Responsibilities

By Dirt


Christian touched his head up against the side of his locker, trying his best to drown out all of the noise that was coming from the hallway. The busy students around him massed and bulged in their own little groups they passed by the fox and talked about their own affairs. Not a single one of them stopped to give him any attention, and it was right of them. It was not as though the sixteen-year-old fox had put in any effort of his own to talk to the general populous of the students. The junior tugged his long black hoodie over himself to hide his lanky body from the other students.


Christian's lanky posture was about the least awkward attribute that he possessed in a multitude of less appealing traits. The way that he dressed, talked, read newspapers, listened to weird music, and watched weird movies definitely painted the picture of how students saw him. Not to mention the fox's staring problem. It was often that the fox had found himself looking a bit too long in one direction, terrifying those that found themselves in his line of vision. He was not trying to stare at them, but sometimes when he spends too much time thinking of things, he tends to zone out in one direction. At least, that was his excuse most times. 


It was mostly legit when he said that he was not staring and that he was just getting entranced in his own little world (Not that it would help his case in avoiding being the school weirdo). However, there were times where the person that he was looking at was the thing on his mind. Particularly, it was the older boys in his classes that caught his attention. The ones who were probably on their third or fourth round in biology as seniors, while Christian himself was taking it because they ran out of science courses to present him. Those were the type that Christian's eyes often fell upon.


The slightly outstretched fox gave a couple blinks when he realized that he was doing it again. Luckily for him, this time no one had saw him as he stared down the line of lockers. He gave his head a quick shake, trying to wake up from his trance before anyone would realize that he had gone off again. A couple more stares and he might just be called into the administrative office for a psych evaluation. That, or a black eye from staring at the wrong person's girlfriend.


Christian closed up his locker after putting away his handful of books. It was the last class of the day and the fox had looked forward to it. Out of all the boys that 'accidentally' ended up in his stares, the charming bear in his math course had managed to catch his eye the most. The bear had been quite the class clown, often spending most of his time trying to see how many pencils he can get to stick on the ceiling or making someone laugh by mutely mocking the teacher. It was not the biggest wonder in the world why the bear was retaking this class for the second time.


But that was just like Christian. Something about the boys being two or three years older than him got him all hot and heavy, no matter how often they ended up being quite young in terms of maturity. Or maybe it was in spite of them having the maturity of an elementary school student. Christian did not care, he just took his seat right next to the much taller bear and gave him a couple of glances here and there.


It was not long before class started and everyone was passed back their test. The lanky fox had never thought of himself as being particularly intelligent, but he had managed to do alright enough times for those who weren't to give him recognition as being intelligent. Course, it was quite easy for Christian to make time to study for tests when he did not have to worry about things like hanging out with friends. The math test that he had been given was back was a perfect score an accomplishment that would have been revered by any other student was casually passed to the side as another easy A. However, the bear that sat next to him was not as happy about his own score.


“Fucking shit!” The bear shouted as he tossed his test out onto the table and glared at it as though the test itself was the culprit. Course, it was not necessarily out of the question for the bear to blame the test for his own failure.


“Another bad score, Trevor?” Christian asked, taking a chance to escape his shell to connect with the bear. 


“Yeah. It's bullshit.” The bear said, crumbling up the test and tossing it across the room carelessly. 


The teacher, a timid looking tabby cat, used the toddler's solution to handling disruptive students; If he did not see it, then it did not happen. It was rare that he ever even try approaching a student that was being a distraction in the class. Even more rarely did he actually successfully prevent them from being the most annoying aspects of the class. So it was no surprise that he glanced at the bear tossing his paper across the classroom and quickly turned away from it to keep to his rule.


“You know, I can help you with that.” Christian said, flicking his long and wide ears against the back of his head to display a traditional submissive gesture to the bear. Not to say that it was not natural, especially when the bear turned his body towards him. Despite the fox being a bit taller than most of the other students, the bear was thick and tall.


“You can help with that?” It was not so much a question that the bear was asking to the fox as much as it was an accusation. The bear's black fur ruffled under his shirt as he glared at the fox for a second. Christian was not too sure if he was going to be able to make it out of the classroom alive with a glare like that, but before the bear could rip off his head and punt it across the room while the teacher pretended not to see it, something else ticked inside of Trevor's head.


“Huh, that wouldn't be too bad. What do you want out of it?” Trevor asked, pulling out his notebook and ripping out a piece of paper.


“Uh, I don't really want anything. Just want to help.” Christian said, perking his ears up and smiling at the bear. The bear just gave him an odd look, the look that said 'weirdo' or worse. 


“Yeah, sure. Here's my number.” He said as he passed the paper to the fox and closed up his notebook. Not quite the biggest surprise that the bear had not intended on taking notes.


Christian took the paper and pulled it in close to himself, looking at it to make sure that it had enough digits in it to be a real phone number. He also wanted to make sure that this was all happening and not just some weird figment of his imagination. He had never gotten this close to another person before, which was strange since it was just a phone number to someone who probably gives out his number to anyone. Nevertheless, he was going to cherish that number as though it was a ring.


“Just text me your number and I'll give you a call when I'm free.” He said, before turning away from the fox and talking to some of the other students.


The rest of the class went by in a haze for the fox. His thoughts were scattered between thinking of the bear and between thinking of all of the things that he was going to do with the bear. Not just math and hanging out and maybe an early nineties montage on how to be cool, but possibly some of the things that he could possibly do with the bear if everything went his way. Before he could stop those thoughts from fully manifesting themselves, he could already tell that standing up would be a poor decision.


