then gently grabbed my cock with her right hand, pointing it right at her dripping wet pussy. Inch by inch, my girl let my hard cock disappear in her tight pussy. The feline moaned in pleasure, after it was fully inside her. Nikki looked at me and the camera, smiled and licked her lips, as she slowly began to bounce up and down. Smacking sounds could be heard as my cock repeatedly slid out and back inside her. I tried my best to hold the phone steady while enjoying my girl’s slippery tightness. After a while, Nikki increased the pace. We both moaned loudly, Nikki even screamed out her lust without shame, as she leaned back to give the potential viewers of this video a better view of her body, Including her sweet little pussy.
My knot began to grow, while Nikki skillfully rode my rock-hard cock. The feeling of it spreading her vagina was making Nikki wilder and wilder. She even began now to let her hips circle a bit with every move, what drove me crazy. I knew that at this pace, I couldn’t last much longer. I tried to think of something unsexy, something to get my mind off the lusty feline, who used my cock for her lustful pole dance. That isn’t an easy task, I can tell you that much. Especially not if your girl scratches your chest with her claws, while she forces herself down on your cock. Then, after a wild 10-minute-long ride, Nikki’s body began to shake. I could see and feel her muscles contracting, while she rolled her eyes. Then she hissed loudly, even screamed, after she pressed herself down on my knot once more, so she got stuck on it. This pushed her over the edge of an overwhelming orgasm. Strangely, she came before me. After holding this stupid phone all the time, I now had enough. I put it away, grabbed my shivering girl by her slender hips, pulled her down and rolled her on her back. Sure, it was a bit hurtful for both of us, but at that moment, I didn’t care. I wanted to fill this naughty girl. Nikki crossed her long legs behind my back, locking me between them. Exhausted, she said:
“Fill me up, doggy.”
After placing my arms left and right to Nikki’s head, I began to hump her as hard as I could. I bared my teeth. Every thrust I made increased the level of my lust. I was close. So close. I growled, while I looked down at my girl. Then I lowered my head. Nikki expected a kiss, but soon let out another lustful moan as I placed my fangs around her throat, gently biting her. Thoughts ran through my head. One more hump, just one more. Come on, come on. A few thrusts more, then I finally filled my girl’s womb in several spurts with my warm semen. I was panting heavily, growling, while Nikki's throat was still in my mouth. Next, I felt a soft hand on my back, while I heard Nikki’s gentle voice:
“Shhh, relax. Good boy.”
I released Nikki by lifting my head before I carefully laid down on top of her. This intense play time exhausted me in a way, so that I wasn’t able to move anymore. But that was only a small problem for me, because I didn't want to move at all.
Suddenly, we heard a knocking at the door. 
My first thought was: “Oh shit, now we are in trouble. That is the hotel manager for sure.”
Nikki spoke in a slightly annoyed tone:
“Yes, what is it? We don’t need housekeeping.”
The sound of the answering voice made me breathe a sigh of relief. It was Nikki’s mother, not a member of the hotel’s staff.
“Balto, Nicole, can I come in for a minute?”
Her mother had seen us in such a position before, so Nikki didn’t care much anymore. As for me, I was too beat to protest. The only issue was that, due to our current state, we couldn’t get out of bed. That is why Nikki answered:
“Sure, mom. But we can’t open the door right now.”
We heard how Asha unlocked and opened the door. She closed it behind her, before she stepped closer. As she saw us, she began to giggle.
“Kids, I came over to tell you that I could hear everything you just did in here. Nicole, didn’t we tell you to be quieter? We aren’t alone in this hotel.”
I regained my strength and tried to pull out, but my knot doomed me to fail in this attempt. The only result I got was a painful glance by Nikki. The cheetah now placed her arms around my back and held me close. My girl looked up and kissed me gently to calm me.
“Balto, hold still and relax.”
She then turned her head over to her mother.
“Mom, since you are here, can you bring us some towels? I fear that I will run out as soon as his knot gets too small.”
Her mother giggled like a schoolgirl. She went to the bathroom to get two of the bigger towels. As she came back, she made use of our situation by taking a closer look at our lower regions. Nikki got a bit nervous.
“Mom, could you please stop staring at us and put the towels underneath me? I don’t know when his knot will plop out of me.”
Nikki’s mom placed the towels carefully, before she took a chair to sit down next to the bed.
At first, it felt strange to feel her hand behind my ear, but soon I began to simply enjoy the feeling. While she continued to comfort me in this way, Asha spoke in a soft voice:
“How often did we tell you to be quieter? Good for you that Idrissa and Christa wanted to go for another walk. Especially Idrissa wouldn’t have liked to listen to this. Nicole, this is mainly addressed to you. Balto, if she can’t be quiet during sex in a public place, then you need to use a gag. Don’t get me wrong, it is good that you two still enjoy each other’s company so much. By the way, Balto, what is your knot doing? Can you pull it out now?”
Sure, I was more relaxed by now, but this was still an embarrassing situation for me. Why Nikki could stay so calm, I didn’t know. I tried to pull out again, after asking Asha politely to turn around. Accompanied by a smacking sound, and followed by a trail of cum, my knot plopped out of my girlfriend's vagina. Nikki seemed to be relieved, and I quickly ran to the bathroom to clean myself, and to get a bathrobe to cover myself. As I came back, Asha had moved over to the bed, and she and her daughter had a little talk. As the two girls saw me reentering the room, they began to chuckle. At first, I didn't understand, but when Nikki pointed to my crotch, I realized that that treacherous bathrobe had opened a little, revealing my half-masted member. Quickly I covered myself and wanted to run back to the bathroom, but a word from Nikki’s mother stopped me. 
“Come and sit with us, Balto. Don’t be shy, this wasn’t the first time I have seen your little friend.”
Ashamed, I sat down with the two ladies. Nikki stretched her body, before rolling onto her belly. I looked at her, still unknowing why she suddenly could stay so calm. The feline seems to have the talent to read my mind, as she said:
“Doggy, it is ok. See, I had a long talk with my mom not so long ago. I never told you about it, since I thought it wouldn't be necessary. See, our parents wiped our butts when we were cubs, they know exactly how we look down there. Besides that, you used to run around naked at home all the time, even if I came over to babysit you. The same goes for your mother. And yeah, why not? 
We are all Anthros, we have our fur to cover us. Now relax, Fluffy. And don’t worry, mom won’t steal your wiener. She knows that it belongs to me.”
Her mother had to laugh.
“Yes, Balto. Don’t worry. I have to say, you developed a great body. The training is doing you good.”
Luckily, Nikki interfered at this point.
“Mom, as much as I like it to have you here, would you mind excusing us now? I want to take a shower with my boyfriend.”
Asha stood up, tousled my hair, then she gave Nikki a kiss. Before she left the room, she asked us to come over to their room later, so we could talk a bit about the next few days. Nikki told her mother about the delicacies in our refrigerator before Mrs. Kofi left us with a smile on her face. Nikki then stood up and moved towards the bathroom. She walked a little funny, which I guess was because she wanted to prevent my jizz from dripping out of her and onto the carpet of our hotel room. With my eyes fixated on her sweet little butt, I followed Nikki. We took a long shower together, before we got dressed and joined our parents for a talk about the following days. As mentioned, there were no bigger plans for Saturday. Sunday was set for the Army History Museum, and Monday for Time Travel Vienna and the Imperial Treasury. Tuesday would be the best day for me, since we would drive to the partly rebuilt Roman settlement of Carnuntum. Let us now move on to Saturday.
Chapter 7: Saturday and Sunday
The day began, like most of the past days, with me waking up next to my cute, sleeping feline. Silently, I stepped out of bed, got dressed, packed my wallet, a few pieces of paper, a pen, my mobile, and my headphones into my backpack, then I sneaked out of the room and went downstairs. In the hotel’s lobby, I searched for a place away from the other guests, so I could listen to some music and write down something important for tonight’s visit to the Karaoke bar, besides having a little breakfast in peace. I was sitting there for about 45 minutes, before I was startled by a sudden touch on my shoulder. To make matters worse, I just had a cup of tea in my hand. Out of fright, I almost spilled the tea all over me. I took out my headphones, turned my head around, just to see my mother standing behind me. She giggles, tousled my hair, then she sat down at the table.
“Some things never change, Balto. You are still as jumpy as you were as a little cub.”
I looked a bit grumpy at my mother, while I put away my notes.
“Mom, I almost spilled my tea.”
Her response was a soft giggle.
“Balto, you sound like a little Brit. Now tell me, why are you here alone again? And what are you working on?”
I sighed, while I closed my backpack.
“That is nothing, just a few notes for my blog. Nikki always sleeps a bit longer. Where are Mr. and Mrs. Kofi?”
Mom chuckled.
“Asha and Idrissa wanted to have some time together. So, we will go do Karaoke today. Any songs you have in mind so far?”
A few moments passed, until I could give my mom an answer.
“Yeah. Maybe Nikki and I will perform “Shallow”, “Can you feel the love tonight” or “You got it.” And I also want to sing a special song with you, mom.”
A questioning look from my mother followed.
“With me? Which song?”
I shook my head.
“No, mom. That is a surprise.”
We talked a bit further, until Nikki’s father joined us. He explained that Mrs. Kofi would make herself fresh and would join us in a bit. Making herself fresh. For me, this is always a strange euphonism women use if they to visit the restroom. We three sat there for an hour, until Nikki and her mother joined us. My girl gave me a gentle kiss before sitting down. She was wearing a long shirt and shorts. It's a bit unusual for Nikki, as she usually wears more figure-accentuating clothes. We had breakfast together, during which Nikki snuggled up close to me. She can be such a cuddle-kitty. Our parents only smiled at us. There was something odd in her mother’s look, what I could define at that moment. We sat there and talked for over an hour before Nikki and I excused ourselves to go back to our room. After entering it, my cute feline sat down on the edge of the bed, looking at me with her big, purple eyes. A strange feeling appeared in my stomach, while I closed the door. You know, this feeling you sometimes get before terrible things happen.
Nikki patted the mattress for me to sit next to her. After I did that, Nikki spoke in a silent, almost ashamed voice:
“Balto, I feel that I need to tell you about something. Last night, I had a dream. Not a normal one, it was one of those weird sex dreams.”
I tilted my head, since I didn’t understand what was so wrong about that. I mean, I have such dreams all the time. I didn’t say anything, just listened further to what my girl had to say:
“What I dreamed about was me having sex with my mother. It felt so real, and as I woke up, I was all wet. You weren’t here, so I had to help myself. I don’t know why, but this fantasy drove me crazy.
I almost wanted to go over and ask if she wants to have sex with me. I don’t know what to do about this.”
Since I couldn’t figure out what to say, I just gave Nikki a tight hug, which she happily gave back. We stayed like that for minutes until a sudden knock on the door interrupted us. It was the cleaning staff, which is why Nikki and I had to leave the room. We decided to get some fresh air. This also gave me the opportunity to finally take some photos with Little Balto.
We first walked across the street to the Albertina, then to the Vienna State Opera, and afterwards north to St. Stephens Cathedral. I took many nice photos of Little Balto in front of those locations, I am still sorting them out to make an album out of them. Nikki checked her phone for another attraction eastwards. It was the golden statue of Johann Strauss, which can be found inside the nearby state park. Strauss is well-known for his operettas and Viennese waltzes, which earned him the title “The Waltz King”. The best-known waltz worldwide, the “On the Beautiful Blue Danube”, was written by this guy. Nikki and just walked peacefully through the park, enjoying the gentle wind blowing through the trees and our fur, as my phone disturbed us. It was my mother, asking where we went. I told mom where we were, and that we would be back in time to drive to the SOHO bar in the evening. Nikki then pointed at one of the benches standing in the park, telling me that she wanted to rest her paws. We sat down, talked, and I gave Nikki a little paw massage. During that, some other couples passed by. More than one woman nudged her boyfriend after seeing me rubbing my girlfriend’s sweet paws. I can only imagine why, but I think some of these guys hated me at that moment. We sat there on this bench for quite a while, and Nikki still seemed to think about this dream she had. My girl looked in sadness in the direction of a small stream. A bit worried by this, I asked:
“Nikki, would you want to have sex with your mom? I mean, it seems to me like she would want it, too.”
Nikki was a bit shocked by my question, but answered it after sighing softly:
“Balto, that is probably one of the strangest questions you can ask your girlfriend. And as far as I remember, we already talked about this once. She is my mother. This would just be a worse thing to do.”
I answered to that:

“Even worse than sleeping with the mother of your boyfriend?”
Nikki took a deep breath.

