Chapter 2: Proverbs 21:15 

– 

When Justice is done, it is a joy to the righteous but terror to evildoers


Both Branden and Scott had trouble sleeping that night, minds both raked with fear with the fact that they had gotten caught. At this point, Scott deduced, whatever she said was just that – she had no proof to the “allegations” she was most likely going to report.


He would know soon enough anyway; best begin to come up with an alibi as to why a sixteen year old was in a half-naked fourteen year old's tree house. Would it be considered rape? Worse off, rape of a minor? Even worse – rape of a same-gendered kid in the south? He shuddered at the thought. Quietly, he shifted in bed.


What's the use? his mind began to panic. I'm going to be carted off to the local jail, bent over and force-raped – probably killed with how these hics think! His eyes welled up silently as he sighed. Blinking them away, he sat up, walking to the kitchen. His mother, another dalmatian, looked up from a computer she was typing on. The table was – in Scott's opinion, the most gaudy piece of furniture – and it belonged outside given it's weathered, wicker design.


Still in office attire, she wore a blue blazer and matching skirt. Her heels were kicked off next to the oak-stained front door. Her curious eyes watched her son walk to the fridge, go through a few bottles before settling on a glass Coke. Scott began to look for a bottle opener, and growled in frustration when nothing was found. 


“Top drawer to your right. Something on your mind?” her light green eyes never left the keyboard. Scott looked to her, making a face at her as he talked.


“Nothing too much mom, I -”


“I can tell when you're doing that. Stop it.” she looked up to her son as she pulled out a side wicker chair. “Come. Sit. Spill your guts kiddo.” she smiled, patting the seat.


“Well...” he would sit down. “I'm...kinda having conflicting emotions -”


“Do you have a new boyfriend...or, is this about a … girlfriend?” she interrupted, taking a  sip of her tea. Scott inhaled deeply at the atmosphere around him – honey and camomile. She must be taking on a big case. “In any regard, you know your father and I support you in any -”


“No, no, nothing like that.” he looked to her as he tapped her laptop's monitor from the back. “Rough client? Someone kill someone else?” he smiled. She arched her eyebrow.


“No, why, you know someone who killed someone?” she playfully took his hand before looking deep into his eyes. “Tell me son, what's really on your mind?”


“Well...” he took a deep breath. How should he tell her? His mother was a lawyer, and a fine one at that. Some of the best cases she'd ever presented  and won were from her undeniable talent to sniff the truth out – and that factor alone. Finally, he decided he'd pose it as a case.


“Let's say, someone saw a teenager, molesting another, younger teenager. That person decides to go to the cops, say 'hey, this is what I saw'. What would happen?” he looked to his mother with pleading eyes.


“That depends...” she said, looking to her son. She'd cross her legs slightly, holding her chin as she thought. “Who is the person reporting it? Do they have a past history of making false accusations? What is the age of consent of the state and of the persons involved? In any case, the parents would be contacted and most likely they'd talk about it. Depending on the younger teen's age, the parents could possibly pursue a 'Contributing to the delinquency of a minor' or rape charge...” she saw her son draw an uneasy breath as he looked down, eyes welling up. 


“Son...what happened?” she gave his hand a squeeze as he looked up to her, his eyes filled with tears. She pulled him into a hug, her face suddenly growing concerned. 


“How old was he?”


“Fourteen. The thing that bothers me most about this though...” he gently pulled away from her as she sat down. “If he...wasn't a he...if he was a girl, and this was brought up, it'd be no big deal. He'd probably skate away with a slap on the wrist...” Scott looked to his mother, his bottom lip trembling. 
“Mom...I'm really...really scared they're going to throw the book at me.”


“Well, who caught you?” she took a sip of her tea as her nose wrinkled into a disapproving crinkle. She slowly slipped some low-cal sweetener into it as she stirred it, and sipped again, this time nodding.