“Balto, with comments like that, you are lucky that I love you so much. Yes, I had sex with your mom. But even if I often think of it with a smile, that was a long time ago. And sleeping with my own mother would be much worse than that, regardless of how much I would enjoy it.”
Her words let me think for a brief moment.
“What if you would just take a shower with her? Maybe that would be enough to get those thoughts out of your head, if they bother you so much.”
Nikki looked up to the sky, sighed again, then she answered: 
“You know what? That might work. She would touch me, I could touch her, but there is nothing sexual about it. Just two women taking a shower together. Thanks, Fluffy.”
She looked at her mobile.
“Let us go back to the hotel. We have to get ready for the Karaoke night.”
Nikki and I went back to the hotel, which we reached after about 15 minutes. We quickly went upstairs to our room, where we changed clothes. I only took a new T-shirt and a hoodie out of my luggage, while Nikki spent over 30 minutes in the bathroom, brushing her hair and fur. She then browsed through her clothes, and finally picked an outfit. It was this sexy, black dress she bought during our second visit to New York. The neckholder dress with the short skirt. This dress looks so elegant and sinful at the same time. 
Another sexy fact about it is that Nikki doesn’t wear a bra underneath it, just some fitting panties. To finish her outfit, Nikki put on her collar. She then looked at me and smiled. Her look made me touch my neck, right before I searched for my own collar.
At first, I thought that I might have forgotten it at home. But luckily, it was just buried deep in my suitcase, which is why it took me some time to find this precious piece. Right after I had put on the collar, my mom knocked at the door.
She asked if we were ready, and that we should come downstairs. 
Nikki just swiftly brushed my hair, grabbed her purse, I put Little Balto, a USB stick, some notes, and our paw protectors in my backpack, and we were good to go. Nikki looked a little strange at me taking all this stuff with me, but she didn’t say anything.
In the lobby, we were greeted by our parents. Nikki’s father wasn’t so happy with her revealing outfit, but he accepted it after a brief debate. 
Nikki just went back upstairs to get a warm jacket, while Mr. Kofi called us a taxi to get to the Millennium City. It is a big name for a simple shopping center. 
The stores were all about to close, as we walked in. It took us a while to find this SOHO Karaoke bar, which can be found above the food court. Right after we entered, I heard the voice of Markus from the back of the restaurant. He waved enthusiastically, together with three other humans. Mr. Kofi did not seem happy to be here. He constantly turned his head, while we walked to the big, round table our new friends were sitting at. Markus welcomed us, then it was time for a little introduction round. The three other humans on the table were all Furries, two guys and a girl. There was Mark’s boyfriend, a big, heavier fellow named Dante, whose chosen species was an Orca. Then there was a young, very feminine guy named Fips or Fipsy. His species was a fennec. Nikki told me he would be a twink. The last human was a female named Millie. She saw herself as a wolf. This girl was a bit strange to me, since she constantly touched my fur and hair, like I would be some kind of pet. She even tried to cuddle with me. Luckily, Millie stopped after I told her how uncomfortable this made me feel.
The evening went on, we talked a lot, the adults enjoyed some wine, as the bar finally turned on the Karaoke machine. We listened to a few other guests singing 80s hits, while Nikki checked the list of available songs. It took her some time, but finally, she found some songs for us to sing. Our first one was “The Time of my Life” by Billy Medley, followed by “You got it”, which is a song I heard for the first time in the “Lucifer” TV series. After that, we let a few other people have their fun in the spotlight. I used this time to show my mother the notes I wrote and explained that I wanted to sing a special song with her. 
As you, my dear readers, might remember, mom once introduced me to the music of this man named David Hasselhoff. I don’t like all the songs he performed, but a handful of them are not that bad. One of those I like is called “A star looks down tonight.” 
Maybe I should tell you a few more details about those notes at this point. See, this song I just mentioned is about a father singing with his daughter about their wife and mother, who died some time ago. I altered the text a little, so it fits better to our situation. As you possibly already guessed, my notes show this altered text. It wasn’t such a big task to rewrite the lyrics, since I just had to change a few words. The USB stick I packed had a karaoke version of the song on it, which I took with me because I couldn’t be certain they had it in this bar. I checked their list of songs several times, and they didn’t have it on there. After asking the staff, they kindly loaded “my” song into the karaoke machine. Well, this was just to close some gaps, now back to topic.
Mom read my altered lyrics more than once, until she looked at me with tears in her eyes.
“Balto, are you sure you want to sing that song?”
I nodded.
“I am, mom.”
We took two chairs with us on stage, and as we were set, we gave a sign to the operator to start the music. 
I will post a link to the song for you in the description. And this here are my alternative lyrics. The colored parts are more spoken by mom or me, while we sung the black parts together:
“I feel him close. I swear it’s true.
Yes, I feel right in this moment he looks down.
On you
From angels' land, his tender hand
Is caring cause a father’s love will never end.
Mommy tell me, what is heaven like
Where is daddy, I wanna hold him tight.
A star looks down tonight, shining down and burning bright.
Though he’s gone away where the angels play
A star looks down tonight, mommy’s here and everything’s alright.
And our love goes on, with a simple song.
On and on
Mommy say if I should pray
Could I talk to him and tell him all my secrets.
Baby do, if it pleases you.
Let your father know we love him so completely.
Mommy, tell me, what is heaven like
Where is daddy, I wanna hold him tight.
A star looks down tonight, shining down and burning bright.
Though he’s gone away where the angels play
A star looks down tonight, mommy ‘s here and everything’s alright.
And our love goes on, with a simple song.
On and on
Though he's gone away, where the angels play.
A star looks down tonight, mommy ‘s here and everything’s alright.
And our love goes on, with a simple song.
On and on”
At this moment, I could see thick tears running down my mother’s face. Her gentle hand caressed my cheek while she smiled at me. In a tear-soaked voice, she read the song’s final words. 
Goodnight Darling
You wipe that tear from your eye.
Cause Mommy's here
And I'll always be by your side.
There were no cheers when we finished. No clapping of hands. Only silence. I don’t think our performance was bad, but maybe the song wasn't to anyone’s taste. However, Mom and I gave each other a tight hug. Mom held me so tight to her, that I began to cough. After she released me, I could see the thick tears in her eyes, which made me give my mother a tender kiss on her cheek. A few softly spoken words from her followed:
“Thank you, my son. Your father would be so proud of you.”
Now people began to clap, and we left the stage to rejoin the others. After we sat down, our human friends began to ask questions about my father. I told them what happened to him, and why I wanted to sing this song with my mom. Millie gave me a hug, same for Fipsy. It may sound strange, but of the four humans at our table, the most attractive one for me was him. Maybe because he looked so cute and innocent.
The last song we heard that evening was “Beauty and the Beast”, performed by Nikki’s parents. It was late, about 11 p.m., as we said goodbye to our new friends. Nikki suggested we take a little walk along the banks of the Danube River, which is directly behind the Millennium City, before returning to the hotel. We walked there for a while, until we reached the edge of the water. Here I separated from the others to take a look at the dark surface of the floating river. I got into a thoughtful mood, after I sat down on a big stone. You know, life often is just like a river. It always floats. Sometimes faster than you want. But regardless of what you try, you can’t stop it. Mom must have seen me sitting on that stone and came over to me. After she sat down next to me, I felt her gentle hand on my shoulder.
“What are you thinking about, my son?”
I sighed. Without turning my head away from the river’s surface, I answered:
“I was just thinking about dad. I wish I could talk with him.”
Mom gently rubbed my shoulders.
“Balto, I am sure he always listens to you. So, if you want to talk with him, then do it.”
After turning my head towards my mother, I answered in a tearful voice:
“But he can’t answer me, mom.”
My mother now pulled me closer and took me into her arms. While she caressed my head, she almost whispered:
“Balto, just listen to your heart. If you do that, I am sure you will hear him loud and clear. You know what? Why don't we send him a greeting together?”
Mom helped me up, before we made a few steps together. We stopped at the water’s edge, where mom looked up to the crescent moon. At the next moment, mom began to howl. You might know that it is hard for a wolf to resist the urge to join in if another wolf is howling. This is something we still share with our feral brothers and sisters. I joined in, and we howled to the moon together. With our voices combined, we sent our deepest love to my father in heaven. It was a very emotional moment for both of us, while Nikki and her parents watched in silence. We howled for minutes, until the horn of a passing cargo ship silenced us. I love to howl with my mother. Nikki also tried to do it a few times, but as a feline, it isn’t really a thing for her. My girl gave me a soft hug from behind, while we watched this ship passing by.
We remained at the water for a bit longer, until a chilly wind came up. We took it as a sign that it was time for us to walk back to the Millennium City. After we arrived there, Mr. Kofi called us a cab, which brought us back to our hotel. Due to the time, all of us were tired. Nikki and I wished our parents a good night, before we walked into our room. After brushing our teeth, we went directly to bed. That night, Nikki and I fell asleep quickly. It was a peaceful night, I slept deep and soundly. In fact, I haven’t slept that well for quite some time.
Sunday morning had a surprising start for me. After opening my eyes, I noticed that Nikki wasn’t lying next to me anymore. Instead, I could hear her laughter from across the room. My girl was sitting at the desk, looking at a newspaper. What she saw there obviously was very amusing to her. I stood up and walked over to my girl, giving her a hug and a good morning kiss.
“Morning, Nikki. You are up earlier than usual. Where did you get this newspaper?”
My cheetah raised her head and smiled at me.
“Morning, doggy. Well, I woke up early, you were still asleep, so I went outside for a little walk. At St. Stephen's Square, I saw some free newspapers. You simply must read this article here. It simply is too good.”
While still chuckling, Nikki showed me an article on the newspaper’s front page. It was written in German, so I could just read a few words of it. Something with wolves in Vienna.
“What does that mean, Nikki? You know that I don’t speak German.”
Nikki grabbed her phone and showed me the translated text on the screen. She had downloaded an app to translate scanned texts. Now I could understand, what was written there:
Last night, people in Vienna's 20th district were startled by a sudden howl, which lasted several minutes. Do we have wild wolves in Vienna? Are our children safe?
Now I understood why Nikki was so amused. Did those “journalists” really think that there were wild wolves howling in Vienna? And even if there would be some, why should they eat human children? I mean, with all the fast-food crap they stuff into their bodies, they are so unhealthy and fat. What the people really had heard last night was, as you can imagine, the howling of my mother and me. I couldn’t wait to show this to our parents. After reading the rest of this, well, let’s be nice and call it an article, I got dressed, so Nikki and I could get some breakfast. Our parents seemed still to be asleep, as Nikki and I knocked at their door, which is why we went to the lobby alone. Nikki ordered some coffee for herself, while I got some orange juice and a simple breakfast with jam, some butter, a croissant, and a handmade Austrian bread roll. Half an hour later, our parents joined us. Nikki showed the newspaper to her mother, who immediately began to burst out in laughter, after she had read the article. I mentioned it before, but just in case you missed it, Mrs. Kofi, other than the rest of us, can understand German. My mom also found this whole thing very amusing, only Nikki’s father reacted rather skeptically. This made me wonder, which is why I asked him:
“Isn’t this funny, Mr. Kofi? They think that there are wild wolves in town.”
He shook his head.
“No, Balto, it’s not as funny as you think it is. You see, newspapers, especially these free ones, thrive on poorly researched, lurid articles like this one. They cause panic with it, and that can be very damaging to the person, or in this case, the animal targeted by the headline. We Anthro’s aren’t new to this, I remember times in which the papers wrote similar stuff about us. Forgive me, but I really can’t laugh about this.”
He sighed, before taking a sip of the coffee he had this morning.
“Now let us finish here and see how we can get to the War History Museum. And Nicole, please throw this newspaper away.”
Since we had so much fun with this headline, it was hard for me to admit that Mr. Kofi was right with what he said. Nikki threw the newspaper into the nearest trashcan, as we went back to our rooms to get ready for today’s tour. Nikki redressed in a longer shirt and some shorts, same went for me. Ten minutes later, we met back up with our parents in the lobby. Mr. Kofi’s outfit surprised me a bit. He wore long jeans, a shirt under which his muscular chest showed, and, strangest of all, a baseball cap. I took a close look at this, for him, unusual headgear. It was one of those caps which are often worn by army veterans. On it, I could see the symbol of Mr. Kofi’s old unit, in which he served during his time in the military. After asking him why, he explained that it is somehow a veteran’s thing to wear those caps while visiting an army museum, to show that you have served in the army. While we made our way to the museum, Mr. Kofi told me a few things about his time as an army scout. 
After his basic training at a military base in New Jersey called Picatinny, he was assigned to the Omega Squad, which was a small group of six men in total. 
There was a man named Collins, whose name I remembered since we met him in New York, Antu’s adoptive father Mr. Strife, a sergeant by the name of Peter York, who was killed in Action during their first deployment in Afghanistan in 1999, a Corporal Finnigan and another Private named Bennett.
Mr. Kofi became the leader of the Squad, after Sergeant York died during an ambush in a small village, in which the group was sent for a reconnaissance mission. Not without pride, Mr. Kofi told me about how he saved Mr. Strife’s ass several times during their missions.
My question about how many people he took out during his time was answered by a few simple sentences: 
“I haven’t counted my kills, Balto. In my eyes, a soldier shouldn’t do that. Only killers do that. We were sent there to help people, and that is what at least my group always tried to do. Sure, I had to make use of my weapons, more than once. I even used my claws and fangs, after I ran out of ammo. Otherwise, we wouldn’t have this talk right now. But I was never proud of ending a life.”
Nikki, mom, and Mrs. Kofi walked behind us, while we left the subway at Vienna’s Central Station. I used this chance to ask further questions about Mr. Kofi’s time as a soldier.
“Why did you leave the Army, Mr. Kofi? It seems like you enjoyed your time there.”
The big cheetah looked behind us before giving me an answer.
“This question can be answered with a single word, my son. Nicole. See, my final deployment in Afghanistan began in January 2002. The months before that, I was at home, spending time with Asha. We had a wonderful Christmas celebration with the whole family, including your parents. Nicole wasn’t exactly planned, and I even thought that Asha couldn’t get pregnant at that time, so we didn’t use protection during, well, some private moments. I left in early January, and in May, I received a video call from Asha. By the way she talked, I recognized that something was different. She toyed with me for over 20 minutes, before giving me the most wonderful news I received in my entire life. Asha told me that she had been feeling nauseous in the mornings for a while, so she made an appointment with her doctor. And he confirmed her suspicions that she was pregnant. We both had tears in my eyes, I simply couldn’t believe it.”
Mrs. Kofi interfered, after she heard us talking about this:
“I remember that call. Idrissa ran out of the tent he was in, seconds later I could just hear him shouting:  My wife is pregnant! Everyone, I will be a father!
As he came back to the screen, he told me that he will come home as soon as he can, so he can be with me and our cub. He said that not even an order from the president will stop him from returning home.”
The two felines kissed each other, while I looked back to Nikki and my mother. They were talking and laughing, but I couldn’t really understand them. Mr. Kofi continued:
“Sadly, it sadly took me another month until my deployment was over and I could return home. I still remember how Asha came to the base to pick me up, accompanied by Sebastian and Christa. I couldn’t be happier. The first thing we did every single morning was to check Asha’s growing belly, making sure our cub was ok.”
Mrs. Kofi chuckled.
“Idrissa was so afraid that something could happen to me, that he didn’t even let me go to the bathroom alone. He was so sweet and took care of everything. He also accompanied me on every single appointment with my doctor. Sometimes you could have thought he is the pregnant one.”
Here, Mr. Kofi continued the story:
“Asha had a few problems during the final days, Nicole didn’t want to wait anymore. Even back then, our little girl was a fan of speed. But she had to be patient, until her day finally came. I still know that Sebastian and I slept on the couch, as a sudden scream woke us up. Christa entered the living room, commanding us to get into the car. Your mother sounded like a drill Sergeant, Balto. 
We went to the car, Sebastian drove us to the hospital, and a few hours later, Nicole was born.
On that day, I swore to every God in the universe that I will always protect my little girl, no matter from whom or from what. Holding my daughter for the first time was such a magical moment for me. And this was the point where I decided to leave the Army forever.”
Mrs. Kofi added:
“I also remember that you didn’t want to give Nicole back to the nurse, and that you wanted to take her with you. They almost had to call security. Luckily, Sebastian was able to convince you that no one will harm our daughter in the hospital. A few days later, we brought her home. 
When it became time to baptize her, we told your parents that we wanted them to be godparents to Nicole. You know, for the case something would happen to us. They agreed, and because of this, Idrissa and I later did the same, as Christa asked us to become your godparents. But if you don't mind me asking, how did you go from Idrissa's time in the Army to the topic of Nicole's birth?” 
Mr. Kofi looked at me, then back at his wife. 
“Balto asked me why I left the Army, so I told him.”
We reached the museum shortly after this conversation was over. The museum, housed in the largest building of the so-called Arsenal, is the oldest museum built as such in the whole of Austria. It was finished in 1856, after only 6 years of construction. Everything in this country seems to be so damn old. 
We began our tour through the museum with the history of Europe in the 16th and 17th Century. What we could see here were mostly old documents, weapons like axes and swords, and original uniforms. A large part of the first hall belongs to the Ottoman Wars, mostly the second siege of Vienna in 1683.
The second hall is about the 18th century, and here mostly about the achievements of Prince Eugene. The third hall, or the hall of revolution, showed us some impressive pieces from the war against the French emperor Napoleon. This also includes the oldest military aircraft still in existence, which is a French war balloon. In Hall four, we could see many uniforms, drawings, weapons, and other stuff from the time of Joseph Radetzky, who was a field marshal during the Napoleonic Wars. 
Hall V was one of the most interesting areas for me. It is dedicated to Emperor Franz Joseph, who ruled Austria-Hungary from 1848 until his death in 1916. Next to medals, paintings, original uniforms once worn by the emperor himself and, of course, weapons, you can see the car in which Archduke Franz Ferdinand was assassinated in Sarajevo in 1914. You can also see his blood-soaked uniform there. I wonder if the assassins knew which consequences their doings would have. What I mean is that in the end this assassination was the spark that exploded the powder keg that was Europe at that time. 
Our group walked silently into the following halls, in which we could see thousands of pieces from both World Wars. Impressive pieces up to artillery and flak cannons, including the famous German 88 mm cannon. 
We then reached a hall with many wooden models of sailing ships and some modern navy vessels, including the tower of a submarine. It may sound silly now, but Austria really had a Navy, and not even a small one. 
What followed that was an exhibition about the modern Austrian Army, but that wasn’t so interesting for me. 
What caught my interest again was the Artillery Hall, where we could see a collection of 550 different cannons. It is one of the most important collections of this kind worldwide. 
Oh, I almost forgot the best part of the whole museum. The tank collection! A large hall full of tanks, including American models like an M60 Patton and a M4A1 Sherman Tank. I can’t get much into detail here because I am far from a military expert, and I certainly would mix up model names. 
I will go through my photos, and will see if I can make an album, in which I will show you what we have seen there. I can highly recommend you a visit to this museum, should you ever go to Austria yourself. 
But you should make sure to come on Saturday or Sunday, because the tank hall is closed during the week.
After we had seen the entire museum, and after a brief visit to the gift shop to buy some souvenirs, I looked at my phone to find other interesting spots to visit. And it didn’t take long to find one. 
A short walk away from the museum lays the cemetery of St. Marx. That may not ring a bell for most of you, but this was the place where they buried Mozart after his death in 1791. Sadly, his grave didn’t get a stone, and so the exact location of it is unknown. We visited the Mozart Memorial, where I made a few photos with Little Balto. We also took a group photo at this place, and then it was time to leave. There really isn’t much to look at there, besides the Mozart Memorial I mentioned. Our next stop was a station of the subway line U3, which brought us back to Stephansplatz. We decided to end the day with a visit to a nearby restaurant called the Porterhouse, where we had some fantastic, medium-rare steaks. 
Well, I think that's all we did that day, what is worth mentioning. Now, how to end this part here? Oh, I know. The Austrian War Museum has an incredibly good Motto, which we all should carry in our hearths: 
WARS BELONG IN A MUSEUM
Chapter 8: Monday
The start of our second week in Vienna. A loud noise from the street underneath our window woke me up early that morning. A look out of the window revealed that the cause of it was a car crash. Guess the drivers didn’t see each other. I rubbed the sleep out of my eyes and yawned, before I turned around to look after my girl. Surprisingly, the bed was empty. I could hear her, well, doing things in the bathroom. Five minutes later, Nikki came out and asked me about the noises. She sounded a bit cranky because, like me, she was never a morning person. I explained to her what I had seen, what only caused my girl to shake her beautiful head.
“Some people really shouldn’t be allowed to drive a car. How can you oversee a car on that small street?”
Just for your information, the street in front of the hotel is just a small side street, mostly used by the guests to get in and out of taxis. There really isn’t much other traffic on it. I guess one driver wanted to leave his parking spot and didn’t see the other car coming from behind. But I haven’t seen it, so I can only guess how it happened. Nikki growled silently, as she checked the time on her mobile. 
“Damn, it's only 7 am. It is way too early to be awake.” 
I gave my sleepy feline a hug, what made her purr. She took me into her arms, pressing me against her. I could feel her heart beating. We were standing there for at least a minute, until we looked each other in the eyes. Nikki and I shared a gentle kiss, my hands began to explore her body, but she stopped me.
“Not now, Balto. I am way too tired for sex. But I also can’t sleep anymore. Let us go downstairs and get some coffee, then we think about what to do, until our parents wake up.”
We went to the dining area, where Nikki ordered breakfast for us. My girl constantly looked at her phone’s screen, while we enjoyed the tasty food. I was sunken deep into my own thoughts, holding a cup of tea in my hands, as Nikki’s voice suddenly broke through the peaceful silence. This sudden, unexpected noise startled me, and made me spill a bit of tea over my muzzle. I growled at her, but this only amused my cheetah and made her chuckle.
“You look so cute when you are growling, sweetie. Forgive me, I didn't mean to scare you. It is just that I had an idea of what we could do.”
Nikki showed me a place on the screen of her phone.
“There is a wonderful statue of Mozart not that far away from here. We could take a few photos of you in your costume there. I doubt that there will be many people around at this time of the day.”
I agreed with Nikki’s idea, since it was a good one. And there wasn’t much else we could do. So, we finished breakfast, before we went back upstairs to get our stuff and ourselves ready. Nikki helped me to get dressed, I stored Little Balto first into his transport box and into my backpack, where I still had this stupid white wig. Nikki grabbed the key card, our mobiles, and purse, then we made our way south to Burggarten, where this remarkable marble statue of Mozart is standing. The walk to this place was rather short, we reached it after about 15 minutes. We could have been there in an even shorter amount of time if there hadn’t been so much traffic on the streets.
The statue itself shows Mozart, obviously, standing at a music stand. On a relief on the base, you can see a scene from the opera Don Giovanni. This musical genius became a role model for me, and I must say that I admire Mozart for what he achieved in his short life. It is a shame that he died with only 35 years.
There weren’t many people around at this early time of the day, just as Nikki had predicted it. Only a few tourists, children, and teenagers could be seen. Most of them relaxed in the park, talked, listened to music. Others had the same idea we had and took photos of them together with the statue. We waited a few moments, until we had the place for ourselves. After giving my backpack to Nikki, I went into position, tried out a few poses, then my girl noticed something missing:
“Wait a second. We forgot the wig!”
My reaction to this was a slightly disgusted look at my girl.
“Nikki, do I really have to wear that thing? It's stupid and uncomfortable.”
Nikki chuckled.
“Yes, it is important. When you stand on stage later, they won't ask you beforehand what you want to wear and what not. There isn’t much room for interpretation if you want to portray a certain character. Especially not if they are historical figures like Mozart. Now, where is that thing? And please don’t tell me it is still at the hotel.”
I sighed while I pointed at my backpack, which Nikki had placed on the ground between her legs.
“It is in there, underneath Little Balto’s box.”
Nikki looked down at my backpack, kneeled and opened it. It took her a few moments to find that thing, and after she did, she had to bring it into a proper form first. It was a little flat after it was in there for about 20 or 30 minutes. Nikki then closed the backpack again and put it on her shoulder, before she made a few steps towards me to place that white excuse for not washing your hair on my head. While she brought it into form and made it look nice, I grumbled in dissatisfaction. My non-vocal protest seemed to amuse the feline.
“Stop it, doggy. I just told you that in the future you won't have much freedom in choosing your outfits on stage either. Think of this here as training. Now give me a nice big smile, so I can take some photos for our families and friends.”
My mood was still bad, I simply don’t like wearing this wig. It is so uncomfortable for me, mostly because of my ears. This discomfort caused me to stand there with my arms crossed and a slightly pissed expression on my face, while Nikki tried to take a nice picture. I ruined at least ten of her attempts, until Nikki took a deep breath. After she was close enough, she whispered into my ear:
“Be a good wolf now and give me a smile and a nice pose, then I promise you a treat later.”
My tail wagged fast, as Nikki whispered those sweet words into my ear. 
I don’t know how it is with you, my dear readers, but this kind of motivation always works for me. Please don’t judge me for this. I mean, look at Nikki. She is the pure sin dressed in flesh and fur.
I took a position next to the statue. For my pose, I remembered what I have seen in some documentaries about European nobles. I placed one hand behind my back, the other one on my chest, just like I would be about to bow in front of my sweet empress. I wonder what her name would be. Nicole the Kind? Nicole the Wise? Or The Gentle? I don’t know. If you have an idea, please let me know about it in the comments.
Nikki took a few amazing photos, some of them even without the wig, and some with Little Balto. Nikki meant I would look like a character from the movie “Interview with the Vampire”. As we were done with our little shooting, we had a small group of people standing behind us. They were all waiting for us to finish, so they could also get photos with the statue. Some people, tourists like us, at least they didn’t sound like Germans or Austrians, even wanted photos with Nikki and me. At the end, the ringing of Nikki’s phone saved us. I never thought that we would become such an attraction. The call came from Mr. Kofi, who asked where we were. Nikki explained everything, while we packed our stuff together and went back to the hotel. Twenty minutes and a few more photos later, we entered the lobby. Here we were welcomed by our parents. My mom was a bit faster than the others, as she saw me in my all dressed up. Just the wig had to go back into the backpack.
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 “There you are. Balto, you look amazing. Just a little count. Have you two taken a few nice photos?”
Nikki took her phone out of her pocket.
“We did. Look here, Balto begins to act like a real model. We even had a few people who wanted to take pictures with us.”
We browsed through the photos, until mom saw a particular one, which she liked the most. It was the one with me bowing to my dear empress Nikki.
“Nicole, can you please send me that one? I want to show it to Balto’s grandparents.”
Nikki smiled.
“Sure, you should get it in a second. When will his grandparents come visit again? The last time I have seen them was years ago.” 
Mom sighed, while she typed a brief message into her mobile.
“I hope not anytime soon. Their constant attacks against me and their permanent criticism of how I raise Balto are very exhausting for me. Honestly, I don’t want to have them close.”
Everyone became silent. Talking about my paternal grandparents is and always has been a mood killer. On the other hand, my maternal grandparents were always a bit of a mystery for me. I wanted to use this chance to ask my mother about them:
“Mom I only know dad’s parents, what about yours? Where are they? I doubt that I ever met them.” 
Mom shook her head.
“Not now, Balto. Go upstairs and change, so we can start today’s program.”
Mom’s refusal to talk about her own parents surprised me. But I knew her well enough to know that it would be pointless to keep asking her about them now. And she was right, it was time to go. Otherwise, we wouldn’t be able to complete what we had planned for this day.
Nikki and I went upstairs where I changed into something more casual. Shorts, my favorite Iron Man T-Shirt, my bandana, and a Hoodie, which I packed into my backpack. Little Balto’s box was still in there, too. Maybe I would find some more locations to take photos with him.
I could also see how Nikki packed something else into her bag, but I couldn’t see exactly what it was. After twenty minutes we went back downstairs to the lobby, and together with our parents, we walked to the building where Time Travel Vienna is located. 
This place isn’t anything special from outside, the only remarkable thing were two mannequins wearing Roman armor, which were standing outside on the sidewalk. We took photos and then went inside.
We had to wait a few minutes, together with a few other visitors, until we could begin our tour. The first station was a 5D cinema, in which we explored the rich history of Vienna. It began in 15 B. C and went all the way to 400 A.C. We saw the Roman camp Vindobona, witnessed the horrible plaque epidemic in 1679, then went back in time to 1137 to see the birth of St. Stephen Cathedral. The next stations were 1529 and 1683. In those years, the Turks sieged Vienna, which was seen as a gate into the Christian Europe. I guess that if Vienna had been fallen into Turkish hands back then, Europe might look different today. But they managed to defend the city both times. The second siege somehow seems more well known than the first one. There is also a song from Sabaton about the final stage of the siege, called Winged Hussars. These soldiers were an elite troop of cavalry under the Polish King Sobieski the Third, who fought bravely to end the siege and safe the city in September 1683. Don’t worry, I won’t go more into detail about all this. The last episode at the cinema was about the first Viennese coffee house. Here you should know that, after the second Turkish siege was lifted, the defenders found bags filled with strange, green beans in the Turkish camps. These beans were coffee beans, which at that time were still largely unknown in the Western world. And in 1685, the first Viennese coffee house was opened. Up to this day, Vienna has a deep connection to its traditional coffee houses.
After the part with the cinema was over, we moved on to the next station. This was the so-called Habsburg theater.
As you can guess, we learned here a lot about the imperial family of Austria, the Habsburgs. Animatronic versions of Emperor Franz Josef, his wife Elisabeth and Maria Theresa shared information about the over 600-year-old history of the family, their marriage policy, with which they mostly tried to keep the power inside their own family. This, of course, caused a few genetic problems in later years. It really was an interesting show.
The next chapter was about the plague epidemic in 1679. A dark part of Europe’s history, and a good example of why it is important to keep yourself and your surroundings clean. 
They told us the story of Augustin, a musician who lived in Vienna during this time. One day, he was so drunk that he fell down and fell asleep right on the spot. Others thought he was dead because they could not wake him up. Augustin was brought outside of town and got thrown into a pit with other victims of the plague. Only his bagpipe saved him from being buried alive. Miraculously, he didn’t get infected while sleeping on top of all those dead bodies. He continued to live in Vienna, played his bagpipe and brought joy to the people. To this day, people in Vienna sing a song about him, called “Dear Augustin.”
Ok, I need to cut this down a bit. The next stations were about Art in Vienna, we listened to a funny talk between Mozart and Strauss, during which we learned a bit more about the history of those two. Funny thing for Nikki was a nickname Mozart had as a child, he was often called “Wolferl”. Nikki sometimes calls me by that name since that day. But I think this nickname isn’t all bad.
What followed was a part about the history of the Viennese Waltz, for which we got VR-Googles. Well, they didn’t have special ones for us, so they were a bit uncomfortable to wear. But it was ok.
Another interesting part was the history of Vienna during both World Wars, we could experience the feeling inside an air raid shelter. It gave me a claustrophobic feeling to be in this small room with many strangers. I don’t even want to think about how it must have been for the people back then, who couldn’t even know if their homes still exist, if they left the bunkers after the bombers were gone.
The history of the big wars was followed by that of the occupied Vienna between 1945 and 1955. The 26th of October is, since 1965, the National Holiday in Austria, since the Declaration of Perpetual Neutrality was signed on that very day in 1955, one day after the allies had left Austria.
The next part was a virtual ride in a horse carriage, a so-called “Fiaker”, which you can find at several locations in the city center. We always had to be a bit careful around them, since the horses easily became scared of us. We often hid behind parked cars while the carriages passed by. 
This virtual ride was kind of like the cinema at the start, only that we travelled through modern-day Vienna. A part that made my stomach rebel a bit was as the “horses” began to fly over the city, showing us Vienna from above.
The last and final part was a VR tour with Empress Elisabeth, better known as Sisi. Not only that we were told about this woman’s illustrious life, but we also made a boat tour through Vienna’s sewer system and on the Danube River with her. Besides that, Sisi presented us some of the amazing locations of this fascinating city. Next to other things, “Sisi” explained the famous “Viennese Grant” to us. During our time in the Karaoke bar, our new human friends already told us about this phenomenon. They said that a Viennese is not healthy if he does not rant about something.
After about 1.5 hours, our journey through the history of this remarkable town was over. A short visit to the souvenir shop rounded up the experience. Besides the obligatory refrigerator magnets, our parents used the chance to get a group photo done. It isn’t just a normal picture, they made one of those funny photo montages. It shows our parents dressed as historical figures. My mom was empress Maria Theresa, Mrs. Kofi was Sisi, and Mr. Kofi became emperor Franz Joseph. 
A copy of this now hangs on the wall above my desk. The weather was still warm and sunny as we left the building. 
Mr. Kofi checked his phone for directions, as our next goal was the imperial treasury. The walk there was supposed to take us only 5 minutes, but Nikki spotted a giant Pegasus hanging at the entrance of the Spanish riding school. Because of this, we had to make a little stop there. This school is famous worldwide for its white Lipizzaner horses.
Due to this unexpected stop, we needed about 15 minutes to reach our destination. 
The Vienna Treasury House is found next to the Hofburg. Mr. Kofi paid the entrance fees for all of us. He was rather surprised to hear that since I am under 19, I was allowed to enter for free. To begin our tour through this impressive museum, we had to walk upstairs to the first floor. 
I will try now to tell you a bit about the museum.
There are two big collections: The Secular Treasury and the Ecclesiastical Treasury.
The Secular Treasury is about royal stuff like crowns, jewels, clothes, jewelry, medals, and even some furniture like the king of Rome’s throne cradle bed. A little fact about this cradle is that it was never in Rome. This decadent thing was a gift from the town of Paris to Emperor Napoleon, after the birth of his son in 1811. In the tradition of the Holy Roman Empire, Napoleon bestowed the title of "King of Rome" on the newborn. This stupid, useless thing is made from over 600 pounds of silver. 
Imagine how much food and other important stuff you could buy with that. The dear people of Paris must have really loved Napoleon.
In case you wonder why I know those things. They, of course, explained this in the museum, and Mrs. Kofi really gave us some great lessons in history during our visit.
My favorite part of the whole exhibition was the one about the Holy Roman Empire. For example, there was a pair of gloves that would make even Michael Jackson blush. They are made of red samite and decorated with golden tendrils. This would have been more than enough, but these gloves are also decorated with many jewels, and have pearls all over them. They surely would be the dream of many girls, at least Nikki’s eyes became big, as she spotted them. But again, I don’t understand why something like this was necessary. These things were hardly made for everyday use. Poor people starved to death back then, and the royals spend money for this, instead of taking care for their citizens? Ok, in their defense, politicians today act the same way. 
One of the most famous pieces in the whole museum is probably the holy lance. It was said that this lance was used to check if Jesus Christ was dead. Legend says that with this weapon, you cannot lose any battle. That was one reason why Adolf Hitler took it from the museum after he took over Austria in 1938. Surprise, this thing didn’t do shit. It is scientifically proven that the lance is by far not old enough, and it also is the wrong type of lance. But let us stop here, otherwise we talk about nothing else than religious fairy tales over the next few pages.
The favorite piece for Nikki and her mother was the coat of the Austrian emperor. That is another extravagant piece of fabric made from red velvet, gold, and ermine pelts. I must admire that it looked amazing. Mom laid her eyes on the crowns and other jewelry, while Mr. Kofi’s favorite was a certain sword. 
This impressive weapon is called the “Ainkhürn” sword. It is said that the hilt is made from the horn of a unicorn. Of course, that isn’t true. It is made from the tooth of a narwhal. The long teeth of these poor creatures were sold as magical unicorn horns for immense amounts of gold and money during the Middle Ages. Those horns supposedly had many magical effects. One of those effects was to neutralize poisons. That is why they sometimes made goblets out of them. More often, however, they were crushed into a powder, which was given into the drinks. I wonder if they would have done the same with our bones, if Anthros had existed in the Middle Ages. Maybe humans would have hunted us to make aphrodisiac out of our genitals. Ok, perhaps Nikki is right, and I watch too many documentaries about China lately.
The treasury isn’t that big, which is why we were through with it after about two hours. As we left there, we still had plenty of time left before we needed to head back to the hotel. We decided to visit the National Library of Austria. And believe me, this is worth the time. 
I have never seen so many books in my entire life. I felt like I was in this library scene in Beauty and the Beast. For Nikki, it was almost the same. Sadly, we couldn’t browse through the books. But nonetheless, it was breathtaking. At least for bookworms like Nikki and her mother. For me, the infographics about the history of this library was a bit more interesting. It was founded in 1368 as the Imperial Court Library. The opening for public didn’t happen until the year 1860. Today they have about 12.229.285 different books inside this library. 
We stayed inside the library until they closed, it was just so interesting for us to be inside this centuries-old building, between all those old books. 
We all were starving after this unscheduled visit, so we looked for a suitable restaurant nearby. We decided on one with original Viennese cuisine named the “Hofmeister”.
The restaurant was close, so we didn’t need long to get there. My first impression of this restaurant wasn’t a good one. The people looked at us like we would be some kind of alien. We got a table in the back of the restaurant, a bit away from most of the guests. I swear I could see slight anger in Mr. Kofi’s eyes, but the big cheetah did his best to stay calm. After we took our seats, a waiter brought five menus to our table. Our parents ordered a bottle of fine red wine, while Nikki and I decided on a big bottle of sparkling water.
While we waited for the waiter to come back with our drinks, I took Little Balto out of my backpack. I totally forgot to take photos with my friend on this day. I hope he can forgive me for this tactless act one day. My little friend is still a bit bad at me. But back to the topic. I took a few pics of Balto standing and sitting on the table, as the waiter came with our drinks. Believe me, this really was necessary after the long day. Now it was time to order food to feed 5 hungry predators. Mom ordered a vegetable soup with chicken as appetizer and a pepper steak, Mrs. Kofi took the same soup and pork filet, Mr. Kofi wanted the T-Bone steak, Nikki ordered a big mixed salad and the grilled trout, and I took Donald Duck. Ok, sorry for the bad joke. I took roast duck with croquettes and cranberry. Our food took a while, which gave me the time to ask my mother about something I wanted to ask her about the entire day:
“Mom, can you tell me now where your parents are?”
Mom sighed softly, while everyone at our table looked at her.
“Ok. I guess I owe you at least some information about them. First, my parents weren’t Americans. They were born in Germany. Well, if you can call it that. Like most of their generation, they were created inside a laboratory. Your grandparents worked together on the same farm. One day, they fell in love. At first, they kept it a secret. For their owners, they weren’t more than cheap workers. Humans didn’t even think of the possibility that Anthros could have feelings like love. From one day to the other, they were declared as free citizens, and they were able to leave the farm together. Your grandfather had dreamed about the U.S., the land of the free, where he and your grandmother could make a fresh start. Somehow, they managed to get enough money together, and with a lot of help from Anthro support groups, they emigrated to the USA., into the freshly founded town of Darwin’s Hope. My parents worked hard, and I was born just a few years later. But regardless of how hard they tried, they never felt at home. I often heard them talking about moving back to Germany. Luckily, they wanted to wait until I was done with school. I met your father while I was in High School. Even if it was against their will, Sebastian and I got married in 2002. Now they knew I wouldn’t come with them. Five years later, and that was a bit of a surprise for all of us, I got pregnant. At that time, my parents really want to move back to Germany. Especially since grandfather had found a nice house in a small village, which he could buy for a decent price. My sudden pregnancy interrupted this plan a bit. They wanted to wait a little longer, so they could at least meet their grandchild before they left. Then came that fateful night when your father was taken from us. Especially my father now tried to convince me that this was a sign of God, and that our family wouldn’t belong in the US. She begged me to come with them. And honestly, if this had happened earlier in my pregnancy, and not just a few days ahead of your birth, I probably would have agreed to go with them. But thank God, this was out of the question. Well, at least your grandparents waited until after your baptism.
I don’t think ever forgave me for staying in the U.S. with you. At least we haven’t talked with each other ever since. No letters, no calls. I don’t even have the exact address. I know that this is a shame, and I’m deeply sorry, Balto.”
The waiter interrupted our talk, as he brought us the salad and soups. But now I was eager to know more about my grandparents.
“Mom, where do they live today? Do you know the name of the village?”
My mother, who only wanted to enjoy her soup now, sighed again.
“Balto, can you wait until after dinner, please? I promise that I will tell you more about them later.”
Arguing with Mom wouldn't have made much sense at that moment, so I helped Nikki with this big plate of salad the waiter brought us. It tasted fresh, but I was hungry for meat. Good for me, that the rest of our food came shortly after. Of course, I took a few pics of my dinner with Little Balto before I began to eat. This is some kind of tradition for me, and I also needed a pic for my social media accounts. The food was good. Not outstanding, but good. It took us an hour, until all the plates and bowls were empty. As the waiter came to clean the table, he asked if we wanted dessert. But we were all way too full for that. Especially the girls. So, Mr. Kofi only asked for the check. This was brought by a different guy, who was the owner of this place. He asked if everything was all right, to which Mr. Kofi affirmed. Right as Mr. Kofi wanted to grab his wallet, my mom stopped him. She said that she wanted to pay this time because Mr. Kofi had paid for everything else so far. To make it short, mom paid, and then we were on our way back to the hotel. After a dinner like this, it's always a clever idea to take a little walk. We decided to walk north towards St. Stephen's and then south on Kärtner Straße. That way we saw how the countless shops finished their day, tourists ran around, we even saw a few guys trying to fool others with a shell game. The air became fresh, which was especially felt by Nikki. My girl was wearing a short top, belly free, as she does most of the time in summer. I gave her the hoodie I carried around in my backpack, which helped at least a little against the cold. Our gentle little walk took us about 20 minutes, until we reached the hotel. We went with our parents to their room since Nikki also wanted to hear the rest of the story about my grandparents. After we made ourselves comfortable, I asked:
“Mom, can you tell me now where grandma and grandpa are living today?”
Mom shook her head. Talking about this subject must have been difficult for her.
“Ok, I will tell you what I know, even if I think that it is a bad idea. This little village, if I remember it right, is in the south of Germany, in the middle of nowhere. Something with Laber…. I don’t know. This all was so long ago, Balto.”
I already had my phone in my hands, while mom talked. Finding Anthropomorphs outside the bigger communities isn’t that hard since we, well, we stand out a bit. I used a search engine to look for Anthros in Bavaria. There were bigger communities in Munich and Nuremberg, but besides that, there weren’t many hits. While I browsed through the results of my search, I found an article about a small village called Laberweinting. Even the name sounds boring. In this article, they mentioned two Anthros who bought a house. There was also a photo of them, which I showed to my mother. She was surprised, to say the least.
“Those are my parents. How did you find them so quickly?”
I nodded with a big smile, and explained what I did.
In case you wonder, there really aren’t so many Anthros around. Most of us live in bigger communities, which are usually located inside larger cities. Besides that, we aren’t often mentioned in human media. In most cases, you see Anthros in the gossip, if they write about a scandal, or if a human celebrity did something sexual with one of our kind. Of course, mom knew the names of her parents, and with all the info combined, it was easy to find a phone number, and an address. Sure, mom could have done all this herself many years ago, but I don’t blame her. Some wounds simply never heal. I was typing the contact info I found into my phone, as I heard my mother’s voice again: 
“Balto, please don’t contact them. They didn’t care about me, or you since they left the US. I doubt that they will even talk to you. Please, for your own good, remove this number from your phone, and forget all this.”
We talked a bit further, until it was time for us to go to bed at around midnight. Nikki and I moved over to our room, and while Nikki felt asleep quickly, I couldn’t find any rest. I mean, I found my grandparents, and mom didn’t want me to contact them? Usually, I do what mom says. But not this time. If not for her, then I wanted to do it for myself. 
By using an email address, which I have found together with the phone number, I sent them a little letter:
“Dear Mr. and Mrs. Riechel,
My name is Balto Star. My mother is Christa Star, what makes me, should my info be correct, your grandson. Mom and I are living in the small town of Darwin’s Hope, New York. I don’t know if you remember me. Somehow, I doubt it. Mostly because I was just a little cub as you left the USA.
I would like to use this chance to tell you a few things about me. I am currently 15 years old. By the end of September, I will turn 16. Soon, I will start with my first driving lessons, and I can’t wait to get my first car. Currently I am attending Seppala High School in Darwin’s Hope. I have a wonderful girlfriend, whose name is Nikki. She is the daughter of our neighbors, the Kofi family. Her parents are Idrissa and Asha Kofi, two kind and supportive people. Maybe you remember them, they were and still are close friends to my mother.
In my free time, I love to read and to learn about new things. One day, I hope to be accepted at Stark College. I dream of becoming a theatrical actor later. Together with my girl, I am in a formidable theater group, the Howling Musketeers. We were quite successful during the past year. We even won a contest in New York.
Besides theater, Nikki and I love to sing. If you are interested, there are some videos of us in our Paw-Tube account. This is the Link: pawtube.com/Nikki_Balto
Mom told me a few things about you today, which is why I decided to contact you. She thinks that you are still mad at her because she preferred to stay here, instead of moving back to Germany with you. She didn’t say it, but I think she misses you. Well, maybe you are still mad, and perhaps you don’t want to get to know me either. In this case, I am sorry that I wasted your time.
I want to say that my mom was always the best mother in the entire world to me. Possible because she learned a lot from you. I hope that we can set up contact again. I mean, we are family. Mom always told me that there is nothing more important than your family. May I ask why you haven’t sent her a single letter during the last 15 years? 
I really hope to get an answer from you. But if you don’t want to talk with me or mom, it is ok, and I apologize again for disturbing you.
Best wishes,
Your Grandson 
Balto Star
After I finished and sent the email, I cuddled up to Nikki. The softness of her fur, together with her scent, always manages to relax me. A deep slumber came over me soon after I closed my eyes.
Chapter 9: Tuesday
The morning began early at about 6 a.m. The infernal ringing of Nikki’s phone made me wish to kill the damn guys who invented alarms. We stood up to get ready, and while I packed my backpack, I could hear Nikki mumbling, as she went through her luggage:
“Where are they? Damn it, I know I have packed them.”
This was followed shortly after by a relieved sounding:
“Oh, there they are.”
I looked over to my girl, since I became curious. Nikki presented two tunics to me, plus a toga for me and a so-called Palla for her. Her tunic was a bit shorter than it was common for Roman girls, but hey, I bet Anthros would have made the clothes a bit different than human.
“Look, doggy. These are our outfits for today. With them, we can make some authentic photos at this location. And you know what? I will wear nothing underneath besides my underwear.”
A big grin appeared on my face, as Nikki said that. 
Getting into this tunic was surprisingly easy, but the Toga was a whole different story. Luckily, Nikki knew what she was doing. While she dressed me up, Nikki told me that she had practiced this several times with Miguel. He is the main costume designer of our theater group. A true genius with needle and yarn. It still took a while until I was ready to go, not to mention that Nikki was still fully naked. She became nervous, as we heard someone knocking at the door. We both were relieved to hear her mother’s gentle voice from outside:
“Kids, are you ready? We are waiting for you.”