“H...his girlfriend...She's mostly for show though! He doesn't even really like her! She's really abusive, hits him, pulls his tail – this all in the first five minutes of meeting her! She's a spoiled brat for sure and I -”


“You're fine.” she caught him in mid tangent.


“Huh?”


“Right now, all she has is a rumor, sweetie.” she scritched behind Scott's ear, which caused his leg to jerk up and down, a smile crossing his face almost instantly. As she stopped, he looked to her confused before shaking his head quickly. 


“A nasty rumor, that, without actual evidence, holds no merit in the court system. Sure. She can contact his parents and your father and I.” she smiled a little, giving a sinister grin. “...But nobody is going to hurt my baby. I promise.” The expression faded away as she pat his head gently.


“Get to bed. It's getting late.” she smiled.


“Mom?”


“Yeah?”


“Why did we move out here anyway?” his ears drooped back. “I miss my “soda” being called pop, the folks here are just plain cruel and nasty...and...I miss Brian.” He hung his head, knowing the answer. The south just had poor medical care professionals; and his mother was on a personal crusade to change the laws for homosexual marriage. Bless them, their hearts were in the right place – even if their choice of when to lead these poor, ignorant masses into the twenty-first century didn't coincide with his one and only shot at teenhood.


Branden sat on the two-seater backseat side as Margret got on the bus. Her normally prim and proper hair was pulled back into a sloppy ponytail. Her clothing of choice today was a simple pair of blue overalls and a baby-blue shirt. Their glance met for a moment before she took a front seat.


When Scott got on, she shot him a venomous glance before looking down. Scott was going to go sit with Branden, right before another student in one of his classes offered the seat next to him. 


“Hey, can we compare English lit homewerk?” the black-eyed opossum inquired.


Margret didn't look at Branden once after that, even power-walking from the bus to the school to get away from him when he reached for her hand. When lunch came around, she was nowhere to be found. Branden sighed. He had really, really messed up this time. 


Brushing his tuft of hair back, he sighed.


What am I going to do...WHAT AM I GOING TO DO?! A thought popped into his head.


“I'LL INVITE HER TO THE YOUTH GROUP'S TEEN SPRING FLING PICNIC!” he exclaimed, noting the arched eyebrows of his fellow students. Quickly, he sought out to find her, searching the halls quickly as the bell concluding the lunch “period” had ended. He quickly dashed to his classroom, finding her sitting at her desk already.


“Hey...Margret...” Branden stood a slight distance away from her. She didn't even look up.

“I...wanted to know if you wanted to go to my church's youth group's Spring Fling picnic...” Her ear twitched slightly in his direction. She looked down at her desk. 


“I...I know it's silly, but uh...we can invite one person...er...one special person...There's a lot of silly games, a few booths with local confections...and even a talent show! I heard you could really sing well, and it's not too late to sign up to perform! Winner gets a $25 gift card to one of three different stores. The other two are given out at other events...” 


“Is...ever'body ganna be ther?” she didn't look up still.


“Well, yeah – I mean, my mom and dad are gonna be chaperones, and -”


“An, what 'bout the dog?”


“Not if you don't want him to be...I haven't invited him, no...”


Margret gave a small smile. 


“Sure...Ah'll be ther...” She looked up at him as he sat down in front of her.


“Ah'm still mad at'chu. We gawt a lot of talkin' ta do. ” she whispered. 


Branden smiled, looking back to her. He nodded, just as the teacher came in, looking displeased, as usual. Calling on Branden, the boy sat upright.


“Yes'ir?”


“Boy, what did I just say about bein' ready at your desk, ON TIME, without the chit-chat?” 


This was going to be a long rest of the day.


Margret stood at the door, waiting for the bell to dismiss their run of buses, as Branden ran up. 


“Hey, uh, so, about that date?”


“Yeah?” she cast a sidewards glance in his direction.


“If ya want to enter the talent show, make sure you sing something appropriate. You should stop by the church this Sunday to sign up, okay?”


“Yew said thar was a booth fer sellin' homemade goods?”