Nikki answered, while she tried her best to get dressed. Sadly, I couldn’t help her like she had helped me.
“Just a minute, mom. These roman clothes are a bit more difficult to get in than I thought.”
Nikki’s mother offered her help, for which Nikki was very thankful. Mrs. Kofi smiled, as I opened the door for her.
“Balto, you look like a senator in this toga. Very fancy.”
Then we looked over to Nikki. I think it is safe to say that we both enjoyed the view.
My girl was standing with the back to us, but she must have seen our reflections in the window in front of her. Her tone became a little snippy.
“If you two are done staring at me, I still could use some help here.”
Mrs. Kofi stepped closer to her naked daughter. My eyes became big as saw how she gently touched Nikki’s hips. I bet it was hard for her to resist her urges to go further, especially since my girl did not resist those touches. Nikki even moaned a little. I couldn’t do much more than watch the scene. Sure, I could have left the two alone. But hey, I am just a teenager, they didn’t say anything, so I stayed in the room. Anyhow, my fantasies were ended by few silent words, spoken by Nikki:
“Not now, mom. Getting touched by you still feels weird, and I don’t want to get horny now. Balto, can you hand me my bra?”
Mrs. Kofi shook her head, while she went to Nikki’s suitcase instead.
“No modern bra, Nicole. Not to this outfit. Roman women wore a so-called Fascia, which was a simple chest bandage, underneath their tunics. Wait, this here should work just fine.”

She took a piece of fabric, I couldn’t see exactly what it was, probably a scarf or something like that, and wrapped it around Nikki’s chest. Next, she assigned me to find some fitting panties. What I found were red underpants. Nothing sexy, but comfort was more important this time. After this, it was time for the tunic itself. Nikki used a belt to keep it in place. The toga was the final thing, and by far the most complicated part. I think Mrs. Kofi’s experience with wedding dresses helped a lot here, and the two didn’t need long to make it fit. As they were done, Mrs. Kofi proudly presented her daughter to me. 
“Do you like it, Balto? Now you both look like you're about to attend a Roman feast. Hurry now, Idrissa and Christa are waiting outside. They both have called me several times already.”
I quickly grabbed my backpack, before we walked down to the lobby and outside in the sun.
As my mom saw us, she quickly came closer to take a look at our outfits. Mr. Kofi, on the other hand, didn’t want to waste any more time.
He commanded us to take our seats in the car, so we could finally get going. The car he had rented was a big SUV. There was plenty of space inside, from which we needed every single inch with those clothes.
The ride to Carnuntum took us about an hour. Mr. Kofi drove slowly though the Austrian countryside, so we could enjoy the landscape.
There were many fields, forests, even some birds of prey in the sky above us. During the trip, Mr. Kofi entertained us with some of his favorite music, mostly rock and pop songs from the 80s. Good music, most of it better than what we get today.
We arrived at the doors of Carnuntum at about 9 am. Or better said, in the parking lot. A rather large space, and most of it empty. It seemed like we would be one of the first visitors that day. We walked over to the entrance of the visitor center, entered, and were welcomed by the staff. The two lovely ladies were delighted by our outfits, and wanted to take photos with us, before they let us go into the exhibition. I will try to describe the area as good as I can, I hope will enjoy this part as much as we did. The first station after we passed the entrance was a video wall, where they explained the history of Carnuntum and the surrounding area. 
From the first to the fourth century AD, Carnuntum was an important city on the borders of the Roman Empire with up to 50,000 citizens living here. The city everything a Roman could dream of, including a big bathhouse, public toilets, heated floors, a school for gladiators and of course, an amphitheater. There even is a second amphitheater in the former military district of Carnuntum, which they sometimes use for shows. The theater of the civil district can be found a bit outside the exhibition, close to the parking lot, and can be visited free of charge. Not far away from that is the Heathens Gate, which once was an arch of triumph. But we will concentrate on the exhibition for now. We left the visitor center through a big, metal door, after which we walked down a gravel path to a miniature rebuild of the city, where they showed how it looked here during Roman times. We then followed the way further and found a reconstructed Roman shop, complete with some amphorae for wine and everything else needed to have a fun time. The streets we walked on were original Roman streets, which means that they have existed here for thousands of years. They still look better than some modern streets I have seen. We continued to walk through the exhibition, passing excavated ruins and information tablets on our way. 
Now I will try to describe to you the three main parts of the area.
First, we have the House of Lucius. It is the oldest reconstructed building and shows the home of a middle-class citizen. This building included a kitchen, a living room with underfloor heating and a commercial space. All these rooms were fully furnished and looked like you could move right in. This large, wooden couch in there was unexpectedly comfortable. Besides the fact that it was almost bigger than our couch at home. I also loved the heavy, red curtains they had in there to separate the sleeping area from the rest of one of the rooms.
Next, we have everyone's favorite building, the immense Roman thermae. This building was just, wow. You must have seen it. We entered through a big, wooden door, and were immediately welcomed by warm air. It was so warm in there that I would have loved to take off my clothes. The floors were heated, just like in the house before. The first room, the so-called basilica thermarum, was a high room with a staircase in it, which led to an upper area for massages. Unfortunately, this area was closed off with a rope. But we were able to at least take pictures of it. Besides the massage area, this room also had a few benches in it, where you could sit or lay down to socialize with your fellow Romans. The walls and the ceiling were richly decorated with colorful drawings of flowers and vines. 
Nikki and I used the furniture and the items we found in the area for some nice photos. The next parts of the bathhouse were even better because it had two fully functional pools in it.
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They even managed to reconstruct the ancient water supply, what makes this the one and only Roman bath, which was rebuilt on the original site with ancient construction methods. 
Like before the walls were decorated with bright colors and drawings, this time showing several species of fish. 
Nikki and I posed in front of the pools, and since we were alone, Nikki even dipped her legs into the water. This was very refreshing for her, which is why I followed her example. Our parents clearly were a bit jealous of us at that moment since they couldn’t do this. Like barbarians, they were wearing pants instead of an elegant Roman tunic. I really would have wanted to take a bath in there, but that would have been too risky. After taking at least a dozen photos, we went outside to cool down a bit. I was amazed by this place, to say the least. But the tour wasn’t finished yet.
The next building was the Villa Urbana. Like the same suggests, it was the home of an upper-class citizen. This villa was more impressive than all the modern houses I had seen in my entire life. It presented us several rooms, one of them a large dining room, complete with two larger and one smaller table. One of the larger tables was decorated with food (Fake food, but still). Among those fake fruits on the table were some grapes, which Nikki and I briefly borrowed for a few more photos in the bathhouse. For those pictures, Nikki played a servant who was feeding her master with grapes. You know, just like you probably have seen it in some movies. 
The most impressive thing inside this dining room was the huge wall painting, which they reconstructed after the discovery of many single fragments. Imagine an extremely large puzzle, just with colored stones and without a picture of how it is supposed to look after you are done. 
Besides this fantastic dining room, we found an office, fully propped with authentic Roman writing equipment like feathers, scrolls and wax tablets. Here we could convince Nikki’s father to pose for a pic with Little Balto. It looks hilarious, like he's dictating a letter to Little Balto. Of course, we put everything back in its place before we left the building.
The last building was the domus quarta. Nothing big or fancy, the most remarkable thing here was a large mosaic floor, which was found on this exact location, and then rebuilt to show its former glory.
A place that I almost forgot to mention is the reconstruction of a public toilet. It was a room with a large bench, which had holes in it for, well, you can imagine what those holes were used for. It is hard for me to imagine that Romans really took a dump right in front of each other, that they even closed business deals in there. I could never do such a thing. Could you? 
As the last photos were taken, we slowly walked back to the entrance. Now we also saw a large playground for kids, but I doubt that this was there in ancient times. It was noon by now, and we all were a bit hungry. Good thing that they have a restaurant there, which we decided to visit for a quick bite. The restaurant wasn’t full, but we somehow had to wait for about 15 minutes before a waiter showed up at our table. He gave us some menus and wanted to go away, but Mr. Kofi stopped him, so we could order right away. Since we only wanted to eat something small, we ordered 3 Cesar salads with chicken stripes for the 5 of us. Alongside that, we ordered 2 bottles of water. After the waiter took our order, he disappeared for another 20 minutes. Ok, I am nagging on a high level here. My mother always taught me to be patient at restaurants. Others would be happy to enjoy the luxury of even going to such a place. But hey, I was hungry. 
After another 20 minutes, the guy finally came back to bring us our salads. Nikki and I shared one, mom and Mrs. Kofi the second, the third one was for Mr. Kofi. The taste was more than ok for such a restaurant. After we ate up, it was time to go back to the entrance, where we browsed a bit through the gift shop. We found a couple of interesting books about Roman times there, and I also got a little catapult, which is also a pencil sharpener. A funny, little thing, which I sometimes I use to shoot small objects over my desk.
Nikki also took one of those for herself, and some for our friends at home. Miguel especially had fun trying to shoot small pieces of food into his mouth.
Following the visit to the Roman city was a short drive to the Amphitheater in the former military district of Carnuntum. At this place, you can see a sandpit for Gladiator battles and some stone walls, which have withstood the ravages of time. 
Besides that, there was a small building where they explained a few things about gladiators in general.
I am certain you all know that they were real stars back in their time, some even thought their blood would be good to increase their potency. Our mothers had to laugh as they read that. What I found interesting was that there were several types of gladiators, and that only certain types were allowed to fight against each other. I won’t go further into detail here, but all the info can be found easily online, should you be interested in this topic. We stayed at this place for about an hour, until we stepped back into the car and drove to the nearby Museum Carnuntinum, which shows more pieces they have found in and around Carnuntum since they began their research in 1852. The Museum itself was founded in 1904. We could see different items made of everyday use, weapons, several statues, busts, jewelry, and coins. I was so amazed by all this stuff. I didn’t know what I should look at first. Nikki mostly looked at the jewelry, Mr. Kofi spent most of the time looking at the various kinds of weapons. My mother and Mrs. Kofi, I mean, Asha, heck, I will never get used to calling her by her first name, were mostly interested in the marble busts and statues. At one point Asha even said that she would love to redesign their garden, to let it look like a roman one. What she has seen here and in the roman city must have woken up her creativity. And yes, she began planning as soon as we came back home. I still wonder if they will add a statue of Nikki, the Anthropomorphic Goddess of Arts and Beauty. Ok, ok, sorry. Nikki said I should stop buttering her up like that.
Anyway, we spent hours in this small museum, before it was time to drive back to Vienna. 
A few more words, before I move on with the story. If you are ever in Austria, make sure you visit this place. 
It is such an interesting thing to see how advanced the Romans were at the peak of their power. We had an outstanding time in Carnuntum. But wait, the day wasn’t over yet. I still have one more important thing to tell you about. Well, two, to be exact. The first one was an email I got during our ride back to Vienna, the second will be my mother’s reaction to all this. It came, as you might already have thought, from my grandparents. I'll paste it here for you to read before we continue.

My dear Grandson,
First, I am happy to finally hear something from you and Christa. I feared that our daughter had forgotten us. Sadly, I need to admit that your grandfather and I had an argument about whether to answer your email. This may sound harsh to you, I know. But Heinz, your grandfather, is still deeply hurt that Christa excluded us from her life and yours. To explain this matter further, we need to go back to the time when Christa had not even met your father. She was just about to enter High School, as Heinz and I first decided to leave the US and go back to our homeland of Germany. For you, this may not be easy to understand. Yes, we were mistreated here by our former owners. But they also gave us at least a basic education. Back then, Heinz was fascinated by the promises of freedom and the chances we might have in the US. Because of those promises, we took our chance and moved to the freshly founded town of Darwin’s Hope. Christa was born only three years later, in 1983. At this point, we both had good jobs, the community in the young town was great. But sadly, this changed over time. Many Anthropomorphs moved here, the town grew bigger, and we began to feel uncomfortable. For Anthros like us, it wasn’t that easy for us to move somewhere else, since most human communities at this time weren’t very welcoming to our kind. If we would have had the money at this time, we possibly would have moved back to Germany right at this point. But we didn't have enough money, and we couldn't hope for the help of support groups like we got when we moved to the US in 1980. For the moment, we had to stay. Like many teenage girls, Christa began dating boys in High School. One of these boys was your father. Not that he was ever bad to Christa, he was in fact a real gentleman, but we still didn’t want them to go any further. He knew that and didn’t even ask us before he proposed to our daughter. In 2002, they got married. Five years later, Christa happily told us that she was pregnant. That wasn’t good news for us at this time. We knew that Christa now would never agree to come with us. 
The pregnancy went smoothly until this faithful night, in which your father died. 
Christa was, of course, devastated. I don’t know if she has ever told you that, but it was so bad that we were afraid she would hurt herself or her unborn child.
During the following days, either we or her friends from next door always kept an eye on her. Luckily, her sadness got lighter on the day you were born. Her eyes were shining bright, as she held you in her arms for the first time. That day, she found a new purpose in her life. But we as her parents were now even more afraid about the safety of our daughter, and our grandchild. The town of Darwin’s Hope had changed, it wasn’t as safe as it was at the time we first came there. Once more, we begged her to come with us. But Christa denied. Months later, Heinz and I finally had enough money for moving back to Germany. For a final time, your mother refused our plea to join us. Shortly after your baptism, we packed our stuff, and left the US. Your mother could never understand our wish to go back home. The final, heated debate about this topic was right before we drove to the airport. In fact, this one was so bad that we haven’t talked ever since. Even if my husband wouldn’t admit it right now, we both would be happy to get back into contact with our daughter, and with our grandson. To answer your question why we never wrote a single letter. I wanted to write to you many times. I have at least a hundred letters in the drawers of my desk. To my shame, I could never send even one of them. I was too afraid of not getting an answer.
That you and your mom can travel to Europe is fantastic. I must say that I am proud of my daughter for giving you the chance to expand your horizon. It almost hurts to have you both so close to us and still not being able to see you. But maybe, we can at least write to each other from now on. Tell your mother I said hi. I miss her so much.
Oh, and for what you wrote about the Kofi family. Of course, I remember them. Truly kind and benevolent people. The wife’s name was Asha, I think. She had been Christa’s best friend since the first day of High School. I also remember that she and her husband had a little girl. This kid always acted like the energizer bunny on ecstasy. But I mostly remember this girl for her curiosity, and how careful she acted every time she came close to you. And this little feline is your girlfriend now?
Please excuse my astonishment, but this girl is several years older than you. Not only that, but she also belongs to a different species. Are your mother and her parents ok with this? I must end this email now because your grandfather is back from the market. He still has mixed feelings about me answering you. Maybe a letter or a message from your mother would help to change his mind.
With best regards,
Gerda Riechel
Reading this email in secret wasn’t easy, in fact, it wasn’t possible. I was sitting between my mother and Nikki in the back of the car, which is why my mom was able to read the entire mail, before I noticed that she looked at my phone. Please don’t judge mom for that, she usually doesn’t do this sort of thing. I suppose her only reason for doing it here was that she noticed who had sent me this email. She didn’t say anything to me, but her silence was more than clear. She was disappointed that I contacted her parents behind her back.
After about an hour's drive, we arrived back at the hotel. Mr. Kofi parked the car close to it, since we needed it again the next day for our trip to Mauthausen. After we stepped out of the car, I could feel my mother’s hand holding me on my shoulder. Her following words sounded hurt and worried.
“Balto, we must talk.”
She looked over to Nikki and her parents.
“Please excuse us. Balto and I have something to discuss that I have been putting off for far too long.”
Nikki wanted to come with us, but her father held her back.
“Sure, Christa. Take your time. We will be upstairs. Call, if you should need something.”
My belly felt weird, while we walked south in the direction of the Burggarten. Just in case you forgot, that is the place where this statue of Mozart is standing. Mom didn’t say a single word while we walked, and I was too afraid to say anything. Me contacting her parents behind her back must have hurt my mother’s feelings more than I could imagine. The sunset began to set in, as we arrived. The place was almost empty. We sat down on the steps in front of the statue. A chilly wind began to blow, which I could probably feel more intensely than my mother because of my tunic. I clutched my legs, my gaze fixed on the cold stones of the sidewalk in front of us. I still didn’t know what to say. I can tell you that this situation was terrible for me. When she then tenderly touched my shoulder with her hand, it made me wince. Finally, mom began to talk.
“Balto, I thought I told you not to contact my parents. I told you their answer would hurt your feelings in one way or the other. What got into you? I am not used to you doing the opposite of what I told you to do. Please, give me your mobile.”
I unlocked the phone and gave it to her. Mom opened the email to read it again. Minutes passed before mom took her eyes off the screen. She sighed, as she gave my phone back.
“Ok. As you can read it for yourself in this email, my father does not want to have contact with you or me. Balto, now explain it to me. Why did you really contact them?”
I sniffled and wiped away a tear. 
“Mom, I just wanted to know them. I only know dad’s parents. I hoped that yours are maybe a bit more like Nikki’s grandparents.”
My mother gently patted my back.
“You only met Idrissa’s parents. Asha’s, well, they are different. In short, they no longer have the best relations with each other since her marriage to Idrissa. But don’t ask her about this topic. It isn’t our business, so let us concentrate on our own family disasters. I noticed that my mother mentioned our last, big argument before they flew back to Germany. This is something I will never forget, and one of the reasons I didn’t want you to contact them. I am not surprised that your grandmother didn’t mention the final words my father had for his daughter. Those words burned themselves into my memory:
“Soon you will regret that you didn’t come with us. If you just wouldn’t be so stupid, you would pack your stuff and come with us. Think of what happened to your husband. Do you really want to raise a cub here? Mark my words, Christa. You will regret your decision to stay in this country.”
I sank to my knees and cried my heart out, as their taxi left the driveway.”
I couldn’t believe what mom was telling me. My grandmother’s email didn’t sound anything like this. Mom continued after a short pause:
“But what hurt me even more than those words was my mother's reaction. She didn’t say anything. She only shook her head before she stepped into the taxi. My father’s words hunted me for weeks. It was so bad that Asha spent more time with me during that time than she did with her husband. But that may also have been a reason why you and Nicole became so close. You might not know that, but little Nicole refused to sleep in the guestroom, she always wanted to sleep close to you. 
She saw you as her little brother, whom she must protect from evil monsters during the night.”
My mom took a deep breath.
“Balto, if you want to have contact with your grandparents, then I fear that I can’t forbid it. I can just beg you not to write them any more emails. I beg you. At least, keep me out of it. I am done with both of them.”
I could reply anything to her. Not that I didn’t want to, but everything that came to mind seemed so ridiculous. My heart felt so heavy, like someone was standing on it. I was happy the moment I got this email from my grandmother, but now I hated myself for contacting her. After hiding my face in my arms, I began to cry. This was too much for me to bear. I could feel how mom took me into her arms, and she began to hum a lullaby. This may sound odd, but it calmed me down. I took her into my arms, pressing myself against her.
“I am sorry, mom.”
My mother held me close to herself.
“All is good, Balto.”
A sudden voice ended this tender moment. The park was about to get closed for the night, and we had to leave. Mom and I went back to the hotel, what was good, since the clothes I was wearing clearly weren’t made for colder nights. We went upstairs to our rooms, where we found Nikki and her parents browsing through the photos and videos which we made during our vacation. As soon as she noticed us, Nikki jumped up and gave me a hug. Like me, she was still wearing her outfit. Only her toga was gone, and from what I could feel through the fabric of her tunic, my girl had also taken off the chest bandage she was wearing during the day. We spent another hour looking at photos of our trip. Photos of St. Stephen’s Cathedral, the museums we visited, the many statues and landmarks we saw during our walks through the city. So far, it has been a remarkable journey. At about midnight, it became time for bed. We wished our parents a good night, then Nikki and I went over to our room. Even if it had been nice to have some fun again, we both simply were too tired for it. Nikki’s paws hurt, so I just gave her a little massage, during which we talked a bit about the day, and about what my mother had to discuss with me earlier. We didn't delve any further into the whole thing, as neither of us could keep our eyes open any longer, and it wouldn’t have had much sense anyway. Nikki was way too young to remember much of my grandparents. 
Ok, Tuesday is done, let’s move on. The following day was by far my least favorite one. And not only because of the hour-long drive. 
Chapter 10: Wednesday
Damn, none of my former entries were this long before. I think I will have to cut it short when they give us the assignment at school to write about our summer vacation. Ok, let’s do this.
This day couldn't have started much worse. The first reason was the time when Nikki's new alarm sound, namely "The Ride of the Valkyrie", put an end to our peaceful slumber. It was only 5 a.m., and I was just dreaming of warm cinnamon buns, for heaven's sake. The second reason was my rock-hard member, which Nikki just ignored. Usually, she's always up for a little fun in the morning. This time she turned me down with telling me that there wasn't enough time for sex. Well, maybe she was right, but still. If I had known what we would get to see at this memorial in Mauthausen, I would have been happy to stay at the hotel with Nikki. We both stood up tiredly, brushed our teeth and washed our paws and faces. Nikki helped me with brushing my fur, as we heard someone knocking at the door. Surprisingly, it was Mr. Kofi. We opened the door for him, and he joined us for a moment. Why he was visiting us was simple, he wanted to tell us about the day. After he asked us to sit down on the bed, he began to explain, while Nikki continued to take care of my fur:
“Ok kids. Today will be a long day. The drive to Mauthausen will take us about two hours. The tour there will be at least two and a half or three hours long. We will make a brief stop at a gas station to buy drinks and gas for the car, and breakfast. I booked a personal tour for us, so we will learn a lot about Mauthausen and what happened there. So, now in case you wonder why I came over today, instead of Asha or Christa. Nicole, please dress in something suitable today. That means no belly-free shirts, or such with funny prints on them. If you want to wear shorts, then only if they reach down to the knees. Don’t forget your paw protectors. We have a lot of walking ahead of us, and the ways there can be tricky. 

Balto, there is one thing I must ask you. Please don’t take your little plushy with you today. Making photos with him would be respectless at a place like this one. Ok, now get dressed, and then come to the car. Your mothers are already waiting for us.”

The big cheetah left us alone, so we could get dressed. Nikki picked longer shorts and a simple, red shirt, while I decided for black shorts and one of my Iron Man shirts. It was the one with the arc reactor on it, nothing special. And, as usual, I was wearing my red bandana. Little Balto had to stay at the hotel, what he disliked a lot. If he only knew that he was the lucky one.
Nikki and I went downstairs, out of the hotel and then to the car. Our mothers wished us a good morning, and after Mr. Kofi approved our clothes, we were on the road to Mauthausen. As Mr. Kofi had said, we made a brief stop at a service station a bit outside of Vienna, where we had breakfast and bought some water for the trip. Afterwards, Nikki used the time in the car listening to music, while I tried to find a comfortable position to get some more sleep. Wasn’t easy, I can tell you that much. But after removing the safety belt and resting my head on Nikki’s boobies, I slept through most of the trip. My mother woke me up about one and a half hours later, after we had arrived at the memorial site of Mauthausen.
The parking lot was outside of a large stone wall, which looked a bit like a medieval city wall. Even here, I could feel the cold, dark aura this place still has. Mom must have somehow noticed my inner struggle. She took my hand, then we moved to a big gate, which was made of heavy wood. On its side were guard towers. Above the gate, we could see long metal rods standing out of the stone. Our tour guide was already waiting for us right before the gate. As I mentioned before, Mr. Kofi booked a private tour for us. If I remember his face right, he was surprised to see that we were Anthros. My first question was about those metal rods. He explained that there once was a large German Eagle holding a svastika. This NS-Symbol was torn from the wall by the people after the war had ended in 1945.
We began the tour in a lecture hall, where we learned about the history of this place. We listened to a survivor, who told us about his arrival here, about the work he had to do and about life here in general. I especially remember a question which was asked at the beginning. Which reason do we have today to preserve sites like this one? Our tour guide answered this question with a remarkable answer, which burned itself into my memory:
A memorial to the dead, a reminder to the living.
After this, we went outside and walked towards the camp’s main entrance. From the way we could see the former location of the soccer field, where the guards played their championship games. Our guide explained that the common people living around the camp knew more than well what was happening here. They had contact with the guards, especially during events like these soccer games. The next hold was the infamous quarry of Mauthausen. It was here where thousands of people died while they had to mine granite. The prisoners had to carry the heavy blocks of stone up over the 186 steps of the so-called stair of death. Many of them died of exhaustion. They often slipped on their way up, fell, and took countless more with them on their way down, as if they were a living, human version of a deadly game of dominos. We ourselves weren’t allowed to step on those stairs. The tour guide explained that they had a few people who were seriously injured. This and the question of who should pay for insurance claims led to the decision to close the stairs to visitors. Didn’t matter much to me. Honestly, I just wanted to leave this place of the death. I felt like I was constantly being watched, as if thousands of eyes were following my every move. I know that I often have too vivid an imagination, but still. Do you believe in ghosts? Somehow, I do. Especially at places like this one, in which evil individuals with a god complex tortured and killed over 90,000 people, which was about half of the people which were imprisoned at this horrible place. My heart was heavy, as we finally left the quarry. We entered the memorial park, where we could see monuments of several states. Great Britain, Czechoslovakia, Albania, Poland, France, Greece, Spain, Dutch, Yugoslavia, Slovenia, Hungary, Bulgaria, the German Democratic Republic, one for the Roma and Sinti, and one for the Jewish people. I maybe should explain the one from the German Democratic Republic. This country donated their monument in remembrance of the German victims of National Socialism. We haven’t taken a single photo during the whole time. 
The next stop was the underground showers, where the prisoners' heads were shaved, and they were given a number instead of their names. Our tour guide said that this was possibly an attempt to dehumanize a person. This place, these shower rooms, it felt horrible to be in there. I was so glad to see the sun again. I can’t, and I don’t want to imagine how this must have been for those poor souls, who didn’t have the choice of coming here.
After we left the showers, we walked over to the three remaining living quarters. Here we were told about how life was for the perpetrators, accomplices, and their victims. Our tour guide tried his best to explain how humans were able to turn into murderous monsters. I couldn’t stay and listen to this anymore, I had to go outside. This atmosphere there, this whole place, it horrified me. I sat down on the ground, trying to get my thoughts back in order. I watched other visitors passing by. A small group of kids was shouting and running around, like this would be some kind of amusement park. Their parents? They didn’t care. This was wrong. Didn’t they know where they were? Then, suddenly, I heard my mother’s voice behind me.
“Balto, is everything ok?”
I didn’t turn my head around, as I answered.
“Sure, mom. I just want to go. This place is horrible. I feel like someone is watching me all the time.”
My mother sighed.
“Come, stand up. Idrissa certainly had his reasons for bringing us here. It isn’t my favorite either, but I am certain that we all can learn something here.”
I just shook my head. My mind was going up and down, while I tried to sort my thoughts.
“What could that be? That humans turn into monsters as soon as they get the slightest amount of power?”
Mom kneeled next to me.
“Balto, stop saying stuff like that. You met more than one friendly human. Besides that, we Anthros aren’t that different in this matter. We also can get drunk with power over others. If you look underneath our fur, you see that we are all the same. Balto, you should know that it is not our appearance that determines who we are. Only our actions are responsible for that. Look at your hands. What do you see? An animal-like paw? Or more a human hand?”
I looked at my hands. She was right. Our hands look much like human ones. Well, aside from the fur, and the more claw like fingernails. Mom continued:
“See? The reason why you never heard about an Anthro doing mass murder or something like that is simple. Our history isn’t as long as the one of mankind. Please remember, our race was created by humans. Without them, we wouldn’t exist.”
Mom was right with everything she said, I knew that. While she placed her hand on my shoulder, I replied in a tearful voice: 
“But mom, they created us as their slaves. A human shot my dad. I should hate them for that alone. We should hate them for everything they have done to us. But I even make friends with them. Why?”
Now, I heard the deeper voice of Mr. Kofi.
“Because you are not like the close-minded, hateful people who built this place. Balto, what you said is right. Believe me, I hated every single human being for what one of them has done to your father. But a bit later, as soon as I could think straight again, I knew that it wasn’t all mankind who killed Sebastian. It was one human. My son, the reason I brought you here is simple. I wanted you and Nicole to see and learn about which consequences irrational hate can have. I wanted to make sure that you two would never make the mistake of letting hate take control of your actions. I am sorry if this was a bit of a shock for you. I will make it up to you again. Now come. We only have one more station ahead of us, then we will see what else we can do before we drive back to Vienna.”
We rejoined Mrs. Kofi and Nikki, so we could continue the tour. The last station was the “Room of Names.” After we entered this dark room, we could see several black plates next to the walkway. On these plates, you can read the names of 84,000 people, all of them killed in this and the surrounding camps. One of the most terrifying things came at the end of the tour. We walked through a low, and I mean low, door. Nikki's father banged his head against the top edge of the door frame, although he walked through it bent stooped. Here it was. One of the gas chambers the Nazis uses to kill millions. Our tour guide explained the perfidious methods the Nazis used to let the people think that they would only take a shower. I wondered if their victims really believed this lie. I can’t imagine the panic this people must have felt seconds before their death. I guess I don’t have to mention how happy I was to leave this room.
We thanked our tour guide before we finally left this place of horror, which would give even Freddy Krueger nightmares.
Back in the car, we took our seats in silence. I cuddled up close to Nikki, who took me into her arms. Mr. Kofi used the back mirror to look at us.
“Kids, I hope you two learned a valuable lesson in there. Balto, I already told you why I wanted to bring you here. Nicole, I am certain your mate will explain it to you at a given time.
We will now drive back to Vienna, maybe we can avoid major traffic jams this way. We should be back at the hotel at about 4 o’clock.”
The drive back to Vienna took us longer than the one to Mauthausen, especially because of the traffic. It was a horrible day. But I guess we all agree that you are not supposed to feel good in such a place.
I was so happy to feel the soft fabric of the bed sheets, after Nikki and I came back into our hotel room that early evening. 
We talked for quite a while about the day and what her father had told me, before Nikki had to make a call. Luckily, she could do that over the Paw-Talk and the Hotel’s Wi-Fi. She called our dear Angelike, because she wanted to ask her how it looks at the about the cabin. Angel must have something else to tell because I suddenly heard how Nikki enthusiastically asked our friend: 
“They did what? When? Oh my God.”
Their call went on and on, so I decided to take out my headphones, so I could watch a few videos on my mobile instead of listening to them. Nikki finally ended the call after about an hour. I was just lying there, naked, as I felt how Nikki jumped next to me on the bed. Nikki tapped my shoulder to make me take off my headphones.
“Balto, you will never guess what Raphael did.”
I was just watching an interesting video from a North Korean defector, so my answer came out a bit harsh:
“What? Did he break up with Svetlana? Did he cheat on her? I was just watching something, Nikki.”
My cheetah looked a bit mad at me.
“Well, doggy, sorry for interrupting your program. What are you watching there anyway? I have news about our friends.”
I put my phone away and turned around, so I could look at Nikki.
“What is it?”
Nikki, while sitting on her knees, jumped up and down like a teenager.
“Raphael proposed to Svetlana. The two will get married right after they finish college. We will have a little party in our restaurant on the 19th. I can’t wait to see them again.”
Nikki’s reaction to someone else’s proposal made me think. Was she waiting for mine? Was she sad that I wasn’t old enough? I turned my head away, what concerned Nikki.
“Doggy, what’s wrong? I didn't mean to upset you.”
My answer came with a saddened voice.
“It is just that I still cannot propose to you. It seems like you would like that.”
Nikki cuddled up close.
“Of course, I would love that. But I know we have to wait. Don’t worry about it, Balto. Now, what will we do with the rest of the evening?”
Her hands ran through the fur on my chest and belly, while she looked at me with her shining, purple eyes. Those gentle touches were exciting. Nikki always knew how to touch me.
“I don’t know, Nikki. How about watching a movie?”
Meanwhile, Nikki’s gentle touches resulted in my sheath swelling, the tip of my member showed, what made my sweet girl smile. She whispered:
“I think your wiener here has different plans. And your kitty wants to play with him.”
Nikki didn’t wait for an answer. Her hand wandered further down to my balls, squeezing them gently, what made me moan loudly. My member grew fast under her experienced touches, soon it reached full size. Nikki licked her muzzle before she came closer with her mouth. Next, I could feel her tongue exploring the full length of my cock. Then Nikki was purring loudly while rubbing her muzzle on my cock. Honestly, it is unclear to me why she is always doing that, but Nikki loves rubbing her snout on my dick. Maybe she has a fetish for canine cocks.
The lusty feline grabbed the base of my member, just so she could let it disappear inside her mouth moments later. Her lips closing around my cock always make me want to hump into this sweet mouth, but at least for now, she held me down to prevent this. Her head moved up and down, slow at first, but her pace quickly increased. Soon my cock was all covered in saliva. I wished for Nikki to just let me cum, but her plans were different. Nikki looked up, she grinned with my cock still in her mouth. This still makes me laugh if I think about it. Nikki released my dripping member from her muzzle, then slowly went off the bed. 
My girl began to dance and to strip for me, until she was entirely naked. With her back to me, she bent over, her tail raised, presenting her exposed butt hole and pussy to me. This presentation made me stand up, I wanted to hump her right at the spot. 
As Nikki saw me standing on the bed, she went down on all fours. Quickly I grabbed our lube, I wanted to go for her ass this time. I took plenty of lubricant to make my cock slippery.
Nikki shook her booty while watching me preparing for the main event. The horny feline’s tail whipped from one side to the other, while I made a few steps over to her. 
I went into position behind Nikki, with my cock in hand, targeting for this sweet butt of hers.
Feeling how I rubbed my cock between her cheeks made my girl moan lustfully. But she became impatient, which is why she commanded me:
“Stop teasing. Chose a hole and fuck me, Fluffy.”
That was it. I roughly forced her upper body down to the floor, then I lowered the tip of my cock to her tight, little backdoor. I didn’t wait or further prepare her. Her calling me Fluffy again asked for a form of punishment. With one, single push I sank my cock deep into my cheetah’s ass. Nikki screamed of lust and pain, as I slammed my cock deep into her ass. I then gave Nikki a few moments to get used to the stuffing. She was panting, as she turned her head towards me.
“Is that all, Fluffy? I said fuck me.”
Slowly I pulled out, just to push my member deep back inside her. I repeated this a few times, accompanied by Nikki’s moaning. She only bit her hand to muffle her sounds. Humping Nikki like this isn’t my first choice, but she asked for it. My girl even tightened her ass around my member, just like as she wanted to keep it inside. I put my full weight on Nikki’s back, what forced her to lay face down on the floor. With my hands holding her in this position, I continued to hump my willing victim with fast, hard thrusts. I could feel my knot growing, it pressed against Nikki’s anus with every single thrust. My girl even tried to press her butt against me, she wanted to hang, but no. Not this time. I fucked her as hard as I could, but soon I reached the point I was about to cum. I tried everything to extend this fuck, the feeling of having Nikki at my mercy was heavenly. She herself still moaned and sobered at the room’s carpet. I grabbed her butt cheeks, spreading them as I pulled out. I pointed my cock at Nikki, while I told her to turn around. Nikki rolled around only seconds before a large about of my cum landed in several spurts on her body. But I wasn’t done yet, I wanted to extend this a bit more. I sat on her chest, grabbing her muzzle with my right hand. She opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, I didn’t even need to command her to do it. As soon as I could, I stuck my cock into the waiting mouth of this nasty girl. I grabbed her head next, so I could hold her in position, while I humped her muzzle until I was satisfied. After pulling out, I looked down on my grinning feline. Her muzzle was all smeared by a mix of sperm, saliva, and lube. 
Carefully I moved a bit down, until my still hard cock rested between her breasts. I looked at my girl’s exhausted face.
“Don’t call me Fluffy, I hate that.”
Nikki burst out in laughter.
“If it makes you fuck me like this, I will continue to call you Fluffy. Damn, my legs are all shaky. Good doggy. Now help me up, I need a shower.”
I helped Nikki to the shower but didn’t join her. I only washed my shrinking cock. While Nikki was in the shower, I put on some music. Ten minutes later, Nikki was singing under the warm water, I heard a knocking at the door. It was Nikki’s mother, who I asked to come in. After we sat down on the bed, she asked about the noise we made before, the same game as we had it many times before. But well, there was one thing else that evening. Asha, Mrs. Kofi, looked at me with curiosity, as I told her about what we did. Of course, she heard her daughter in the shower. Mom and Mr. Kofi went outside for a little walk, so we were alone. Mrs. Kofi stood up and stretched, and I thought she was about to leave again. She seemed a bit nervous, as she said the following:
“I guess that I should let you two alone. I also need a shower after this day. Tell Nicole to keep it down next time, ok?”

I remembered what Nikki said a few days ago and held Asha by her hand. She was surprised by this but didn’t say anything.
“Mrs. Kofi, don’t you want to take a shower with Nikki? You know, we could spare water that way, the cabin in there has more than enough room for both of you.”
The lame-ass explanation for my suggestion amused Asha.
“Balto, that is nice of you, but I don’t think Nicole would want that. And I told you to call me Asha.”

I made a second try.
“Ok, Asha. But Nikki said that she would like to take a shower with you. And she could use some help with washing her back. I prefer to shower in the morning because my fur needs longer to dry.”
Asha’s level of curiosity and excitement raised.
“Are you sure about this?” The feline looked at the closed bathroom door, then back to me. “Well, ok. But can you turn around and close your eyes, so I can take off my clothes? A few secrets should be kept between us, my dear boy.”
I did as she asked, closed my eyes until I heard the bathroom door opening and closing again.
Suddenly, Nikki’s singing stopped. I sneaked to the door in hope to catch a few words, but all I heard were a few words like “Mom”, “God”, “This feels so good”, “Yes”, and “Don’t stop”. The final was a lustful scream. What I have heard was enough to be sure these two girls just shared a very naughty taboo together. The pictures in my head made my cock hard again, and a part of me wanted to go inside this bathroom. But the few brain cells which weren’t in sex-mode kept me from doing that.
Instead, I laid on the bed to, well, take care of this problem. A few minutes passed, I was just thinking about earlier, as Asha’s voice pulled me back into reality. The shock almost let me fall off the bed. The two women, only covered with towels, laughed at me, as I tried to cover myself with one of the blankets.
“See mom, I told you he would listen. I really wasn’t sure if we should do this, but I am glad we did. Can we maybe do it again sometimes?”
Asha chuckled.
“Sure. I am glad you liked it. Oh, and Balto. We didn’t do anything else in there than helping each other to get clean. The rest was theater for you peeping little wolf. Nicole, thank you. You became such a beautiful woman, my dear daughter. I will now better grab my stuff and go over to our room. Idrissa and Christa should be back soon.”

Asha was just about to leave, as Nikki grabbed her arm gently. My girl pulled her mother close to herself, giving her a kiss on her surprised muzzle.
“Thank you, mom. Thanks for everything.”
Asha caressed Nikki’s cheek.
“It was always a pleasure for me to help you, Nicole. Balto, you are a good boy. I wish you two a nice evening, and don’t stay up too long.”

After Asha grabbed her stuff, she left Nikki and me alone. Nikki seemed satisfied. I couldn’t be mad at her for this trick she and her mother played on me. I helped Nikki to rub her short fur dry, then we watched a movie. Luckily, we could connect Nikki’s phone with the TV, so we could stream the movie on it. We watched the second Black Panther film, which we had missed in the cinema for some reason. I must admit that this was a big mistake. The movie really rocked. I wonder how Nikki would look in this suit. Well, maybe it would be enough to paint her fur black. Hm, could be an idea for the next comic con.