“Oh yeah! Just, no peanuts. Pretty much anything you can think of that you'd give as a gift, as long as it's home made – and as long as the profit goes back into the church. We're raising money to go on a camping trip...uh...if you'd like to go with me to that too, that'd be pretty nice...”


“Ah'll think 'bout it.” she looked back to the buses as she walked out. As he grabbed her hand, she pulled back from his grasp.


“Don'tchu touch me!” she glared at him. “Ah'm still thankin' 'bout that talk we're ganna have. Until this 'lil conflict gets resolve'd, why don't chu an' me just go back 'ta bein' just friendly-like in the halls?” 


Margret boarded the bus as Branden rolled his eyes. First she was hot, then she was cold – forgiveness was fickle with this mousy girl. He began to walk home, deciding the bus ride probably would be too intense between the two of them. After glancing at the bus, he noticed that Scott wasn't on anyway – so there was literally nothing for him there.


He began to walk the path home, passing by the high school on his way. He peered out to the field, watching some of the athletes play when he heard a very familiar voice call to him.


“Yo! Branden!” Scott's voice carried from the parking lot. He was sitting in the drivers seat, his mother in the passenger. Branden began to make his way to the black four-door car, stopping when he realized he had no idea who this woman was. Was it his mother? Was he actually introducing him to his mother?! 


“H...Hi...” Branden said shyly. “Branden Ravenwood...and you?” he said, looking to the female. She smiled warmly.


“Patricia Waiden.” she looked to the rear-view mirror. “You can call me Mrs.Waiden, or just Mom.” The canine looked to her son with a nod after Branden had fastened his seat-belt.


“Wow, did you miss the bus or something, buddy?” Scott inquired, glancing left and right before exiting the parking lot.


“And?” his mother's voice came out stern.


“Right, signal.


“Good, continue.”


As Scott drove, Branden shifted slightly uncomfortably in his seat. A new driver, Scott had not gotten the hang of the tricky, sharp corners and steep drops in the hilly terrain. 


“Where I'm from, it's pretty flat.” he chuckled, noticing his friend clutching his tail. “Anyway, your girlfriend give you any  trouble today?” 


“Actually...I'm starting to patch things up with her.”


“Did she tell anyone about what she saw you two doing the other day?” Patricia turned in her seat, making eye contact with him. Branden felt his body seize up, his ears drop completely, his tail curling between his legs. A look of utter betrayal crossed his face as he whimpered, shaking in his seat.


“Don't worry...” she smiled. “I'm quite accepting of my son's lifestyle. What I am curious of is, has anyone contacted you? Made any threatening remarks?” 


“No ma'am.” he slowly uncurled. 


“Listen...I can't say what you guys are doing is legal, and I sure as heck can't condone given your guys age difference...it...As far as I'm concerned, you two are just good friends. If it comes up in court, rest assured I'll -”


“HANG ON!” Scott stomped the break as the trio all lurched forward. His eyes narrowed as he laid on the horn.


“YOU SON OF A BITCH!” he stuck his head and fist out. “YOU ALMOST HIT ME! I HAD THE RIGHT OF WAY, DUMBASS!” he finalized his remark with a swift middle finger, and, upon his return to the car, was greeted by his mother's disapproving head shake.


“Err...”


“Honey, I know you're upset...” she patted his hand. “These things happen. If a cop was behind us, he'd have torn up your learner's permit.” she sighed a little. “You have to learn how to let things go, okay?”


“Yeah. Fine.” he shifted in his seat as he accelerated slowly, being extra careful this time to accommodate for dumb asses.


“Anyway...” she continued, rubbing the back of her neck. “The age of consent is 18 here. You both are technically breaking the law. If your parents were to bring a lawsuit on both of us, I will defend my son in court. This might result in several things happening – all of them, very bad. At the very least, your parents can put a restraining order on you two. What I'm saying is...try to be careful, okay?”


“Yes ma'am.” Branden hung his head.


“You guys...can...use Scott's bedroom.” she looked back to the road as Branden gave a silent cheer.


“But be quiet about it! I don't want to know when or IF, it's happening. As far as I'm concerned, you guys are playing VIDEO GAMES up there.” she smiled.


Branden nodded happily as he got out of the car. Winking to Scott, he smiled, skipping to the front door.

Chapter 3 Romans12:19
-
Beloved, never avenge yourselves, but leave it to the wrath of God, for it is written,

“Vengence is mine, I will repay, says the Lord.”


The next few days were pretty tense between the three of them for the bus ride. Finally, Friday was here.


One whole day without Margret around whatsoever. Saturday was his own day he had set aside – no girls and no distractions. If he could just get through the day without her wailing on him for something, he'd consider his battle won for this week. 


Margret still wasn't talking to him on a regular basis. Simple words of “hi.” were exchanged. At least she was sitting next to him at lunch now, even letting him pull her chair out again without incident.


Maybe this week was going to go his way after all. 


The last “period” had begun as students chatted away, some reading, some sleeping. The teacher had pretty much given up on trying to have a quiet study hall, and instead ran down the clock by playing Happy Throwy Birds on FuzzBook.


“Ex~Cuuse me!” Margret threw her hand up as she opened her book bag.


“Ah have a sur~prize fer y'all!” she began to rifle through her bag as she pulled out a baggie filled with different colored candies.


“Mah ma an' I made these fer the Sprang Flang picnic goin' on over at Branden's church! Ah want yew all to try some! Let me know whatcha think, okay? They're hard candies!” she began to pass them out to the students as they all gave nods of agreement. 


“Y'all like 'em then?” she smiled, soaking in the attention. “Well, they're ganna be fer sale at the picnic! Y'all come on down, ya hear!” she looked to Branden as she shook the empty bag.


“That's okay...” he smiled half-heartedly. “I'm sure they were good, and I'll buy some at the picnic, okay?” 


“Well...” she smiled a little. “Ah could bring ya some today if ya wanna let me meetcha at the tree house...” she paused, her eyes narrowed. “NO. SCOTT.”


“Okay, okay! No Scott...I promise.”


It was getting pretty on late in the day when Branden was thinking of retiring out of the tree house. The sun was just about to set, and it was soon to get dark. His parents didn't mind him staying out later on in the day – as long as he was in by six for dinner, eight for his bath and in bed by nine.

He had thought ahead to bring his homework up with him, and had prided himself on completing it pretty quickly.


A pair of fuzzy ears poked up into his view as Margret pulled herself up onto the tree house. She smiled, hoisting a bag up with her. Branden gave a friendly wave as he sat up.


“Okay, so...about the talk...” he began to whisper. “Keep your voice down, okay?”


“Ah know..” she smiled, “But first, ah wantchu ta try this!” she quickly dug through her bag as she grabbed a baggie of candies. Her ears drooped a little.


“Ma wouldn't let me take any'ofin the really good ones...but here, yew can have some'a these!” she opened the baggie, revealing small spheres of sugary delights. Branden reached in as he grabbed one. She quickly pulled away.


“Eww, not the yeller ones!” she stuck her tongue out. “Here, try this one!” she handed him a blue one. “These'ns taste a 'lil bit better...”


Branden smiled, popping the treat into his mouth as he went to hold her hand. She pulled back, and instead held out an empty glass.


“Yew want some sun tea?” she smiled, pouring them both some from a small mason jar. “Ah made it m'self!” she watched as he swirled the super sugary concoction and nodded, taking a sip.


“Wow, this is really good!” he smiled, slurping more down. Branden's tail gave a major series of swishes as he looked to her, wiping his muzzle a little. His expression melted into an icky one as her eyes widened.


“Eww, yea, like I said, mah ma wouldn't let me take any of the good'uns...Just swaller that last part down.” she poured him some more tea as he quickly drank it down.


“Eww! What was that?!” he licked the roof of his mouth. 