After the movie, and after I wrote a message to my mother, we cuddled up close and fell asleep rather quickly. This day was exhausting for all of us. But at least, it had a happy ending.
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Chapter 11: Thursday
Nikki and I both slept soundly until the loud chirping of a bird woke me up at 7 am. You know, on most mornings I would wish I could just open the window and tell Nikki to catch those noisy birds. It certainly would be fun to watch, at least for me. For the birds, not so much.
But somehow, this morning was different. I was in a good mood after this restful night. I stood up from the bed, stretched my body, then I went to the bathroom to take a quick shower. To my surprise, I found a piece of fabric on the bathroom floor, which didn’t belong to Nikki. It was a pair of Asha's panties, which she must have forgotten yesterday. I only tossed them to the side for now. I thought it might be better if Nikki returned them to her mother later. Imagine me bringing them over, and then Mr. Kofi opens the door and sees me holding his wife’s panties. For sure, I would have to explain this to him.
After I was done with my morning routine, I checked for Nikki. She was still sleeping, but she had moved while I was in the bathroom. The blanket was gone, so I could watch my cheetah in all her natural beauty. I will never get tired of this look. My mind was just circling around the chance to mate with my girl, as someone knocked on our door. It was my mom, asking if we were already up. Since Nikki was still in a deep sleep, we decided to have breakfast together. Just the two of us. I didn’t spend much time alone with my mom on this trip so far, so this was a good opportunity for us. I didn’t ask about Nikki’s parents since I guessed that they would be still asleep, just like their daughter. We walked down to the lobby, where we took a seat in the restaurant to have a classic breakfast. While we enjoyed some tasty, still warm bread rolls, we had a little conversation together. It wasn’t anything special, just about the trip, Nikki and me, a little about Asha’s visit in our room last night. I told mom that Asha and Nikki showered together. In my eyes, there is nothing wrong with that. Mom seemed to be amused by this.
“So, Asha finally had the chance to get closer to Nicole. Good that you took my advice and didn’t stand in their way.”
I chuckled.
“That they take a shower together was my idea, mom. You know, Nikki had this dream, but she wasn’t so sure about having real sex with her mother. So, I suggested that she could take a shower with her. And last night, they did. They even pranked me by acting like they would have sex.”
 My mom had to laugh.
“Are you sure they were just acting? I know Asha very well. And Nicole clearly has her mother’s sex drive. Balto, I am proud of you for having an open mind. Now let us finish breakfast, and then wake up the others. Before we go to the Danube Park, we will visit St. Charles Church.”
We finished breakfast, mom paid, then we walked back upstairs. As I was just about to unlock the door with my key card, it was opened from inside, and Nikki suddenly stood in front of me. My girl was only wearing a half-open bathrobe. My mother, who was standing in front of her room, saw this and giggled.
“Have fun kids, but don’t make it too long. I will wake up Asha and Idrissa. Let us meet downstairs in an hour.”
As soon as my mother disappeared behind the closing door, Nikki grabbed my shirt and pulled me into the room. She almost slammed the door behind her, what freighted me a bit. Not sure what was going on, I stuttered:
“Ni---Nikki, is everything ok?”
She pressed me against a wall, while looking at me with a grin on her face.
“Oh, everything fine, doggy. I am just horny as hell, and you better do something, before I go crazy.”
Nikki dropped the bathrobe, presenting her naked body to me. She undressed me harshly, I thought she might rip my clothes right off my body. Surprisingly, this aroused me a bit. 
Nikki grinned, as she saw the tip of my growing member.
“Good Doggy. Now get back on the bed, quick.” 
I followed Nikki’s command with pleasure. As soon as I was laying on my back, my cheetah positioned her already wet sex right above my snout. Eagerly she rubbed herself against my muzzle. I couldn’t or better, I didn’t want to resist the urge to explore her vagina with my tongue. The taste was somehow different this morning. Stronger. Not bad, just more intense than usual. One thought came into my mind, which explained her behavior: She must have been in heat. Sure, I already experienced this a few times before during the past 3 years, but as said, something was different this time. 
Meanwhile, Nikki worked hard to lure my cock out of his hideout. Her talented tongue and mouth would put every gay man to shame, that’s for sure. It didn’t take long until my member was standing in his full size, all wet from Nikki’s saliva. I expected that Nikki would just sit on my dick and ride it like a cowgirl, but my needy feline had other plans. My tongue was deep inside her dripping cunt, as she changed her position. She crawled to the foot of the bed, laid down on her chest and lifted her butt. This was an invitation everyone would understand. Quickly I moved behind my girl, but I wanted to try something else than she had intended. I grabbed Nikki by the ankles and pulled her legs back, so the surprised kitty laid flat on her belly. I didn't give her any time to protest. I used one hand to hold her down, with the other one I directed the tip of my cock to her dripping wet hole. The feline whimpered, as I shoved my manhood inch by inch inside her vagina. This position gave me total control over her, what my Nikki seemed to enjoy. After I was fully inside her, I waited a few moments. Nikki moaned with pleasure while the tip of her long tail twitched in excitement. Slow and careful I pulled out, until the point only the tip of my dick remained inside. I waited until Nikki began to growl, then I pushed my member back deep inside. A pleasureful scream could be heard from her, followed by a harsh comment:
“Stop toying with me. Fuck me. And don’t dare to pull out.”
I placed my hands left and right of Nikki's body before beginning to fuck her at a slow, steady pace. Her pussy was heavenly tight in this position, it was an incredible feeling to mount her like that. Nikki was so wet that I heard loud smacking noises every time I shoved my cock deep inside her pleasure cave. After a few minutes, I increased the pace of my humps. I could hear the claws on Nikki’s paws scratching over the sheets, her loud moaning filled the room. Faster and faster, I humped this naughty girl. Then I felt how she began to rub her little purl with one hand, what made her moan ever louder. The scent coming from her robbed my senses. Again, I increased the speed. My growing knot pressed against her with every thrust, it became hard to resist the urge to hang with her. The pressure raised. I did my best to hold it back, so I could enjoy this feeling a bit longer. I growled and drooled on Nikki while showing my teeth. Just a bit longer… I fucked her as hard as I still could, Nikki’s breathing became rapid, she screamed, as a powerful orgasm made her body tremble. The muscles in her pussy tightened even more, I couldn’t hold it back any longer. After a last, hard push, I filled her cunt with my thick, warm seed in several spurts. It was a bit more than usual, and I didn’t want to pull out right away. We were both out of breath, especially Nikki. The poor girl bared her teeth, but she couldn’t move. Her body was still shaking. After a couple of minutes, I pulled my member out of her dripping pussy. A small trail of cum followed and dripped on the sheets. This view always makes me smile. Like a good boyfriend, I spread Nikki’s legs a bit, so I could reach her cum-covered labia with my tongue to clean my girl. I pressed my snout deep between her legs, liking for every single drop. After I was done, I stood up and stepped in front of Nikki’s head. She was still trying to catch her breath. I helped her to turn around, so she was lying on her back now. My girl smiled at me. I gave her a long, pleasureful kiss on her tender lips. Nikki stuck her tongue into my mouth, as she tasted the mix of her fluids and my cum. My girl swallowed purring, then she whispered:
“Thank you, my love.”
I thought about pushing my still erected cock into Nikki’s mouth as once more, a knocking at the door interrupted our game. This time, it was Nikki’s mother.
“Kids, are you done in there?”
I had to think for a second. Should I just open the door, maybe ask if she could help Nikki? A little devil appeared on my shoulder. Metaphorically, of course.
He whispered: 
“Do it, see what happens.”
There was no other voice, perhaps the little Angel also wanted to see a show. I grabbed a towel to cover myself before opening the door a crack wide.
“Morning, Asha. Sorry, we were just a bit busy. We will be ready in 15 minutes, ok? Nikki needs a moment to catch her breath. She probably is in heat.”
Nikki’s mother chuckled.
“Yes, I can smell that you two were busy in here. Mind if I come in? Perhaps I can help Nicole to get up. Christa and Idrissa are in the shower, so we have a bit of time.”
I let Asha into the room. She walked straight over to the bed, where she sat down next to Nikki. Wide-eyed, I watched her caress her daughter’s belly fur. Nikki purred, even moved closer to her mother. She enjoyed this gentle treatment, and honestly, I enjoyed watching this scene. Asha’s hand suddenly went a bit deeper. Instead of protesting, Nikki even spread her legs a bit. But Asha didn’t go further yet. She turned her head towards me.
“I am proud of you, Balto. Nicole really seems satisfied. Look how relaxed your girl is. Did you clean her down there, after you were done?”
I nodded. 
“Yes, Asha.”
She smiled, then turned her head back to Nikki.
“Good boy.”

Now her hand moved between Nikki’s legs, over her still swollen labia. Nikki moaned with her eyes closed. Asha suddenly stood up. It seems like she was thinking of something. I asked her:
“Is something wrong?”
She shook her head.
“No, but I should probably go.”

I don’t know why, but I stopped Nikki’s mother from leaving. 
“No, please. I really think that Nikki wants you to go on.”
 Asha looked down on me and noticed my stiff member under the towel around my hips.
“And what about you, Balto? Would you also want me to stay?”

I only nodded again.
“Ok. Well, turn around for a moment.”

I did what I was told, and a few moments later, I heard Asha’s voice again:
“Ok, now turn back.”
As I looked at her again, my jaw dropped. Nikki’s mother was fully naked, and damn, she looked gorgeous! Her breasts, her hips, legs, everything.
But Asha didn’t give me much time to look at her.
“Ok, Balto. Now that this last taboo is broken, are you ready to take care of your girl? Drop the towel, it isn’t hiding anything anymore anyway.”

A bit shy, I dropped the towel.  My brain wasn’t fully shut down, so I asked:
“Is that ok with Mr. Kofi? I don’t want to get in trouble.”
Asha stepped closer, taking my head in her hands, while looking into my eyes:
“He is most likely plowing your mother right now. Idrissa is more open-minded than you and most others think. Besides that, I won’t touch you. Even if you have a nice pleasure bringer between your legs, my boy. Follow me, your girl is waiting.”
A few steps, and we were standing right in front of Nikki, who was lolling on the bed with pleasure while watching us.

Asha asked her daughter to move up a bit, so she could go into a 69 position with her. For the first time, I could take a closer look at her rear end and her vagina. 
Without losing any more time, Asha lowered her head between Nikki’s legs, beginning to lick her daughter’s labia. Nikki moaned silently, then she grabbed her mom’s butt with both hands, bringing it closer to her muzzle. She licked with such an excitement, that I couldn’t believe that this was their first time doing this together.
Watching those two felines taking care of each other’s needs made me so horny that I couldn’t resist and began to stroke my stiff member gently. The scent of horny girls filled the room, it was hard to keep my mind together. This was something I have never experienced before. Not as we had our fun with Trish, not with Angel. Nikki’s mother skillfully played with Nikki, and soon my girl exploded in another orgasm. Her whole body was shaking, but Asha didn’t stop licking Nikki out. This show was just too good to look away. Suddenly, heard Nikki’s voice:
“Balto, look.”
She spread her mom’s lower lips, showing me her pussy in all its beauty, while she let her tongue slowly explore Asha’s dripping wet vagina.

The older feline’s moaning became louder and louder, luckily her sounds were muffled through Nikki’s lower regions. The show went on for a few more moments, until Asha’s body began to twitch. Once, twice. Her toes spread, while the claws on her hands scratched over the already shredded bed sheets. Asha screamed, as she reached her orgasm, almost drowning Nikki in pussy juice in the process. This was too much for me too, and I finally came, shooting what was left inside my balls in a single spurt on Asha’s butt. This made Nikki laugh, and as Asha caught her breath, she lifted her head to look back at me and my “signature” on her rear end.
“You couldn’t stick that thing inside Nicole’s mouth, Balto? Be a good wolf and clean up the mess you made.”

At first, I struggled to do this, but as Nikki slapped on her mother’s firm little butt, I came closer to lick up my seed. As every drop was gone, I swallowed it all, what amused Asha.
“Just like your father. Now better let us get ready. I hope you are satisfied for now, Nicole.”

My cute girl stretched her body.

“Very much, mom. This was great. I just wish Balto would have fucked you.”
Asha, while standing up and getting dressed, shook her head.

“Nicole, no. That would be a step too far, even for me. Now stand up and get dressed. You can’t go into a church like that.”

This made me giggle.

“Are you sure that she won’t burn to ashes after taking a step into a church?”
Nikki’s answer came promptly:

“If I will burn, then you will too, Fluffy. Which is why you will go in there, first.”
Asha laughed, while checking her phone. With a smile, she looked at Nikki and me.
“Hurry up now, kids. Idrissa just texted that he and Christa are waiting for us in the lobby. And don’t worry about burning in church. Certainly, if one should burn from putting their feet inside one of those buildings, then some of the priests. Oh, and before I forget to mention this. Nicole, you tasted even better than last time.”
Her last sentence left me speechless. So, they did have sex together. Nikki didn’t say anything, she just giggled while she quickly dressed up in black panties, a black, belly-free top and long pants. I put on my favorite Iron Man shirt, my bandana, and shorts. Not to forget our paw protectors. It wasn’t that warm outside, we could even see a few heavy clouds in the sky, but so far it didn’t look like it would be overly cold outside. After I gave Asha back the panties she had forgotten in our shower, and after she brought them to their room, we walked downstairs to meet with my mom and Mr. Kofi.
Together we walked south to Karlsplatz. We passed the impressive Vienna Opera house, where salesman in Mozart-like outfits prepared for the day. Karlsplatz is a very large station, its main entrance is built in an Art Nouveau style. At least that is what Asha explained to us, as we walked past it. 
Our way led us right through the Resselpark, along a nice little pond, from where we could already see the Church of St. Charles. As I have mentioned before, this church was built in remembrance of a plague epidemic in 1713. The building began in 1714 and was finished in 1739.
With the round roof and the two thin towers left and right from the main entrance, it kind of looks like a mosque. Asha explained this with something she read in a book the night before. The main architect, Johann Bernhard Fischer of Erlach, was inspired by a mosque in Constantinople, which is modern-day Istanbul. But if you step closer you can see that the two clock towers are inspired by Trajan's Column in Rome, and the main entrance has something of the Pantheon. As we came to the portal of St. Charles, I spotted a large insignia above the door. It was written in Latin, which is why Asha had to translate it for us.
Here the Original: 
IN GLORIAM
DEI OMNIPOTENTIS
D: CARALO BORROMAEO
DEPRECATORI
CAES: AUG: CAROLUS VI.
REX CAT:ET APOST:
SOLVIT VOTUM
CUJUS PRO SALUTE
POPULI A: MDCCXIII.REUS
ET ANNO EODEM COMPOS
FACTUS EST.
And the translated version:
In honor
God the Almighty
has given to the Lord Charles Borromeo
the intercessor,
the exalted Emperor Charles VI,
Catholic and Apostolic King,
has fulfilled his vow.
Which he owed for the health of the people.
Yeah, God Almighty. If he is so almighty, wise, and carrying, why did he let the plague happen in the first place? Someone must have pissed him off badly. I am sorry if I should hurt your feelings or believes here, I just don’t know why I should believe in a God who lets things like this happen.
Next to the entrance, we saw two statues of angels. One is holding a cross with a snake on it, the other one the cross of Jesus Christ. Due to Asha’s explanation, they symbolize the Old and New Testaments of the Bible.
Ok, enough of this for now. We went inside the building, carefully of course, where we were stunned by the remarkable frescoes, statues, paintings, and the countless other decorations on the walls. I was particularly struck by the symbolization of Heaven and God behind the altar. Large, golden beams, statues of Angels, and in the middle, a golden triangle as the sign of the master puppeteer. It reminded me a bit of the Freemason symbol, just without the eye in the middle.
Mom and Asha took many photos from inside this beautiful church. Even if you aren’t religious, it is worth a visit. Before we left, mom and I lit a candle for my father. If heaven really exists, then I hope that he is fine. Dad, I know you can’t read this. But we love and miss you.
After we left the church, Mr. Kofi looked at his phone. 
He checked the best way for us to get to Danube Park, where we wanted to spend the rest of the day. It was decided to take the nearby subway line U1 to Vienna International Center, from where we could easily walk into the park.
This station is next to the UNO-CITY, which includes the Vienna International Center and the nearby Austria Center. The last one is a place for conventions, concerts, and other big events, while the first one is one of the four headquarters of the United Nations, along with New York, Geneva, and Nairobi. Slowly, we walked northward over a beautiful promenade, until we reached the edge of Danube Park. In the far, we could see the Danube Tower, which is the highest landmark in all of Austria.
We didn’t choose the direct way to the tower, instead we moved right and followed the way to a place called the Butterfly Meadow. A truly fitting name for this enchanting place. There were so many beautiful butterflies there. One of them even landed on Nikki’s chest, right between her boobies. What should I say, I can understand the little guy. Or girl, I don’t know. Don’t judge me, I am not an entomologist. After we were done with the butterflies, we moved on to a set of strange-looking statues. On the info sign in front of them we could read: “The golden calf - monument of technology.” The golden calf is a part of the biblical story of Moses, but I am sure you all know that. For this statue, well, I still don’t get it. Asha said it is modern art, Mr. Kofi meant it is garbage. Mom took the words out of my mouth by saying: “It is modern art, and it’s garbage.”
While we all giggled, we continued our way through the park. We passed a brunch house, before reaching a beautiful rose garden. You should have seen Nikki there. I bet she sniffed on every single rose at this place. And she scared a little dog for life. This thing barked at her, and Nikki hissed back. The poor dog will think twice in the future before barking at strangers again. We walked past a small fountain, then we saw a small stage. Nikki sighed, and I knew why. She was missing the time on stage. It was so long ago that we were standing on stage for a bigger play. I still remember her first play almost two years ago. Nikki looked so gorgeous in her red dress. Not to mention the great songs. Her performance during their version of “Dance of the Vampires” gave Nikki the chance to show her talent at the Minskoff Theater in New York. Wonderful times.
I took Nikki’s hand, what made her smile. She looked at me with her big, purple eyes, before she moved her head closer to mine and our lips touched in a gentle kiss. Mr. Kofi sadly interrupted us by saying that we still have a bit of a way to go. The next bigger location was the Danube Tower. An impressive building, that’s for sure. We took the chance to visit the upper levels, which we reached with an express lift. This thing was almost as fast as those in the Empire State Building. After reaching the upper floor, we could enjoy the view of Vienna’s skyline. The almost entire missing of skyscrapers surprised me once more. The highest buildings we could see were the Millennium Tower, which stands right next to the Millennium City, and the DC Towers. They have an information panel up there, where you can learn about the things you can see from the observation deck. We spared the money for those typical souvenir photos, they are freaking expensive, and we made better ones anyway. I especially love the one where Nikki ‘s hairstyle was entirely destroyed by the wind. She looks so funny. As it was past noon by now, we all became hungry. To our disappointment, we couldn’t visit the restaurant in the tower. You need a reservation for that, which we didn’t have. I decided to write a message to our new human friend Markus, asking him for a recommendation of a restaurant nearby. His answer was the following:
“Hey, Balto. Nice to hear from you again. You are at the Danube Tower? Don’t eat there, it just is expensive and nothing special. If you are looking for Asian food, there is one close to the Danube Park, but if you are looking for more Austrian food, I would recommend the Gasthaus Kopp close to the Millennium City. They serve great ribs, and the fish there is exquisite. 
To get there is a bit complicated. From your location, if my mobile is correct, it would take you about half an hour to walk. You could also take public transport, but that would take you even longer. I will send you the address. Say hi to your girl and your parents from me, ok? And hey, are you still here on Saturday? We would have a karaoke night again.”
After brief consideration, and after I excused us for not being able to do karaoke with them again, we decided to give this restaurant a try. But first, we wanted to see some more of the beautiful Danube Park.
Nikki had spotted something while standing on the observation deck, what she wanted to check out. After a short walk, we reached a large garden filled with lavender. The smell of those flowers was dreamy, even I with my hay fever enjoyed it. As we came closer, we could see hundreds of different insects in and around the field. Bees and bumblebees were the most common ones we saw. Mom didn’t want me to go there too close, she was afraid of me getting stung. For those who don’t know, I am allergic to insect bites. But the bees here were so busy with the lavender, they didn’t even recognize us. I could even walk right in the middle of the field, where I placed Little Balto for some quick photos.  We then continued our way to a large field called pope meadow, and here we finally could catch a glimpse of the little train, which is driving through the park. I already wondered why those tracks were there. A funny thing for sure, but nothing for us. Especially Mr. Kofi would have problems fitting in those tiny wagons. Now this pope meadow wasn’t anything special, just a large, open field with a metal construction of a cross on it. A little research showed that pope Johannes Paul II. visited Vienna in 1983 and held a mass here.
Since there wasn’t much more to see, we decided to go to this restaurant that Markus had suggested earlier. We followed the way back to the Danube Tower, from where we moved south in the direction of the Danube River. We crossed the mighty Danube over a big, red-painted bridge, which brought us to the 20th district. After passing this bridge it luckily wasn’t a long way left to walk, until we reached our destination. Don’t get me wrong, Vienna is a nice city. But this area wasn’t as charming as the areas we found in the city center. Graffiti everywhere, poo on the sidewalks. Asha almost stepped into a big pile of it, but her husband saved her at the last second. We passed a group of teenagers, who whistled after Nikki. One tried to lift her skirt, but my mother’s bared teeth and her growling scared this idiot away. Maybe it was also the look of Nikki’s father.
We entered this classic-looking inn through a big, green-painted door and found a fitting table in the back of the restaurant, a bit away from the other guests. The way some of them looked at us was frightening. A mix of disgust and rejection. A woman joked: “Who let the dogs out.” Another guest, an old man in his 70s or 80s, thought we couldn’t hear him, as he said: In my days, those dirty beings weren’t allowed to enter restaurants.” 
I reached for my mother’s hand, as we walked to the table. Mr. Kofi saw how those comments made me feel, which is why he spoke silently:
“Don’t worry, son. Those are just the usual comments of humans, who have barely seen an Anthropomorph before. Now let us see what they can offer us here.”
After we sat down, a waiter brought us a couple of menus. The man seemed irritated by our appearance, but he stayed friendly. His first words were in German, so Asha answered and asked if he could speak in English to us. Luckily, this wasn’t a problem for him, he even began to translate parts of the menu for us. There was freshly caught, backed walleye, cod, spareribs, roast pork fresh from the oven and several kinds of Schnitzel. Now I can only guess why the fish was mentioned first, maybe because of the ladies. Or because most of us were felines. Wouldn’t that be called racial profiling?
As you might have already guessed, I chose the ribs. Mr. Kofi took the same, but also ordered Frittata soup as an appetizer, after the waiter recommended it. 
Asha also took a soup and the roast pork, mom ordered the most iconic food you can have in Vienna, the Wiener Schnitzel, and Nikki wanted a soup and the baked walleye. My sweet spotty cat always had a fondness for fish. 
At least as long as it is on her plate. As drinks, our parents ordered a bottle of red wine. I got a coke, and Nikki, well, she surprisingly wanted a glass of white wine with her fish. It was surprising for me because Nikki hasn’t touched a drop of alcohol since she escalated a bit after she was accepted at Stark College three years ago.
She drank a few bottles of Mr. Kofi’s imported beer, what made her so drunk that she slurred and fell off her chair during a video call. I thought it was funny to watch, but her father wasn’t so happy about finding his daughter drunk as a skunk in her room. His words, not mine.
I guess a glass of wine for dinner can’t hurt much, otherwise her father would have said something at this point. But I don’t want to get too deep into this, just so much, we had an outstanding dinner, the portions were so big, even I couldn’t finish my ribs. Mr. Kofi had to help me in the end. Mom had to take a good part of her Schnitzel back to the hotel, since no one was able to eat any more food without throwing up.
The bill was, well, moderate in my eyes. The adults split it in two, so everyone paid for their own food. After this feast, we slowly walked towards the nearby Millennium City. Mr. Kofi wanted to take a taxi back to the hotel. I had to hold my belly, it hurt a bit after I ate so much.
“What is wrong, doggy? Ate too much?”
I felt like I was about to burst.
“I am so full. My belly hurts.”
Nikki could not help but let out a stupid phrase.
“Balto is full? I must make a mark in my calendar.”
While Nikki chuckled over her own joke, mom directed me to a bench nearby, where we sat down. Asha checked her phone, while mom caressed over my head. Nikki’s mom spoke:
“I just found a pharmacy in this shopping center. Nicole, we will go there and get Balto something to ease his pain. And maybe you should excuse yourself. That wasn’t very sensitive of you.”
Nikki sighed.
“I am sorry, doggy. We will get you something to make you feel better.”
My mother and I sat down on the bench of a nearby bus stop, while Nikki and her mother left us for about 15 minutes. As they came back, Nikki took a small sachet out of a box. She ripped it open before holding it in front of my snout.
“Drink this. The lady in the pharmacy said that this should help in just a few minutes.”
The gel inside the satchel didn’t taste as bad as I expected, what was a pleasant surprise. It also eased my pain quickly. Five minutes after taking it, I was as good as new. Well, almost. Nikki gave me a tight hug, while our parents checked out what to do next.
Mr. Kofi then suggested walking back to the hotel instead of taking a cab. He figured out a route which would make it possible for us to see parts of Vienna we didn’t visit yet. Since a walk seemed to be just the right thing to do after the opulent meal, we decided to go with it. The route was 4.4 miles long, which means that we walked for about one and a half hours. The first remarkable thing we passed was a little park next to a large hospital. We followed the street further south. After half the way, we reached another park, the Augarten, where we saw an interesting landmark. It was another Air defense tower, built in World War 2. Vienna has in total three of those towers, in one they built in the Aqua Terra Zoo, in case you forgot that part of the entry. Further south, we crossed the Danube Channel, then moved on to the Sigmund Freud Museum. Maybe I should tell you a few things about this guy before we move on. Sigmund Freud was born in 1856 in the town of Moravia, which was a part of the Austrian Empire at that time. He lived and worked for most of his life in Vienna, until he had to leave after the German annexation in 1938. He fled to London, where he died only a year later at the age of 83. Asha told us a lot about him, after she convinced us to visit the museum. 
Freud is one of her greatest role models, and it was he who inspired her to study psychology. Sigmund Freud counts as the father of psychoanalysis, and many of his methods are still in use today. An outstanding man, whose name I first heard in the cartoon series “Histeria!”. 
But his representation there wasn’t so positive. The museum is housed in Freud’s former home, and shows much of his furniture, his workplace, books, and letters. It was interesting to explore the former home of a great man.
Especially one thing he wrote in a letter to the mother of a gay son impressed me:
“Homosexuality is not an advantage, but it is nothing to be ashamed of, not a vice, not a degradation. Nor is it a disease. It is a great injustice to prosecute homosexuality as a crime, and a cruelty too.”
Freud wrote this in 1935, a time in which homosexuality was a punishable crime. I gained a lot of respect for this man during our visit.
I still wonder why none of us had this place on the map, as we made our plans for the trip.
Asha almost lost herself in this place, she seemed so happy to be there. She even bought a couple of books in the souvenir shop, which I saw her reading regularly, since we came back home. Maybe I will ask her to teach me one or two things about this psychology stuff.
After we had spent about two hours inside this museum, it was time to move on. We walked further south, passed the Votive Church, and reached Vienna’s city hall a few minutes later. An impressive, old building. Especially when I compare it with the one in Darwin’s Hope.
Our next stop was parliament, where we took a few more photos for the family album. This time, we even found a statue of Julius Caesar there, next to other Greek and Roman politicians and historians. I don't know why we have overseen them during our first visit here. After this, it was time to finally go back to the hotel. The paws of all of us hurt, only Mr. Kofi seemed to be unimpressed by the long walk through the city. To shorten the way a bit, we walked through the people’s garden, passing the temple of Theseus on our way through. Well, it actually isn’t a temple of the God Theseus, it is a part of the Vienna Museum of Art, where they show special exhibitions. During our visit it was something Science Fiction based, but it wasn’t of interest to any of us. We continued our way through the garden, passed the big statue of Prince Eugen, which still is one of my personal favorites, and from there it was only a 20-minute walk back to our hotel. We finally had the chance to give our paws some rest. Nikki and I excused us from our parents, entered our room and fell on the bed. This day drowned our batteries so much, none of us was able to move anymore. Only seconds later, I heard my girl snoring. She looked so cute. I would have joined her, but right as I wanted to lay down, my phone buzzed. It was a message from Angelike. She told me about some problems between Anna and Svetlana. The Husky has been losing a lot of fur lately, due to the summer heat. Angelike wrote that she decided to spend a few more days at the lake, where she found peace and quiet. Our Bengal also asked a few things about Vienna, about our sexual adventures during this vacation, and when we will come back home. What I spared out was the thing between Nikki and her mother, since I wasn’t sure if Nikki would have wanted me to talk about this delicate matter. As I know it by now, it is fine for her. Our chat went on for an hour, during which I told Angel about Carnuntum, Mauthausen and other locations we have visited. At the end, I became so tired that I fell asleep without saying goodbye to Angel. Besides the problems with my belly after dinner, this was one of my favorite days. 
Chapter 12: Friday
Friday, the 11th of August. The day began like most of the past days, only that it was a bit colder outside, and the sky was darkened by a few clouds. Nikki was, as usual, sleeping a bit longer than me. I used the time to write down some notes, to check my emails and to quickly my Paw-talk, to see if I got any messages. All was quiet, until I got the notification about a new email. The unexpected sender was my grandmother.
“My dear grandson,
Since a few days, I am eagerly waiting for a reply from you. Are still in Vienna? Have you talked with Christa? What did she say? Please, Balto, even if your mother doesn’t want to have contact with me, I still would love to have contact with my grandson. So please, give me an answer. Your grandfather fell off a ladder yesterday and is in the hospital right now. Sadly, he is still against having any form of contact with you or his daughter. I would love to hear more about my grandson. What have you done in Vienna so far? I also forgot to ask why you want to become an actor. For me, this doesn’t sound like a very secure job. I Also watched your videos, Balto. You and Nikki really have wonderful singing voices. This video of you two in this bar is running while I am writing these lines. And those photos of you in this green costume are simply too cute. I showed them to our church group, and everyone just loved them. Can you maybe tell me how long you will stay in Vienna, and in which Hotel? Please, reply.”
Your Grandmother
Gerda
Since Nikki was still asleep, I decided to write an answer.
Dear Grandma,
First, sorry for this late answer. I have talked with mom about you and grandpa. Currently, she doesn’t want to have contact with you. She sounded hurt, as she found out that I contacted you behind her back. Mom said that I can talk with you, but to let her out of it.  
Besides that, I want to tell you about our vacation. I am sure you know all the tourist spots, so you most likely know that we visited Schönbrunn, the Prater, and some of the big museums and churches. We also visited the partly rebuild Roman city of Carnuntum and the concentration camp of Mauthausen. Carnuntum was by far the best for me. Nikki even brought some authentic clothes from home, and we made many photos. Even her dad posed for one. He is a cool man, and one of my biggest idols. Oh, and before I forget it. I know that Nikki is of a different species. But neither for me, nor for them, nor for anyone else was that ever a problem.
I am happy that you liked our videos.  The one from this bar is my favorite too. Holly Rhoads-Hunter, a famous singer, brought us there and encouraged us to sing. My second favorite is the time we performed at the charity concert. Our group sung “We are the World”, but there should be a video of that on our Pawtube account.
Why are you asking about our hotel? If you're thinking of coming here, don't. Mom wouldn’t like it. We will be here until Monday morning, then we will fly back home. My new school year will start on September 7th, until then we have a lot to do. Some friends will come over for a few days, we want to make a sleepover at our cabin by Spaulding Lake Oh, I totally forgot to tell you about this. A while ago, Nikki’s dad bought a cabin by Spaulding Lake.
It stands on a clearing in the woods, with the lake right in front of it. But it is safe there, Nikki’s father built a high, wooden fence around the property, we have an alarm and everything. Last Christmas, Mr. Kofi gifted this cabin to Nikki and me.
 We stay there very often, make meetings with our theater group or sleepovers with friends. My best friends, Mikey and Antu, love to spend time with us there. But mostly we go there to have time for us, to relax, or so we can learn for school. At the moment, a good friend of ours, Angelike, is taking care of the cabin. She is a member of our group. I have to finish now. Nikki is waking up. I will write to you again soon, take care.
Your grandson
Balto Star
I sent the email, then I switched off my mobile. Nikki indeed just woke up. She looked at me with her bright eyes as she sat up in bed. My girl reclined a bit as she leaned on her arms, presenting her naked upper body to me. Oh, how I love to see her breasts in the morning. She giggles, as she saw me looking at her titties, then grabbed her phone and quickly took a photo of me. Nikki can move extremely fast if she wants. I wasn’t able to react fast enough, which is why she could take a photo of me with a goofy smile on my face, which I, according to Nikki, often have when I look at Nikki’s naked body. As if this wouldn’t have been enough, she also sent this picture to her mom. I know this because she read Asha’s answer, which came only seconds later, to me:
“Aww, what a cute smile. Balto looks like he would see your breasts for the first time. But don’t start anything now, we want to leave for the House of Music soon. By the way, how are you feeling today? Is it better now, or should I come over again?”