“Mostly bakin' sody...” she gave a coy smile as she sat next to him. “Want 'nother?”


“No, thank you.” he reclined as she sat a hand on his leg. 


“What are you doing?


He took a deep breath, feeling her rub it.



“Ya know...I'ma still angry that chu went and done whatchu did...” she rubbed a little harder, gripping his leg. Branden gasped a little, noticing her get closer as he shut his eyes.


“Don'tchu close yer eyes!” she hissed, looking at him. His eyes shot open as he struggled slightly. She began to rub his stomach as he noticed himself slowly getting hard, his guts now knotting up inside of him. Panic...he was starting to panic! She shoved him down hard, looking up with such a sinister smile that he was sure he'd never get that expression out of his mind.


“Ah'm gonna prove ta ya, ya ain't a fairy!”


His cock twitched under his pants as he whimpered. His father's voice called out from the house. 


“Boy, ya better be up there studyin' or I'm gittin' the belt!” 


Branden began to hyperventilate. She smirked, about to say something catty in retort to the shouting man when he grabbed her muzzle. Holding it closed, his voice came out in a hushed whisper.


“I...I don't know what you're planning...” he looked down, defeated. “but...please...I am begging you...please, be quiet...” with that, his body went limp under her as he looked away. She quickly threw his pants open, smiling at his nice, throbbing member. 


“Yew ain't a queer...” she began to lick the tip slowly as she stroked the small swell with her small paw, squeezing against the not-yet-formed knot. “Yer straight...” she began to suck on the tip gently. Branden felt a shock of sensation through his body. It felt so good, sending his mind into a whirl of bliss as his stomach twisted and turned in a sea of unknown pleasure. Her lips enveloped the tip completely as she gripped under his knot pushing his member as far as she could down the back of her throat. His cock sprung fully erect as he let out a pleasured, soft, moan.


She was straddling him at this point, her skirt hiked up completely as she held under his knot still, feeling his member swell more and more. She'd take her paw back as she gripped the shaft, easing it into her tight folds. She gave several small thrusts before feeling his knot slip deep inside of her warm opening, a sigh of pleasure escaping her lips. Her gaze looked down upon Brandon, seeing he was a loss for words during her pounce assault. The hot, wet pressure felt good against his cock, never had he felt pleasure like this; even during all of his fantasies and personal touches he could never get himself this worked up. 


She continued to ride down on his member with all that she had. Through will and determination she was going to prove her point across. Harder and faster she slammed her hips down on top of his sending wave after wave of ecstasy through her body. He was HER boyfriend, and NOBODY was going to change the status of that. Her paw slinked to the back of his head as she held it gently, but when she was reminded of what she had seen earlier her grip became tight and painful. Margret's thrusting became more concentrate, trying to milk out every last drop that this young youth was going to provide for her.   


Branden couldn't believe the sensations he was feeling, nor could he deny it. 


Go down...Go down, damn you! he thought to himself as he realized she was fully over him. You know you don't like her, much less love or feel attracted to her! Damn it, why are you doing this?! GO DOWN! Please...Oh God...make it s...s...stop!


He felt himself shudder in pleasure as his mind erupted into a state of questions, confusion, fear and hurt. What had just happened? What was STILL happening?! His knot pulsed shot after shot of hot, sticky white sugar all over her walls as he gasped for air. She gave several soft moans of bliss, looking up to him with a glazed look in her eyes. She pulled him close, kissing him deeply as he pulled back, his hard cock becoming flaccid slowly. She climbed off of him, rubbing her pussy with one hand, a smug smirk on her face.


“Ah told yew, yew wasn't gay!” she smiled happily, rubbing her belly. Branden looked up at her with disgust as he looked away. She slowly began to descend as she looked up.


“Yer mah boyfrand now. Dont'chu forget it!” and with that, she was gone – leaving only the bag of candy, a small Dixie cup of sun tea, and a very scarred little boy with a mind full of questions, and a heart full of shards.