Especially this last part made me think. Having this fun with Asha was nice, but I am not certain if we should do this again. I don’t know how Mr. Kofi would react if he found out what we did yesterday. Nikki wrote a short answer to her mom, then she jumped out of bed to stretch her body. This was a great opportunity for me to have another look at the beautiful body of my girlfriend. Her well-formed paws, the long legs, her slender hips and the firm breasts, the fur that shone in the sunlight. Nikki is like an incarnate goddess of sin, lust, and seduction. Sorry, my mind was just a bit elsewhere. As Nikki was done with stretching, she looked at me while slowly walking closer like a model on the catwalk. As she was close enough, she grabbed my hand, pulled me close to her and kissed me gently. The feeling of our naked bodies pressing against each other was arousing, but Nikki stopped the kiss and moved away before I could do more. She smiled as she slowly walked into the bathroom, wiggling her butt seductively.
“Sorry doggy, no time for more. Get dressed now, we will meet with the others in the lobby soon.”
Teasing me like this wasn’t fair, but Nikki was right. We really had to hurry a bit. My girl and I quickly got dressed, Nikki chose a red shirt with a plunging neckline that showed off her excellent physique. She also took some black shorts, and her collar. I decided to dress a bit like a tourist today, took one of the souvenir shirts we bought during our vacation. One with the “No Kangaroos in Austria” print. It was Nikki who placed the collar around my neck with softly spoken words:
“Everyone should see that you are taken, sweetie.”
Nikki giggled and turned towards the door, while I touched the tag on my collar. Yeah, as if any of those humans would even want me. Well, maybe this strange Furry girl Millie, who we met last Saturday in the Karaoke bar. Or perhaps some would like to take me as an exotic pet. I shook my head to get rid of those thoughts. Nikki watched me and scratched her head.
“Everything ok, Fluffy? Man, sometimes you really worry me. Now come, our parents wait for us.”
I grabbed Little Balto, my backpack and my mobile phone, then we walked down to the lobby, where we met with our parents. They sat at one of the bigger tables at the back of the restaurant, with a bench on one side, and chairs on the other. They drank coffee, laughed, and talked. Besides the coffee cups and some empty plates, I could also see some postcards on the table. They were addressed to friends and families. A wonder that people still write postcards these days. 
My mother waved, as she spotted us. Nikki and I joined our parents at the table. Nikki's dad formed a stack of the postcards, which he then slid over to Nikki and me with words:

“Good, you are finally here. We need you both to sign those cards.”
Nikki looked skeptical at the cards.

“Dad, you know that those cards will arrive at home long after us.”
Mr. Kofi shrugged his shoulders.

“I am aware of that, Nicole. Just sign the cards, ok? I want to throw them into the next mailbox on our way to the House of Music.”
There were at least two dozen cards to sign, some to people I have never even heard from. Nikki joked, as she signed her fifth card:

“In the future, when I have become a star, I will gain a lot of money with singing sessions like this one here.”
Nikki’s mother Asha answered this:

“Nicole, for that you would have to be a movie star or something like that. Not even the actors on Broadway take money for autographs.”

Nikki sighed slightly annoyed as she had just signed the tenth card.

“Mom, this was a joke. Heck, how many cards have you written?”
Mr. Kofi took a sip of his coffee before he answered:
“I counted 33. They are for friends of your mother and me, your grandparents, my Army friends.
My mother also added:
“And there are cards for Balto’s grandparents and some of my colleagues from work too.”
Indeed, I found the card meant to go to my paternal grandparents, after I signed the final card. But of course, there was no card for my mother’s parents. I took all my courage together and addressed her:
“Mom, there is no card for your parents in here. Can we write them one, too?”
My mother’s look darkened, the tone of her voice scared me, as she answered angrily:

“Balto Star, I have already told you more than once that I don’t want to have any form of contact with them. If you want to write them, fine. But keep my name out of it. They left me at the time I would have needed them the most. I won’t let them get close to me ever again. Put this behind your ears once and for all.”
The other guests already looked at us, so Asha stepped in. She gently touched my mother's arm and spoke to her in a soft, soothing tone: 
“Christa, calm down. Your son didn’t want to hurt your feelings. He is just excited that he found your parents. Please, take a deep breath.”

I felt guilty. Mom usually never bursts out in such a rage. My voice trembled, as I tried to form an excuse:
“Mom, I, I am sorry. I will not mention them again. It is just, your mom sounded nice in the emails I got from her. I wanted us to be a family again.”
Mom took a deep breath and a sip of her coffee. She was still angry, I could see that in their laid-back ears and ruffling fur, but at least she spoke in a calmer tone again.
“Balto, it is me who has to apologize, not you.” She shook her head. “Just don’t try to fix something that cannot be fixed. They abandoned me, no, they abandoned us. And only because I didn’t want to leave my home country. They left their own grandson behind. And do you know what was the worst? I haven’t told you this so far, but I guess you should know it. Say, did your grandmother tell you anything about the real last words my father ever said to me?” Afraid of what was about to come, I shook my head. My mother continued: “Didn’t think so. I skipped those words during our last conversation, since I thought it would be better not to tell you everything. But I feel that it is necessary for you to know this before you connect too deeply with my parents. My father’s real last words to me, before he stepped into the cab, were:
“I wish I had drowned that little bastard in the church baptismal font.”
But what was even worse than those words was my mother’s reaction. She didn’t say anything, just shook her head and joined my so-called father in the cab.”
After my mother told us this horrible story, no one dared to say anything anymore. We were all shocked, mostly me. I already knew from my grandmother’s emails that my grandfather doesn’t like me much. But this? I decided to remove the emails I received from my grandmother, and to block her email address. No one is allowed to hurt my mom that way. Especially not a so-called member of your family. After I was done with erasing everything, including the search history of my browser, I dropped my phone on the table. I couldn’t hold it in anymore. I lowered my head to the surface of the table, covered my face with my arms, and began to cry desperately. This was simply too much for me to handle. Why all this hate? I didn’t do anything to him. I could only hear how mom stood up from the bench she was sitting on, and how Nikki got up from her chair. After mom took Nikki’s seat, she caressed my back to comfort me.
“Shhh, Balto. No need to cry. Mommy is here.”
I took my arms off my face to look at my mother. She opened her arms, and I jumped right into them. I didn’t care what the people around us said or thought. Mom held me tightly, while still gently stroking my back. The wagging of my tail must have amused some of the other guests, at least I could hear some of them laughing. Believe me when I say that a wolf's hearing can sometimes be more of a curse.

When I calmed down again, mom took a napkin to dry my tears. Out of the corner of my eye I could see how Nikki and her parents also shared a family hug. This image cheered me up, while mom smiled at me. In her usual, calm voice, she spoke:

“All is good, Balto.”
Mom knows me very well. As the waiter passed by, she called him to order a big cup of cocoa. I always have cocoa when I am sad. I don’t know why, but it helps me. Shortly later the waiter brought me my cocoa. The fuss in the restaurant settled down quickly, soon it was like nothing had happened. I drank my cocoa, Nikki typed messages on her phone, Mr. And Mrs. Kofi talked about the best route for today’s activities. And mom? She only sat silently on her chair, gazing into the void. Even if she didn’t admit it herself, this topic went very close to her. With my behavior, I tore open wounds that never fully healed. Time can’t heal all our injuries. Some of them are simply too deep to ever heal. Finding any words in such a situation is nearly an impossible task. It may have been silly and childish, but since I couldn't find the right words, I handed my surprised mother my cup of cocoa.
“Mom, do you want some cocoa? It always cheers me up, maybe it helps you too.”
At first, she, Nikki and her parents looked at me a bit confused. But then they burst out in laughter. Mom carefully tousled my hair. She smiled again, as she took the cup from my hands.

“It is worth a try, my son. Thank you.”
She took a big sip before setting the cup on the table.

“That is good cocoa. And you know what? It helps. Brings back some memories. Your father also loved his cocoa, just like you. He always drank at least one cup in the morning, and another in the evening. His colleagues told me that he always had a package of emergency cocoa in his locker. You have so much of your father in you. I am very happy about that.”
Mom and I shared a tight hug, lasting for about five minutes, until we heard Mr. Kofi’s voice.

“That was heartwarming. But we should probably go now, if we still want to visit the Central Cemetery after the House of Music.”
My mother agreed with him.

“You are right. I will just quickly pay for the cocoa, then we are good to go.”
After mom paid for the cocoa, we all stood up from the table. Asha took the stack of postcards we signed before, so she could throw them into the next mailbox on our way. We exited the hotel and turned eastwards. Across the street, Mr. Kofi spotted one of those yellow mailboxes. 
None of us would have seen that thing, I guess it helps if you are about 6.6 ft tall. We crossed the street to throw in the postcards, then we continued our way to our destination. It was only a short walk of about ten minutes. Luckily, there wasn’t a queue. In fact, we only saw a handful of other people there during our visit. Mom and Mr. Kofi bought the tickets for us, but as we wanted to go in, an employee stopped us. He said that I would have to give my backpack to the cloakroom, it wouldn’t be allowed to take it with me. Well, discussing mostly doesn’t make much sense in such a situation, so I gave up my backpack, even if reluctantly. But before I handed it over, I took out Little Balto. My fella should see something other than our hotel room, too.

The House of Music (in German: Haus der Musik) was opened in the year 2000. According to their homepage, they want to bring music to people all around the world. A noble task. I think that music can unite people, it helps against depression, makes you happy. 
One of the funniest things came right at the start. A musical staircase. Every step of this staircase played a different tone. I ran at least ten times and down to play different combinations. The first room we saw was a homage to the founder of the Vienna Philharmonic, Otto Nicolai, who lived in this house from 1841 to 1847. This orchestra is one of the most famous around the world, their New Year’s concert for example has viewers worldwide. Inside this room was a large, impressive Fireplace, some old furniture, and handwritten letters.

Then there was an interactive room, where we could use dice to compose our own waltz. A funny game we gladly played. I just don’t know if what we composed should ever be heard by others. Here especially Asha had her fun. She even asked her husband to dance with her to the music. They looked so happy. I hope that mine and Nikki’s relationship will also be so happy and harmonious.
The next noteworthy part was the cinema, where we watched a New Year’s concert of the Vienna Philharmonic. Those concerts are held every year since 1939.

On the second floor we were able to learn about the origin of sounds, the physics behind different sound phenomena like the Shepard tone, which is the illusion of an infinitely rising or falling scale, or how a child in its mother’s womb experiences music and spoken words. There was also a terminal where they tried to explain how some species of animals perceive sounds. It wasn’t a surprise that many animals have way better hearing than humans.
The next area was dedicated to the four ways of sound generation, which are:

· Aerophone – Instruments are made to sound by air, for example a trumpet or the flute.
· Membranophone - sound is produced by a vibrating membrane, an example for that is the drum.

· Idiophone – the whole instrument produces the sound, like a triangle or a bell.

· Chordophone – Sounds by strings, like on a guitar.

The last two areas were called the Sonotopia Universe and Lab. In the Universe part we could watch colorful sound beings – they call them “Clongs”, float around in a world of sounds. Those Clongs were produced inside the Lab. All of us, with the help of VR, designed our own Clongs, which we then could watch floating around in the Universe. It was fun and definitely something you don't find everywhere.
On the third floor we had the chance to learn more about some of the greatest composers of all time. From Mozart to Strauss, from Beethoven to Schubert.

Once more Asha shared her knowledge with the rest of us. Like many other parts of this place, this here was interactive. Would you like to know how your name would sound as a composition by Mozart? Nikki and I tried it with our names, it didn’t sound that good.
The whole third floors floor was covered by a gigantic work of art, called the musical carpet. It shows some of the greatest composers of classical music.

The final floor lets you become a conductor. You pick up the baton, the eyes of the orchestra watch your every move and do what you ask them to do. Nikki had the most fun here, it was hard to get her away from the desk.
Well, that was our visit to the House of Music. It took us longer than expected, but we learned a lot there. It was 2 o'clock in the afternoon when we left the house and stepped back onto the streets. 
We had to hurry now since we wanted to visit the Central Cemetery as well. Mr. Kofi checked out the fastest way, which was to take a bus. Even with that, we needed about an hour to get there.

The bus stop was in front of gate 3. An impressive gate, but nothing against the one we have at the cemetery in Darwin’s Hope. There we have those impressive statues of Azrael, Raphael, and Gabriel guarding the place.

On our way through the Cemetery, we passed many large gravestones and monuments, things like giant eagles and other things. I wondered if it is some kind of game in heaven, that the souls check out who has the biggest gravestone or monument above his dead bones. You know, just like men on earth like to compare their dicks.
This place was enormous. As you can expect, we found another Statue of Mozart here, also one for Beethoven. Other than Mozart, the composer of the Ode to Joy really rests here in this graveyard.

After an hour of walking, we found an area with some Honorary graves. There was a man named Udo Jürgens, who’s grave was decorated by a white piano, and my absolute favorite, something I would have never expected to find there. The grave of Leon Askin, more commonly known as General Burkhalter from the comedy classic Hogan’s Heroes. When it comes to sitcoms and such stuff, this show is one of my personal favorites.
For those who are unfamiliar with that show (my mom once showed it to me on old VHS tapes my father had recorded).

Leon Askin was, like most of the actors who played Germans in this show, Jewish. For this reason, he moved to the U.S. in 1940 after fleeing Vienna and Paris. A remarkable man I sadly only know from Hogan’s Heroes so far. I really have to look for some of his other movies. Another grave that caught my eye was the one of a man named Falco. I had to google his name, seems like he was a famous Austrian musician.

On our way out, I began to feel a little dizzy. Maybe it was the heat, or the Incense they used on a funeral we passed by. I don’t know. I didn’t want to worry the others without a reason, so I just grabbed my mother’s hand and held it for the rest of our way. This feeling disappeared as soon as we were back on the air-conditioned bus, which made it obvious to me that it was nothing but the heat. Or maybe I inhaled too much of this stinking incense. I simply can’t stand the smell of this stuff.
Well, an hour later, we were back at the Vienna Opera House. It became time for dinner, and I can say we all were hungry like animals.

Since it was almost the end of our vacation, we decided to visit the Brandauer again. It had good food and wasn’t that far away. While we walked down the street, my dizziness came back. This time, I couldn’t hide it anymore. I staggered, so mom and Mr. Kofi helped me to a nearby bench at the Museum Quarter. After I sat down, Nikki’s father asked:
“What’s wrong, champ? So hungry that you can’t stand on your legs anymore? Balto?”
I shook and held my head. Everything was spinning around me. I mumbled:
“I feel dizzy.”

Mr. Kofi looked at me, then he grabbed his backpack and pulled a big bottle of water out of it. He handed me the bottle.

“Here, drink something. Your dizziness is most likely because of the heat. I have seen that a lot in the desert during my time in Afghanistan. When was the last time you drank something?”

I had to think, then answered:

“Shortly after we left the House of Music.”

The big cat shook his head.

“Balto, especially you, with your dark, thick fur, have to drink more. Otherwise, you risk a heat stroke.”

I almost emptied the bottle entirely. Mr. Kofi took it out of my hands, only to pour the rest over my paws. That felt nice and cooled me down. Ten minutes later, we continued our way to the restaurant. After we arrived there, we sat down at a bigger table with a bench where Nikki and I sat down. Our parents took the chairs on the other side of the table. 
Nikki, me, and Mr. Kofi decided for the “normal” Spareribs this time, while mom picked deer stew and Asha took a beef burger. Mom also wanted some red wine, which she shared with Asha. Mr. Kofi ordered a beer, while Nikki and I only drank sparkling water.

While watching the adult cheetah drinking, I asked:

“Mr. Kofi, can I maybe try this?”

Mom looked a bit shocked, while Mr. Kofi and his wife only chuckled. Nikki’s father answered:

“Sure. But I doubt that you will like it.”

My mother protested:

“Balto, I really think you shouldn’t…”

Asha interrupted her.

“Christa, let him taste. What’s the worst that could happen?”
My mother turned her head to her.

“That he pukes out his food. Balto, You only take a little sip, you understand?”

I nodded, took the big beer mug, and took a sip of the beer. The taste was ... terrible.  My whole body rebelled. I stuck out my tongue in disgust as I put the mug back on the table. Everyone laughed, Nikki patted my back. Mr. Kofi spoke:

“I thought that you wouldn’t like it. But that is probably for the best. I have seen way too many teens your age drinking themselves into the hospital.”

Mom also had something to say:

“I hope you remember that Balto. Seeing you drunk is something I'd rather not see.”

Asha giggled.

“I still remember Nicole's first intoxication. She was 15, coming home from a party she and some friends had at the lake. She vomited all over our front yard. That was such a mess.”
Mr. Kofi nodded.

“Yes, I remember. I stepped in it, as I came home later that evening.”

I chuckled, which caused Nikki to punch me.

“Stop laughing, doggy.”

I burst out laughing. I just had to remember something that happened over three years ago, during a video call with Nikki after she got accepted at Stark College. As soon as I was able to, I spoke to Nikki:

“Sorry, I just remembered our video call, after you were accepted at Stark. You were so drunk!”
I laughed again.

Nikki sighed, then started to tickle me.

“I will give you little rascal something to laugh about.”

I laughed, chuckled as Nikki tickled me. My girl laughed too. After a few minutes, under the eyes of our parents, she pulled me close to her, hugged me tightly and gifted me with a kiss on my muzzle. Our parents watched, same for some of the other guests. I could her Mr. Kofi telling his wife:

“Now I can see what you and Christa saw right at the beginning of all this. The two truly belong to each other.”
Asha’s answer was a gentle kiss on her husband’s mouth.

For me, this moment could have lasted forever. As the waiter came to check for us, I began to growl silently. The reason for that was simple. I still had food on my plate, and he wanted to take it away. The poor guy took a step back. Nikki put her left hand on my muzzle since she needed the right one to drink something.
“No growling, Wolferl. I am sure the man doesn’t want to take your food.”
Mom spoke in a serious tone:

“Balto, excuse yourself immediately. We are not growling at other people.”
I spoke in a submissive voice to the waiter, who looked at me:

“I am sorry.”
The man only nodded, asked if we would want anything else, then he left us alone.

My mother addressed me:

“Balto, what the hell were you thinking? Growling at a human.”
See, I didn’t want to growl at the waiter. I couldn’t help it. Something I tried to explain to my mom:
“Mom, I couldn’t control it. I just saw that he reached for my plate, and then it happened. Please, I didn’t mean it.”
Mom sighed. Luckily, Asha came to my aid:
“Christa, I think he really couldn’t control it. Remember that Nicole also had her problems with controlling her animalistic side, when she faced this parrot during their visit at the home of this Rock Star. Our Balto here is a canine, and they warn others in this way not to touch their food. If I remember it right, you did quite the same in our school’s cafeteria the first time we met.”
Mom sighed, while finishing her deer stew.

“Yes, Asha. And I don’t want Balto to risk doing something stupid because of his instincts. The laws don’t make a difference between an Anthro’s animalistic instincts and intention. What if Balto had snatched after this man? This would have caused serious problems.”

Asha agreed with my mom.

“Yes, Christa, you are right. Well, let us be thankful that it didn’t come to this extreme event. We will give the man a good tip, then everything should be fine.”
Without any more words, we finished our dinner. The waiter came back with the check, Mr. Kofi paid their part, and while mom did the same with ours, she said to the man:

“And sorry again for what happened before. My son usually isn’t like that. It is just…”
The waiter, as rude as it might seem, luckily interrupted her.

“Mam, everything is fine, don’t worry. I do this job for years now, and I have had customers who did much worse stuff. Also, I have heard a part of your conversation before. See, you are the very first Anthro’s I ever served. Next time, I will think before reaching for a wolf’s still-filled plate.”
This sentence caused everyone around me to laugh. As if the accident before wouldn’t have been enough.
We left the Brandauer a short time later. Mariahilfer Street was still bustling with activity, even though all the stores were already closed. We were all tired after this long day, but Mr. Kofi wanted us to make a little walk after dinner. Our way led us northwards, back to the Museum Quarter. From there we followed the street to the right side in the direction of “Schiller Park.” In the center of this park, we could see an impressive statue of Friedrich Schiller himself. His statue was surrounded by those of several other important poets. 
Those were Anastasius Grün, Nikolais Lenau, Josef Weinheber, and Franz Werfel. I am sorry, but I can’t say anything else about those men. I am not really into poetry. In fact, I always hated poetry lessons at school. Following the short stop at Schiller Park, we finally walked back to our hotel. 
The sun had almost disappeared, the moon slowly took her place in the sky, when we finally arrived at our hotel. None of us was able to do much more that day. We wished our parents a good night and went to our room. Before going to bed we helped each other to clean our paws. Warm water, soap, and a little paw massage can do wonders for your well-being. Nikki in particular enjoyed my gentle touches on her sensitive paws, after she laid down on the bed. My kitty purred while I massaged her pads. Every single toe I treated with tender care. After this day, mine and Nikki’s pads were a bit brittle. Luckily, we had a special balm just for this case. A mixture of different oils, shea butter and bee’s wax. This cream makes paw pads super soft and smooth. Nikki almost fell asleep during my massage. She always looks so peaceful when she is dozing. I undress my girl, myself, then it was time for a long sleep. Our journey was almost over now. Only two more days to go.
Chapter 13: Saturday
Our day began at noon. Nikki was sleeping tight as I stood up from the bed and moved over to the desk, where I sat down on a chair. I checked messages, notes, and emails. Everything was silent. No notes, no messages. Nothing. I sighed. I would have thought to get at least a message from Angel. Or Hazel. Someone I could talk to. Sometimes, it is hard to not have many friends. Next, I checked my class channel. Here we had a bit of activity. My classmates were talking about their vacations, the next school year. Some were afraid of going back to High School, others were just happy not being Freshman anymore. I must say that I can’t wait to go to school again. I miss Mikey and Antu. They both weren’t online for quite some time now. Angel was also surprisingly quiet. Whether she could be in the cabin? I hoped everything was alright at home.
Nikki slowly woke up. I could hear her mumbling, what made me turn my head to her.
“Morning, Nikki.”

My feline stretched her body, yawned, and smiled.

“Morning, my little wolf. How late is it?”

I checked the time on my phone, then looked back at Nikki, who was sitting on the bed by now.
“It is now 1 pm. You look cute, Nikki.”

My girl gave me a warm smile.
“Thank you, my little flatterer. Thanks for the paw massage yesterday. Sorry that I fell asleep during it. Want me to return the favor now? Come here.”

Nikki tapped on the bed and gestured for me to lie down next to her. I did as she wanted, made myself comfortable. Nikki sat down on my legs, my paws in reach of her gentle hands. She looked around and pointed at my nightstand, where the small tin of balm was standing.
“Be so kind and give me the tin, Balto.”
I reached for and handed Nikki the tin of balm. I closed my eyes, while she carefully massaged my paws. Her fingers caressed over every bit of my paws. I could feel how the balm softened my sour pads. This whole thing was so relaxing that I fell asleep again.
I saw a white light. Bright as the sun, it blinded me. And I heard a mix of several voices.

“Balto, Balto?” “Yes, What do want?” “You don’t deserve her.” “What? who?” “She will betray you.” “No” “Maybe she already did.” “No!” “She knows many guys.” “You can’t satisfy her.” “You are too young.” “You will fail.”
I screamed: “No, no. Shut up!”
I woke up. Nikki was sitting next to me on the bed, scared.

I held my head while I asked her: “Nikki? Where am I? What happened?”
Nikki answered in a silent voice:

“You, you fell asleep during my massage. Suddenly, you began to speak in your sleep. You screamed around. Balto, you scared me.”

I didn’t know what to do. I sat in a corner of the bed and tightened my legs, before I said to my worried girl:
“Nikki, have you ever betrayed me? Be honest. Am I good enough for you?”

My girl only looked at me in shock, her eyes filled with tears.

“What? No, I never betrayed you. And I will never do such a thing. And of course, you are. What makes you even think that you won’t?”

I shook my head.

“Voices. I heard voices. They told me that I am not good enough for you. That you will betray me.”

Nikki shook her head, as she slowly came closer to me.

“Again, Balto. I won’t. Never. I promise.” 
She opened her arms, and I jumped into them. I hugged Nikki tight, pressed myself against her. My girl gently caressed the back of my head, while she whispered into my ear:
“Don’t listen to any voices you hear in your sleep. Listen to your heart. I belong to you, as you belong to me. Hush, Balto. Hush.”

A knocking at the door broke the silence. My mother’s worried voice came through it:

“Balto, Nicole, is everything ok?”

Nikki asked me to release her. After I did so, she walked to the door and opened it before she said to my mother:
“Balto had a bad dream. Christa, can you come in? We need your advice.”
Mom came in. She walked directly towards the bed, sat down close to me, and took me into her arms.

She then asked Nikki:

“What is wrong? I heard Balto screaming “Shut Up!” Did you say anything bad to him, Nicole?
Nikki shook her head, her voice became louder. 

“What? No! I just told you that he had a bad dream, he heard voices which told him some nonsense. He screamed in his sleep.”

Mom looked at me worriedly and asked: 

“He screamed in his sleep? Balto, what did those voices say?”
I repeated what I had already told Nikki. Mom listened closely to every word. She thought for a second, after I was done, then answered:

“Balto, you have self-doubts. So big that they manifest in voices. Nicole, did you receive any news which could have caused those doubts?”
My cheetah first shook her head.

“No. Wait, yes, Raphael proposed to Svetlana a couple of days ago, they want to marry as soon as college is over. After I told him about this, Balto asked me if I would want him to propose to me. I told him that we have to wait for that.”

Mom nodded.

“I understand.” 

Mom carefully took my snout into her hand and directed my head upwards, so she could look me in the eye.

“Balto, listen to me closely. A ring says nothing about how much you love someone. You don’t need it to love someone.”
I mumbled:

“But mom, I want everyone to see that Nikki is taken. The other boys are always after her.”

Nikki, while standing in front of the bed and watching us, interfered:

“And? Balto, I am not interested in them. I will not leave you for any other boy.”

Mom looked closely at me. 

“You hear that? Listen to her, not any voices you hear in your head while you sleep.”

My mother gave me another hug before she stood up.

Was she right? Were these voices really nothing more than the manifestation of my self-doubt? Sometimes, I hate my brain.

Nikki sat back down next to me. My mom was about to leave the room, as she turned around and said:

“You two should get dressed now. We have a guided tour through the opera house at 4. You two should eat something ahead of that.”

Nikki helped me to get ready. I was still confused about this “dream”. Nikki picked jeans and shirts for both of us. In addition, Nikki put on her collar. Some of you might remember this collar. For those who don’t, here is a short explanation:
Nikki bought two collars with tags on them for a concert we visited during our first year together. Written on these tags is the inscription:

Nikki + Balto 
4 now and 4 ever. 
Without any doubt, she wanted to make me feel better. My collar laid on the desk. Since I didn’t pick it up myself, Nikki took it and asked with her sweet voice and big eyes:
“Don’t you want to wear yours, too? Please?”

I nodded, while I stepped closer to Nikki. My girl carefully placed the collar around my neck. She then shoved me in front of a big mirror in the entrance area of our room. I wondered why, But as Nikki hugged me from behind, I could see why. She wanted me to see us. The words she whispered into my ears next made me giggle:

“Hey, you stupid voices in there. I hope you have seen this.”
I could do nothing but turn around and hug my girl tightly. We kissed each other, my tail went wild. Nikki is such a wonderful girl. I know I say that very often. And I am not sorry for that.

After we were dressed, we left our room and went downstairs. To our surprise, only my mother was waiting there for us. She explained that Asha and Mr. Kofi had already left to buy tickets for the tour at the opera house. We would meet them there later. Nikki and I had a very late breakfast. While we ate, we talked a bit further with my mother. She said that she wants to go to a doctor with me as soon as we are back home. I don’t know why, probably for a routine check before school starts. As it was time to go, mom quickly paid for our breakfast, then we walked the short way from our hotel to the opera house, where Nikki’s parents waited for us at the main entrance. 
The tour started five minutes late. The tour guide excused herself, she had a business to care of. She led us through the doors into the foyer. We were welcomed by a large, impressive staircase, which was decorated with drawing and numerous statues. Next to that, the guide presented us several palace-like hallways. The best was the enormous opera hall itself. The hall in which we played in New York was nothing compared with this. Five rows with seats, plus the ones on the first floor, the orchestra pit, the stage. I could it Nikki’s eyes that she was dreaming about standing on this stage. She was missing the spotlights, the music. Nikki sighed, as we continued the tour. The guide presented us parts of the building a visitor usually doesn’t see, the backside of the stage for example. I was astonished at how much technic was needed to keep the show in front running. Especially if I think of the stage we have at Stark College.
Just a few more historical facts about the opera house, before we move on with the entry:

The Vienna opera House was first opened in 1869 with a performance of Mozart’s “Don Giovanni”.
A performance Emperor Franz Josef and his wife Elisabeth personally witnessed.

On March 12th, 1945, the opera was hit by American bombs during an air raid. Luckily, the damage wasn’t that big, and the house could reopen on May 1st, 1945. The performance for this reopening was again a play written by Mozart, “Le nozze di Figaro.” I guess there really was never a better sentence written for theater people than: “The show must go on.”

Ok, I don't want to bore you guys unnecessarily, so let's move on. The tour lasted for about 40 minutes, after which we made a short stop at the gift shop. There wasn’t much to look at, Mrs. Kofi just bought a book about the state opera.
In total, we spent about an hour inside this historical building. I was flashed by this experience, same for Nikki.
While we silently walked over the walkway in front of the opera, Mr. Kofi asked what we could do with the rest of the evening. Nikki looked at me, then she spoke up:

“Dad, I want to sing. Please, can we go to a karaoke bar?”
Her father sighed. This clearly wasn’t something he had planned to do on this evening. But even a strong man like him can’t deny a wish of his daughter.

Nikki checked her phone, the next Karaoke bar with good receptions was just about 20 minutes away. Nikki almost ran, she couldn’t wait for a chance to stand on stage again. 
Close to the bar we could see a few human teenagers who visited a nearby scene club. I admit, some of the girls were cute. For Humans. The Karaoke bar was a bit hard to find for us, there was only a sign on the door, and we almost missed it. This bar wasn’t as nice as the SOHO, but at least the stage area seemed to be better. As we entered, we heard a performance of a song out the Greatest Showman. But let us stay friendly, and not talk about it. We looked for a free table big enough for us, which we found on the window side, close to the entrance. The other guests looked a bit strange at us at first but didn’t pay much attention besides that. A waiter welcomed us shortly after we sat down and explained their system to us. We had to book a slot over their website, which Nikki immediately did. I couldn’t see which song she picked. Time passed, Nikki and I drank only water that evening, while our parents enjoyed a few cocktails. And then, it was Nikki’s turn. I wished her good luck. To my surprise, she took my hand and dragged me with her. The room went silent. Like most people in Vienna, these people clearly have never seen an Anthropomorph before. Now Nikki showed me the song, which made me smile. It was a song I have often heard. Besides that, it was exactly my kind of song. I talk about the song “When you tell me that you love me.”
The song starts with the male part, so I had to begin. I tried to support the message of the song with gestures, mostly to present the other guests a little show. Nikki followed my lead when her turn came. Performing this song was very emotional for Nikki and me. We both had tears in our eyes, as the last note went silent. We shared a hug and kissed. The audience cheered. Nikki bowed down. She had missed this for so long. Only reluctantly did Nikki leave the stage to make room for another performer. As we came back to the table, Mr. Kofi asked me to follow him outside. We stepped on the street, where we made a few steps away from the bar in silence. The fear that he wants to tell me something horrible grew inside me. We followed the street until we reached a little square. With a single bench on it, where we sat down. Mr. Kofi looked at the ground. I gulped, was too afraid to say anything. Finally, he began to talk.

“Balto, your mother told me that you had a weird dream today. That you heard voices. That you are afraid that you aren’t good enough for Nicole. Is that true?”

Out of my fear, I brought some distance between me and him before I answered in a silent voice:

“Yes, Mr. Kofi. That is true. Please, can I explain?”
He nodded.

“Go on.”

I gulped again.

“See, our friend Raphael, from the Theater Group, he asked his girlfriend to marry him. I think that Nikki wishes me to do the same, but I am too young for that. Somehow, I feared that Nikki would one day leave me for another boy, who is older, and can ask her this question. Mom said that my subconscious tricked me into thinking that Nikki would leave me. She said that I should listen to my heart. And that a ring wouldn’t change anything. But Mr. Kofi, I really would want to ask Nikki if…”

Mr. Kofi interrupted me.

“Balto, stop. I heard enough.” He looked at me with a stern expression and sighed. “Balto, I told you earlier on this vacation, that I would be fine with you proposing to my daughter, if you are old enough. While you and Nicole were standing on stage, your mother and my wife talked with me about all this. And we came to an agreement.”

Those words made my heart race. In a tearful voice, afraid of the only answer I could imagine, I asked: “You want me to end the relationship with Nikki?”
The cheetah shook his head, what gave me back a bit of hope.
“No. And not only because I know what that would do with Nicole. My daughter would never forgive Asha and me if we would force her to end her relationship with you. Besides that, I remember far too well which type of boy Nicole used to bring into my house before you. Believe me, I don’t want that to happen again. Really not, Balto.” 

I sighed in relief, but Mr. Kofi continued after a short break.

“As your mom tried to tell you, a marriage proposal doesn’t mean anything, at least not in legal terms. It is a symbolic act. Nothing more, nothing less. 
You can do it at any age. We just wanted you to be older, so you can understand what consequences even a purely symbolic act can have. Nicole loves you.  And from what I saw, you love her too.  So, if you want to propose to Nicole, you are allowed to do so.” 

I didn’t trust my ears, as I heard that. But my tail did. I wanted to jump up and run back to the bar, but Mr. Kofi stopped me by grabbing my arm.

“Balto, stop. If you are really sure about it, I want you to think about something special. Something memorable neither you nor Nicole would ever forget. Don’t rush it. And talk with your mother when we return to Darwin’s Hope on Monday. And Balto. Listen to me closely now. Don’t tell Nicole anything about what you and I just talked here. Did you understand? Believe me when I say that you don’t want to ruin the surprise for her.”
I still couldn’t believe this. I couldn’t resist and gave Mr. Kofi a tight hug. Tears watered my eyes and clouded my vision. I cried. Not because of pain, but out of joy. Mr. Kofi just made me the greatest gift of all. The chance to ask Nikki the big question. 

This whole conversation lasted for half an hour. We walked back to the bar afterward. In front of the door, before we went inside, Mr. Kofi reminded me once more not to say anything to Nikki. We then rejoined our women, who waited impatiently for our return. It was my girlfriend who asked:

“Where were you? I thought we would spend the evening together, but you two were gone for more than 30 minutes. What did you even do out there?”

Nikki’s father answered:

“I am sorry, Nicole. I had to talk with Balto about the dream he had in the morning. Your boyfriend obviously had self-doubt, and I thought I could help him with that.”
Nikki looked suspiciously at her father, but Mr. Kofi thought quickly and asked before Nikki could say anything:  
“Now tell me, will you perform again this evening, Nicole?”
Luckily, Nikki didn’t ask further questions about the talk her father and I had. Maybe because she knew that her father wouldn’t answer them anyway. Instead, my girl proudly told us that she had indeed booked another slot for her to perform. Or better said, for all our ladies to perform. It was “Gimme, Gimme, Gimme (A man after midnight)” by ABBA.
You should have that. It was such a cool performance. The whole time, I couldn’t move my eyes away from Nikki. Mr. Kofi noticed that, and whispered into my ear:

“She only wants you. Don’t let anyone tell you otherwise. You understand?”
I nodded. As the song ended, the audience wanted an encore. Now Nikki pulled off the most powerful performance I have ever seen of her. My girl was entirely in her element, as she blew everyone away with “I will survive.”
Nikki’s body became one with the music, it was breathtaking. At the end, everyone in the bar cheered for her. That evening, she won everyone’s heart. Before she gave up the microphone, she spoke a few words in an exhausted tone:

“Thank you so much! By the way, My name is Nikki. And over there, the wolf at this table over there, is my boyfriend. Balto, stand up and move your ass over here!”

Mom had to give me a little push to get me going. I couldn't imagine what Nikki was up to. As I was close enough to her, she threw the mic to one of the employees, grabbed and kissed me in front of all these cheering and clapping people. It was like in one of those classic movie scenes, just the roles were different. Here, I was the girl, and Nikki the man. I can’t even describe the mixture of feelings I experienced at this moment. This girl means everything to me. The words she said to me after her kiss almost went down in the cheering:

“Never doubt my love for you again, Balto.”
We stayed at the bar until 11 pm. Luckily, no one ever asked about my age. Guess for humans, I look older than I am. Nikki was still overwhelmed by her success, probably downright high on adrenaline or something like that.
She danced over the walkways, used the lampposts as poles, almost ran over a couple of older humans. My cheetah was so wild and full of energy that I could almost imagine the police coming for her with tranquilizers. That would have been both tragic and funny to watch.
Under normal circumstances, the way back to the hotel would have taken us about 15 minutes. But Nikki’s state caused us to make a longer walk to tire her out. We walked to St. Stephen, then to the Church of St. Peter. Next, we followed the street south to Michaelerplatz, where we looked a last time at the old Roman ruins, which are presented there. Back in the days of Vindobona, these ruins were living quarters.
From Michaelerplatz we made a right turn and followed the street in the direction of the Albertina. For a last time, we visited this impressive building. We walked up the wide stairs, enjoyed the view at the illuminated Vienna Opera House. This old city surely has its magic. 

It was almost midnight as we reached our hotel. Nikki finally came down a bit. My girl yawned as we walked past the reception desk. She had worn herself out so much that she could hardly walk straight, what seemed to amuse the man behind the counter. We took the elevator up to our floor. I was really looking forward to a capful of sleep, but after wishing our parents a good night, my mother asked me to join them in their room, while Asha helped her exhausted daughter into ours and put her to bed. Slightly annoyed, I followed my mother’s wish. I was tired, and I didn’t want to leave Nikki alone. Asha assured me that Nikki was sleeping like a baby, as she joined us a few minutes later. Nikki’s mom silently closed the door behind her, and Mr. Kofi excused himself to take a shower. My mother, Asha, and I got comfortable on the couch to have a little talk about what Nikki’s father had told me earlier. I could barely hide the fact that I would rather be with Nikki right now than sit here having another long conversation with our parents. It was a relief that mom didn’t waste any time and came directly to the point:


“Balto, I want this quick since all can use some sleep. Idrissa talked with you before about this whole proposing to Nicole thing. I thought it might be better to use the chance now, than to wait until we are back home.” 
Mom took a deep breath, while Asha smiled at me the entire time. I felt my mother’s hand on my leg, as she continued:

“Balto, I know this idea came a bit out of nowhere, but for Asha, Idrissa, and me, it seems to be the best way to help you against your self-doubt. What I wanted to talk about with you is when and where. Did you have you any ideas yet?”
I shook my head, while I yawned.
“No, mom. Until this talk with Mr. Kofi earlier, I thought I would have to wait for my 18th birthday to do that. He told me before that it should be a special place, something for us to remember.”

Both women nodded. Asha then told us a short story about her husband’s proposal:

“Idrissa, for example, asked me during a party at Niagara Falls, where we celebrated the end of my first year in college. At this time, he was already serving in the army. He dropped out of College after spending only 2 years there. I still remember all the different lights, which let the water look like cotton candy. On one of the platforms above the falls, he suddenly knelt, held up a little box, and inside was a golden ring with three diamonds. Just that you know Balto, those diamonds on an engagement ring symbolize the past, the present, and the future. My family isn’t even close as wealthy as Idrissa’s, which is why I was speechless to see such a thing.” 
Asha laughed. 
“I needed so long to answer that Idrissa began to think I would reject him.” Asha chuckled. “He almost cried.”

I heard Mr. Kofi’s voice from inside the bathroom: 

“That was such a horrible feeling. Believe me, my son, the seconds that pass after you ask your beloved this question will be the longest of your life.”
My mother agreed and smiled.

“Very true. It is a perfect chance for a woman to let out her sadistic side. And all we have to do is to remain silent.” Now both women laughed. For me, this just sounded cruel.

Asha’s story made me curious, so I asked my mother:

“Mom, how did dad propose to you?”
My mother went silent for a moment, before she answered:

“Well, that was on a cold night back in December 2001. Your father first took me to an elegant restaurant, then we watched a movie at the cinema. It was the first Lord of the Rings. I can’t tell you how much my butt hurt after this movie was finally over. He then told me that he wanted to bring me home. I wondered why he chose the way through a small park. Instead of taking a more direct route. There were Christmas lights in the trees. Snow was falling. In front of a frozen lake, he knelt in the snow while holding up a white ring box. Your father was so nervous that he dropped the thing into the freshly fallen snow. It took him a few minutes to find it again. In a nervous voice, like I had never heard it from him before, he asked: 
“Christa Star, even if your parents don’t like me much, I love you, and I will always love you. Please, will you make me the luckiest wolf on earth, and become my wife?”

I remember the joy I felt after this. Instead of answering with words, I only reached him my hand, and he gently put the ring on my finger. It was a golden ring, without any gems on it. Don’t get me wrong, It wasn’t bad for a young police officer. But Balto, the ring really isn’t what matters. The thing can come out of a gumball machine, the meaning is always the same.”
Mr. Kofi, wearing one of those white hotel bathrobes, came out of the bathroom to take part in the conversation:
“Even as this is true, you won’t give my girl a ring out of a gumball machine, Balto. We two can go shopping for a fitting one as soon as we are back home.”

Mom spoke up:

“Idrissa, I thought that Balto could use my ring, if that is ok for you. I'm sure that Sebastian would be happy to see Balto using it to ask Nicole this big question.”

The big cheetah crossed his arms. The bathrobe was a bit small for him and went up pretty far. Luckily, only the feline’s muscular upper thighs became visible. His answered to my mother made me sigh in relief:
“That is indeed a good idea, Christa. Nicole isn’t much into diamonds and such stuff anyway. By the way, I remember that ring. Balto, you sure will like it. And Nicole will love it.”
Asha stood up from her seat, walked over to her husband to give him a kiss. Then Nikki’s parents went to bed, while mom had one last thing to tell me.
“Balto, before you go over to Nicole, I want you to promise me that you think about a special location. One place you and Nicole maybe have a special memory of. Sadly, New York is a bit far away, the theater there would have been a good location.” Mom tousled my hair. “You will find a good place for it. Just don’t rush it, and don’t tell anything to Nicole about this. Now go to your girl. Good night, Balto.”
I gave my mom a tight hug and kissed her.

“I love you, mom. Good night.”
A warm smile appeared on my mother’s face.

“I love you, my son. I am proud of you.”

After I stood up and made a few steps towards the door, I turned my head in the direction of the bed and said: “Good night, Mr. and Mrs. Kofi.”
In return, they both wished me a restful sleep. Silently, I left the room. Not a single sound could be heard in the hallway. I sneaked over to our door, unlocked it, stepped in, and closed the door behind me. In the darkness, I heard Nikki breathing softly. I quickly undressed, then cuddled up closely to my girl. She purred when I put my arm around her waist, but she didn't wake up. It didn’t take long until I felt into a deep slumber. No more voices, no more bad dreams. Just a peaceful night with the love of my life in my arms.

Chapter 14: Sunday
Nikki and I woke up around 10 am. My cheetah sat up straight on the bed to stretch her upper body. This morning was colder than the former ones were, what caused my girl to shiver. She rubbed her arms to get warm, but that didn’t help her much, which is why she slipped back underneath her blanket. Nikki then turned her head and looked at me with her big, wonderful eyes. She smiled, as she gently touched my cheek with her hand.

“Morning, Balto. Did you sleep well? I slept like a rock.”

I nodded while yawning loudly. Even I noticed how cold it was in the room, as I put the blanket aside. Nikki noticed something else, after I stood up from the bed. 

“It seems that someone else is awake, doggy.”

My girl went on all fours, she crawled towards me with her tail raised high. Her muzzle came close to me shaft, my heart was jumping in joy, but Nikki destroyed my hopes on a morning BJ. Her look went from my twitching member up to my face, as she said:

“Let us take a warm shower, and please turn up the heat a bit. Unless you want to have a cheetah popsicle in here.”

I chuckled. Nikki always looks so cute when she is cold. All over her body the fur then stands on end. Humans would call it goosebumps, I guess. A warm shower seemed to be a good idea now, but first I turned up the thermostat to unfreeze my cheetah. Meanwhile, Nikki stood up from the bed and made the few steps into the bathroom, where she prepared the shower. She was already standing under the warm water, as I joined her. Nikki was close to the wall, she put both her hands on the tiles and posed broad legged in front of me. She enjoyed the warm water running down on her fur, as she reached me the Fur Care shampoo.  

“Be a good wolf and help me with this, ok?”

She didn’t have to ask that twice. With a smile on my face, I took the bottle out of her hands, opened it, squeezing a good amount out of it into my hand. Then I put the bottle aside, knelt behind my girl and began to massage the shampoo deep into her fur. I started with her left paw, which Nikki lifted for me, so I could reach every spot. Same with the right one. My hands wondered slowly upwards, massaging her lower legs one after the other. Nikki purred so loud you would have thought we were using a drill in the shower. After getting more shampoo, I continued with her upper legs, first the outside, then the inner sides. I spared her pleasure cave and her cute little butt. I stood up, as my hands went up to her waist, her belly. She giggled, as I stuck my finger into her little belly button.
“Stop it, doggy. That tickles.”
After I got another portion of shampoo, I continued to wash my cheetah’s back, her sides. Her arms, first left, then right. I massaged her hand, what caused my girl to moan silently. Nikki then turned around, presenting me her wet breasts. Her nipples were hard, she clearly had enjoyed my treatment so far. Gently I massaged her boobies, with my fingers wandering over the erected nipples again and again. Nikki sighed aroused. She put her arms on my shoulders, looking at me with her big, clear purple eyes. Without a warning, she pressed me against her soaking wet body, and kissed me wildly. Our tongues began to dance in my mouth. Both of us moaned, while the warm water continued to run down on our bodies. I felt how Nikki led her hand between my legs, how she squeezed my balls. I stepped from one leg to the other, soon my cock was standing at full size again. Nikki simply knows how to touch a canine to get what she wants. Once more, she looked at me with a lustful expression in her eyes. She just wanted to go down on her knees, as I stopped her. No. She had her chance. A bit roughly, I made her turn back around. I parted her legs, grabbed the root of her excitedly twitching tail, lifted it up, to reveal the little hole underneath. Nikki wanted to protest, but no. I wanted her. With the help of a bit of shampoo it was easy to shove my cock deep into her ass. Nikki screamed in lust and a bit of pain.
I gave her only a second to get used to my cock before I pulled it almost entirely out, just to push it back inside. She felt so incredibly tight. With my hands holding her waist, I began to hump my girl in a slow, but steady rhythm. 
Nikki hissed while her claws scratched over the tiles. I felt how she tightened her muscles, how she squeezed my member with her butt. Turned on by this, I increased my speed. Back, forth, back, forth. My knot grew and pressed against her tight little hole with every deep thrust. Our moaning mixed, my rhythm became faster, the pressure raised. My girl pressed her butt against me, begging to be fucked harder. She screamed out her lust, what encouraged me additionally. Again and again, my cock disappeared knot deep in her butt. The tightness of her butt hole drove me insane; my balls were about to burst.
I placed my right hand on Nikki ‘s throat. I tightened my grip to silence the noisy feline, but this turned her on even more. Nikki reached back, buried her claws in my flash, while I continued jamming my cock into her tight hole. As I was about to cum, I pulled my member out of Nikki’s ass and made a step back. My disappointed girl turned around, just to be forced on her knees by me. I pointed the tip of my cock at her face, only seconds later Nikki’s face was sullied with my semen. At least for a moment, until the warm water of the still running shower washed it away. I was panting hard, Nikki grinned with my cock in her face. Like so many times before she rubbed her snout against it. Luckily, Nikki’s ass was clean. Otherwise, this would have been a bit messy for her. Minutes passed, until Nikki stood up again. Her legs were a bit shaky, so I had to support her. Back on her paws, she made me turn around, so she could help me now to get clean. In total, we spent almost an hour in the shower cabin that morning. But it was so darn hot. Nikki walked a bit crooked after this, what somehow made me feel proud. 
We dried ourselves as good as possible, before we got dressed and walked down to the lobby for some breakfast. The restaurant was pretty crowded with other guests, so Nikki and I decided to take a little walk to find another place for breakfast. While we passed Kärtner Straße, I received a message from my mother. She wished us a good morning, asked if we slept well, the typical ‘good morning’ message. After I told her that everything was fine, that we were just on our way to get breakfast, mom replied that she and Nikki’s parent’s also left the hotel to take a few more photos, maybe buy some more souvenirs. As we walked through the streets, Nikki became more and more annoyed as we couldn't find a place to have breakfast anywhere. Only those typical tourist traps, which were just as overcrowded as the restaurant at our hotel. Only after a longer walk, past the house of Mozart, we found a small restaurant that served an English breakfast. Nikki was hungry and grumpy, which is why we decided to try our luck there. We sat down at one of the tables inside this quite classically furnished restaurant. When the waiter handed us the menus, Nikki immediately ordered a caffè latte for herself, and some cocoa for me. 
For breakfast we took an English one with beans, ham, and sausages. Actually, this was the first English breakfast I ever had. Our shopping mall at home offers quite a few restaurants, but none of them serves something like this. 
It took about ten minutes until the water came back to bring us our breakfast. The expression on his face as he put down the plate in front of Nikki was somehow amusing to me. He seemed a bit scared because of the way Nikki looked at him. But hey, my cheetah was hangry. Her mood brightened when she finally had something to put into her empty stomach. It was funny to watch how Nikki almost inhaled the food. Mostly because I am usually the one who doesn’t chew. Nikki had emptied her plate in no time, and accompanied by a satisfied purr, she licked her muzzle clean. To my surprise, Nikki signalized the waiter to bring her another portion. At this point, I wasn’t even done with my first plate. Nikki now was way more relaxed than before, our waiter didn’t have to fear getting his arm ripped off by a hungry predator anymore, as he brought her the second portion. We enjoyed our breakfast up to the point I received a call from my mother. She asked where we went, and when we would come back. She reminded me that we should pack our stuff together, since we would have to leave the hotel very early in the morning to get to the airport in time. The call lasted a few minutes, during which I watched Nikki empty her second plate to the last crumb.
It was pretty good food, but other than Nikki, I was totally fine with only one portion. Following this rich meal, and after Nikki had paid, including a slightly bigger tip for our waiter, we continued our walk through the inner city. It was Sunday, almost every store was closed. 
Nevertheless, the streets were full of people. 
In Darwin’s Hope, at least in our area of the Lamarck district, you barely see anyone outside on Sundays. We walked back to the Kärtner Straße, where Nikki used her last chance for a little window shopping.
She stopped in front of one of the numerous clothing stores, where her eyes fell on a strapless green dress displayed on a mannequin. Nikki took a few photos of this dress, while I quickly checked my phone. Mom sent me a few pics she took during their final walk through the city. Most of them showed the area around the city hall, parliament, and the palace of justice. I looked around and spotted a Jewelry store. I don’t know what it was, but something pulled me to that window, while Nikki was still looking at this dress. Maybe I should have told her that green wasn’t really her color. Well, I guess she was more interested in the cut and shape of the dress than its color.
I looked at the jewelry presented inside the window. So many different types of rings. With and without gems, gold, silver, rose gold. They also had watches and other expensive stuff in there, but my interest was in the rings. Mom said that she wanted to give me the ring she got from my father. But would a simple gold ring be good enough for Nikki? She would deserve the most expensive ring on the planet, as she is the biggest treasure I can imagine. The sweet voice of my girl suddenly snapped me out of my thoughts.
“What are you looking at, Balto?”
I stuttered, as I feared that Nikki could find out about my intention to ask her earlier than she would expect it.
“No… Nothing, Nikki. Let us go. Our parents are probably waiting for us at the hotel.”

I walked past Nikki, but she stopped with a firm grip on my shoulder. In a serious tone, she said:

“Didn’t your mom tell you more than once that you should not lie?”
I sighed. My gaze went down to the ground. I am a terrible liar. I always was, and Nikki knows that. After I didn’t respond, Nikki said:

“You were looking at wedding and engagement rings, right? Balto, are you still thinking about Raphael and Svetlana?” Nikki took me into her arms. “Doggy, our time will come soon enough.”
How right she was. I only nodded at her, and we continued our way. The next stop was a shop that sold chocolates. I promised to bring Hazel and Johana some of Mozart’s balls, I mean “Mozartkugeln”, which we bought inside this shop. I just hope they don’t eat them all at once, since they sadly didn’t sell the Anthro-friendly kind of chocolate. I only bought two small packages, in the hope that they will survive the travel back home. As we left the store, we felt a cold wind blowing through the streets. The sky darkened, and we heard thunder from afar. Nikki seemed to be worried about this, she grabbed my arm, then we ran north towards Stephansplatz. Better said, he dragged me there. A wolf running with a cheetah? Forget it. Just in time before it began to rain, we reached the entrance of the subway station. We were both surprised how heavy the water came down from the sky. As if someone in heaven had opened a sluice gate. We couldn't do more than look for a place to sit down and wait for the rain to stop. There were no benches anywhere, so Nikki and I chose a quiet corner and simply sat down in the floor. There I decided to call my mother since I wanted to know if they also managed to escape the rain. They were less lucky than us, the rain surprised them on their way back to the hotel. Mom said that they are currently underneath the roof of the Theseus temple. She also said that she was worried about us, that she wanted to call me at the same moment I called her. I was just a bit faster.

We waited for about twenty minutes inside the station, then the rain slowly stopped. There were still a few drops, but Nikki said we should leave now before the rain gets heavier again. With fast steps we walked towards our hotel, which we reach mostly dry about ten minutes later. Only our paws were soaked with water. 
As we wanted to wait for the others, we took seats at a table in the hotel’s restaurant. Nikki ordered us something warm to drink, a coffee for her and some cocoa for me. Only a few moment moments after we got our beverages, Nikki burst out in laughter. I didn't know why at first, but when she pointed to the door, I had to laugh too. 
Our parents came in, they were completely soaked, from their ears to the tips of their toes. They saw how their appearance amused us, what made them look a bit grumpy. An animal would now simply shake itself to get the water out of the fur, for an Anthro, this isn’t so easy. Sure, we can do that, but at least I always feel dizzy afterwards. And they still had clothes on, which was another reason why this wouldn’t have worked. Our parents came over to us. While I stopped laughing, Nikki still couldn’t calm down. Every time she looked at our parents, she began to laugh again. Mr. Kofi, who seemingly was a bit angered, said:
“Nicole, I will block your credit card for a month if you don’t stop laughing.” 
Now it was my mom, who looked at Mr. Kofi and began to laugh herself.

“Idrissa, I have to admit that we look quite hilarious. Come on, let us get out of those wet clothes. Kids, we meet upstairs in an hour. We must talk about tomorrow morning.” 
Before she left, my mother gave me a kiss on my snout and Nikki got one on her cheek. We finished our drinks, then we took the elevator to our floor and knocked on the door of our parents’ room. My mother opened and asked us to take a seat on the couch.
Mr. Kofi and Asha joined us a short time later, after they got dressed. After everyone sat down, Mr. Kofi briefed us about our journey back home:
“Our flight to Chicago will depart at 10:30. To be there at the airport in time, we will leave here at exactly 6 am. I ordered a cab, wake up time is at 4:30. Nicole, Balto, you two will go to your room now, and pack everything. Double check, make sure you don’t miss anything. And make sure the luggage doesn’t get too heavy. Should you need space, tell me. And now, go.”
Nikki and I stood up, saluted, and replied together:
“Yes Sir.”
Our mothers chuckled, but Mr. Kofi wasn’t so amused.
“Knock it off, both you two. Now move your butts out of here.”
We wished our parents good night before we left their room. During the following hour, we packed our things together, while we reviewed the past two weeks. Nikki and I talked about our first in Austria, our visit at the Aqua Terra Zoo. We talked about all the happy times, our visit at Carnuntum, about the laughter in the Prater. Our Karaoke Night, the good food we were allowed to enjoy, the knowledge we received. I had to chuckle, as I looked at my Mozart outfit. I love this red and golden frock coat. Even this stupid wig. Nikki raved about Schönbrunn Palace, meant how she would have loved to sing and perform there. It would be the right place for my princess. Another one of my favorites is St. Stephen Cathedral. This building has seen so much since the time it was built. And it sure will see many things more, after we all are long gone. With this thought about death, Mauthausen came into my mind. I remembered the cold wind I felt during our visit. How I thought that someone, or something would watch me on every step.
I shook my head to get rid of those bad thought, what amused Nikki. She reminded me about the happy news we received from Raphael and Svetlana. I thought immediately about what I talked about with my mother and Nikki’s parents on Friday night. Should I really ask Nikki? 

My mind circled this question, as I looked at my girl. Nikki smiled at me, while she packed the last of her stuff. We were almost done, as I saw my little friend sitting on the nightstand. I didn’t make as many photo’s with him as would have wanted to. But I have at least a few, which I will gladly show to you, my friends. I stored my little friend in his box and packed him into my backpack, together with other things I would need on the long flight home. My headphones, for example, and my power bank.
At about 11 pm, Nikki and I were finished packing. One last check, but there was nothing left of us in the room. Nikki stretched and yawned as it became time to get at least a few hours of sleep. I will never get tired of watching Nikki getting naked. The feline slipped underneath the white sheath as soon as her spotted fur was the only thing left that covered her slender body. I joined her a short time later, but while my girl fell asleep rather quickly, I couldn’t find any rest that night. A particular thought kept me awake. The thought about my grandparents in Germany. My attempt to reunite our family during this vacation failed miserably. I had the great chance to make things right, but instead I only opened up old wounds. To make things even worse, I hurt my mom’s feelings.
The whole night I was lying in this bed, next to Nikki. She always looks so peaceful during her sleep just like an innocent little angel.
At precisely 4:30, the alarm on Nikki’s phone began to play Manic Monday. My kitty stretched her body, she yawned loudly and scratched her right breast before she looked at me.

“Morning, Balto. You don’t look like you had much sleep. Is something wrong?”

I shook my head. 
“No, all good. Just couldn’t sleep. You know, the long flight and everything.”
Nikki looked at me suspiciously. 
“You are such a lousy liar, Fluffy. What is wrong? Heard any voices again?” 
My girl stood up and dragged me to the bathroom, while I thought of a good answer to her question. My cheetah sat down on the toilet, and while I watched her with wide open eyes, she emptied her bladder. The somewhat astonished expression in my face didn't go unnoticed by Nikki.
“What? I marked you, and you marked me several times. I think we are far behind of finding this awkward. Don’t worry, if I have to do number 2, I will give you a warning. Now speak, what kept you awake this time?”

I gulped. Nikki surely must think that I am crazy.

“Well, I thought of my grandparents in Germany. I was so happy the moment I found them, thought that I could reunite our family. But instead, I hurt mom.”

Nikki sighed as she stood up, flushed the toilet, and walked over to the sink to wash her hands and to brush her teeth. She also reached me my toothbrush, as she replied:

“Don’t worry about your mom. You know, she is the strongest woman I know. Just think twice before you disobey her wishes again. Now get ready, I am sure dad will come to check if we are ready soon.”
Her father indeed knocked at the door a short time after we got dressed. Nikki chose a casual outfit, t-shirt, and pants, but nothing overly sexy. Same for me, with my bandana as the only difference. Under Mr. Kofi’s watchful eyes, we dragged our luggage out of the room and down to the lobby. Our mothers already waited there for us. Their faces also looked like they didn’t catch much sleep last night. Especially my mother’s fur was quite disheveled. As we all were assembled in the lobby, Mr. Kofi reached me my backpack. In the haste with which we left the room, I completely forgot about the thing. 
“You forgot this in the room, Balto. Please be more careful, ok?”  
From this point on, the journey back home wasn’t much worth talking about anymore. We drove to the airport in a big cab, arrived there way too early for my taste, had our papers checked, and then we had enough time for a small breakfast. I didn’t eat anything, just had a cocoa, while the others enjoyed coffee and croissants. 
The boarding for our plane to Chicago began a little late, due to some difficulties they had with, and here Nikki’s father looked at me with a stern expression, forgotten luggage inside the plane.

We boarded our flight as one of the first passengers again since we had first class tickets. Feels really good to have those, I hope we can always fly like this.

The flight took us almost 10 hours, during which I finally got some sleep without any voices keeping me up this time. From Chicago to Buffalo, we needed another one and a half hours. 
Luckily, Antu’s father Mr. Strife waited for us at the airport to pick us up. The car ride home took us about half an hour, after which we were all just happy to see our houses. Tired and exhausted, we dragged our luggage inside. Unfortunately, Nikki couldn’t stay at our place that day. She wanted to drive to the cabin to look if everything was ok there. I wanted to go with her, but mom wanted me to stay home. We needed to talk about something important, and this was a good chance for this talk, without the risk that Nikki could hear us.

After we took care of our luggage, mom asked me to sit down in our sofa in the living room. She went into her bedroom first before joining me. In her hands, she held a little, heart-shaped box, which she placed on the coffee table ahead of us. After she took a seat, mom began to talk:

“Ok, Balto. Please listen carefully and think before you answer anything. As you remember, last Friday we talked about you proposing to Nicole. Do you still want to do this, Balto?”
My answer was an enthusiastic: “Yes!”
My mother smiled a bit, as she heard my obvious answer.
“Good. Since our talk on Friday, have you thought about a when and where you want to ask Nicole?”
Actually, I didn’t. There simply was no time, and with Nikki around, I couldn’t really think of something in that direction without the risk of Nikki getting suspicious.

“No, mom. I didn’t have the time. And I really can’t think of a location special enough. Our favorite locations are the cabin, or maybe the bar we always visit with the theater group.”
Mom said, after she gave me an approving nod:

“I see. Good locations, but not quite what I would call special. Hm, I have an idea. Be a dear and get our family photo album, yes? I will make us some cocoa with marshmallows.”
I couldn’t imagine anything what mom was thinking to find In an album full of old photos. Most of them show me as a little cub. I got the album out of one of the cabinets underneath our TV and sat back down on the couch. I began to browse through the earlier stages of my life, while I waited for my mother. I saw photos of me in the maternity ward of St. Francis D'Assisi Hospital. Those photos must have been made shortly after I was born. I still can’t believe that my I once had entirely black fur. Then I saw photos of me in my cradle at home. Not as fancy as the one we saw in the treasury in Vienna, but it did a good job. This cradle still exists, it stands disassembled in the closet of our guestroom. For me, the cutest thing about this particular photo was a five-year-old Nikki standing next to the cradle on a short stepladder looking at me, with her little hands on the edge. Mom came back with two big cups of steaming hot cocoa, while I further looked on this photo. In her muzzle she carried a bag of marshmallows, which she signed me to take. I did her this favor, mom placed the cups on the coffee table, then she sat back down. She looked at the photo now, just to explain:

“This was made only a day after we brought you home. As you know from one of my mother’s emails and our talks, I had post-natal depressions. During the first weeks after you were born, Asha and Nicole slept here almost every night. Nicole with you in your room, and I slept with Asha in my room. As I have told you, your girl refused to sleep in the guestroom. During a stormy night, Asha and I witnessed one of the sweetest things we have ever seen. We heard you crying. But not for long, what worried me. Asha and I quickly stood up and ran over to your room. At first, I got a shock, as I only saw a pair of glowing eyes next to you. After I switched on the lights, we could see Nicole standing next the cradle. She looked at you, and we heard her singing a little lullaby. Luckily, Asha took this photo, it is one of my favorites. Even if it is a bit shaky.”
After we went through a few more pages, my mother pointed at another photo. 
“This one here also has a sweet story behind it.” 
I looked, after I took a sip of my cocoa, and fished a marshmallow out of the cup to eat it. The photo showed me at a slightly older age, standing on my feet, with Nikki behind me holding my hands.
“This was the very first time you tried to stand on your paws. Your legs were all shaky. I tried to help you, but you screamed every time I tried to hold your hands. Only Nicole was allowed to do that. Your first steps followed shortly after, with Nicole always close to you.” 
Mom sighed softly, with a smile on her face. I became a bit impatient, mostly because I was still tired after this long day, and my butt was still hurting from sitting in a plane for half a day.
“Mom, how should this help me find a good location?”

Mom now sounded more like a teacher than a mother.

“Patience, my boy. We get there. Turn over to the next page.”

She took a big gulp of her cocoa while I looked at photos from a location I could barely remember. I asked, while I looked at the first photo on that page:
“Where is that? I know that I know this place.”
What I could see in that photo was the outside of a brownish building with a dinosaur, a Stegosaurus, to be more precisely, next to it. In the following photos you can see either Mom, Nikki, her parents, or me walking through the corridors and looking at the countless exhibits of this place. And then there was this special photo. It was loose, so mom could take it out of the album. She took a closer look at it, before she explained:

“This here is what I was looking for.” 

She showed me the photo. I could see Nikki and me sitting in front of a showcase. While pointing at us with her finger, my mother continued:

“Look, here are you and Nicole. You two sat in front of this display case for at least half an hour. You both looked at the animal inside it like it would be in some way magical. We could even let you sit there alone. The museum staff later told us that you didn’t move an inch. Idrissa, Asha, and I watched as you stood up, you walked around the display case. On its side, you tapped on the glass. What followed then made us all laugh. With your hand still on the glass, you turned your head towards us. Your face showed a big smile, as you yelled: “Mommy, doggy!” 
Then your gaze went down to the golden name plaque. Your eyes became wide as you read the name, and you recognized something. Nicole came over to you, looked over your shoulder and read the name out loud: “Balto.”
I remember you two standing there, Nicole took you into her arms. This whole scene was so heartwarming. I remember how Asha pinched me in the side, came close and whispered into my ear: “I bet with you that one day, they will become a couple.”

Back then, I laughed about this. I told her that I don’t bet. Idrissa wasn’t so happy about what his wife said. He didn’t say anything, but I could see the disapproval on his face. As for you and Nicole, you two remained in front of Balto.” Mom chuckled.
“As it was time to leave, I wanted to take your hand. You began to scream since you didn’t want to go. Only Nicole was able to convince you to follow her. Back in the car, you cuddled up close to your girl. During this entire trip, everyone could see the extremely close bond between the two of you. Even Idrissa.” 

Mom smiled at me, after she emptied her cup, and asked:

“Do you understand now why I showed you this?”

I also drank out my cocoa before I answered:

“Yes, I think so. But how Can I convince Nikki to drive with me to Cleveland? From what I know, the city isn’t exactly a tourist hotspot.”
Mom chuckled.
“No, but even Cleveland has places worth visiting. The Rock’n’Roll Hall of Fame, the zoo, an amazing aquarium, and the Great Lakes Science Center. I am sure we can convince your girl to take you on a trip there. I will work something out with Asha. You should concentrate on your speech. Oh, and before I forget it.”

She took the small, heart-shaped box from earlier and handed it to me. I looked at it with shaking hands because I knew what was inside. Mom encouraged me to open the box, what I did. 
And it was indeed what I thought it was. My mother’s engagement ring. I had never seen it before. Other than she told me back in the hotel room in Vienna, it isn’t a simple gold ring. Well, it is made out of gold. The ring is a gold nugget ring with 5 diamonds on the upper side. I didn’t know what I should say, as I was sitting there with a wide-open mouth while looking at this ring. Later I checked the price of it and damn, dad really must have loved my mom.

After a few minutes of silence, my mom said:

“Asha already helped me with Nicole’s ring size. Luckily, it wasn’t much different from mine back then, so the ring only needed a minor adjustment and should fit perfectly. But Balto, keep it hidden until the day you need it. And think of what you can say before you ask your girl the big question. Take your time, write down ideas, show them to me.  You can also ask Asha. Due to her work as a wedding planner, she can possibly give you tips on what to say. Don’t rush it, take your time.”

Mom came closer to take me into her arms.

“My big boy. What would you say to watching a bit of TV with your mother?”
We spent the rest of the evening watching episodes of our favorite crime series, and a new documentation about Anthropomorphic History. The most interesting part of that was an interview with Dr. Lucius Allister. Some of you might remember him as the doctor we met during our first trip to New York. During this interview, he talked about the recent developments in the relations between humans and Anthros, and about the currently increasing number of crimes against our species. Especially in areas with smaller communities that used to be exclusively human. Sadly, New York City was one of the hotspots of those hate crimes. Another topic of the interview was the growing sex tourism in cities and areas which are primarily populated by Anthros. You could see it in his face and hear it in his voice how difficult this topic was for Dr. Allister. His first “creation”, the tiger girl Suki, who he had risen like his own daughter, was taken from him, and forced into prostitution. She later committed suicide, shortly before the Anthros were granted human rights. 
This whole Anthro/Human sex thing is still strange to me. For example, why do humans want to have sex with us Anthros? Many of them still think we are second or third-class citizens.
While watching this documentary, which consisted mainly of endless talking, mom and I became so tired that we both fell asleep on the couch. At about 2:00 am, the lovely voice of my cheetah gently woke me up. Nikki helped me to my room, after we brought mom a warm blanket. We couldn’t wake her up, so we wanted to at least keep her warm during this unfortunately cold night in the middle of August.

And with this, I want to end this entry. Austria was so far the biggest adventure I had in my entire life. I hope that many more will follow, with Nikki by my side.

As always, stay safe.
Nikki and Balto
P.S.:

Here is a link to some of the photos I made during our trip:

---Click me, I am another Link!---