He grunted, giving a quick glance about him to make sure that no one was looking at him. This was not the first time that he had gotten caught up with his own adult thoughts of other boys. Sometimes, the thoughts would happen at the worst times: In his gym shorts, while waiting to give a speech in front of the class, and once while getting a physical. He remembered excusing himself to the restroom to save himself from two of those incidents, but the physical left him utterly humiliated. He had yet to return to the nurse's office.


However, this time was relatively safe. He turned his head to check out the clock, wondering exactly how much time he had left in class. Christian felt a bit better, knowing that he still had a solid ten minutes before class would get out. He could calm himself down before the end of the class period and not have to worry about anyone catching him. Of course, the reasonable teenager would have decided to use that time to do just that.


The fox, on the other hand, brought his paw down from his book and slid it underneath the desk. Nobody would be paying attention enough to notice his claws slide up against his jeans and run against the bulge coming from his crotch. He gritted his teeth, shivering at the feeling. .


He shook his head as he woke up from his fantasy and pulled his paw from his crotch and back up to his book. Just in the nick of time as well, since the bear turned to him and started to speak to him. Christian could barely hear any of the words that he was saying from all of the ruffling of the student's getting up and packing their things. The bear was slowly putting his own stuff away, not as though he needed to bring it out to begin with. Christian began to put away his own books and stuff, slowly to buy himself some time to lose his tent or at least make it not as noticeable. He gave a confused look at bear, trying to make out what he said.


“I said, I'll call you later. Thanks dude. You alright?” Trevor asked, giving the fox an extremely weird look.


“Yeah, I was just spacing out. Heh, boring class, right?” Christian said, adding that last part to make himself sound a bit more relatable.


“Sure, I guess.” Trevor responded, not really buying that last part as much as the fox would have liked. He finished packing his stuff and standing up before holding his paw out to Christian.


Christian glanced at the paw, not really sure what to do with it. He saw some of the ways that the boys slid their hands against each other and ended with a 'fist bump' to seal some sort of deal. Christian really had no clue, so he tried to imitate the actions he had scene, sliding his paw up against the bear's and following it with clutching his fist and holding it out for the bear to finish it. Trevor just looked awkwardly at the fox, not returning the fist bump and instead pulling his paw back to his face.


“Whoa, you hot or something?” He asked as he brought his paw down to his pants and brushed off the fox's sweat.


“Oh, sorry.” He said as he looked back at his own paw questioningly. He had not realized exactly how much he was getting excited about playing with himself. His paw was almost dripping with his own sweat from the mixture of nervousness and excitement of the risky situation. Christian was about to defend himself to the bear, thinking of some elaborate story to save himself, but Trevor was already walking out the door. A perfectly swell note to leave this birth of a friendship on.


Christian groaned and finished packing his stuff. It took an extra minute, since he knew that he was still a bit too excited to stand straight up just yet. The fox took in a couple deep breaths before standing up and walking out. His home was not far from the school and he enjoyed the fresh walk. Anything to get his mind off of having to relive his situation with the bear. Well, he wouldn't mind thinking about the bear again, but hopefully with a lot less awkwardness and a lot more couch.


The fox opened the door to the house, whistling to himself in his upbeat tune. His cell phone was clutched tightly within his own paws, waiting for the second for it to vibrate so he could answer it. Unfortunately, before he could even get to the stairs to his room, he stumbled on a travel suitcase and tripped. His cell phone went flying out of his paw as he slowly began to angle downwards. His body went flailing as he unsuccessfully grabbed for anything to support him and ended up crashing straight into the floor. He clutched his nose and groaned in agony, trying his best to figure out what had just happened.


“Hunny! Are you okay?” Christian's mother asked as she rushed to his side and tried to lift him up off of the floor. She wrapped her paws on his arm and pulled him up the best that she could while Christian struggled to lift himself up with her support.


“Yeah, mom. I'm fine.” He said as he stood up and looked at the front hallway.


The entrance to his house was littered with different suitcases and traveling bags. It took a second of staring, but eventually everything clicked inside of his head.


“Oh! That's right. You guys are going on vacation for the week with the Sinclair family.” Christian said in excitement.


“Yes sir.” Christian's dad said as he walked into the hallway. “And we have a little surprise for you.” He continued in an extremely perky tone.


Christian furrowed his eyebrows at the word surprise. Though his parents usually meant no harm in their gestures, their gifts had a tendency to fall a bit short of the fox's approval. When they wanted to surprise him for Christmas, they thought that season tickets to the local college’s basketball games were the best gift. When they wanted to surprise him for getting a 4.0 GPA in his sophomore year, they got him a book on how to write a resume for college applications. When they wanted to surprise him for getting his license, they hooked him up with a summer job to pay for a car. So it was no wonder that the fox was not looking forward to this next surprise.


“You guys are going to let me skip school for the next week and come with you?” Christian suggested in an obviously feigned tone of excitement.


“Nope, even better.” His father said as he turned around and flicked his ears, as if to tell someone to come out.


A second later, a wolf cub walked out from the living room. The little wolf boy had wrapped himself around in a small blanket that tailed behind him as it was dragged across floor behind him. The shivering cub looked between the age of ten and twelve, but he was certainly a lot taller than the other cubs since most wolves had an early growth spurt. He reached his paw out to wave to Christian, but kept it inside of the blanket.


“Hey Eric.” He said in his perky tone, instantly recognizing the cub as being the Sinclair's boy. “You look a little down on the weather. You gonna get better on the flight to Hawaii?”


“Not going.” Eric said, shaking his head and letting out a loud whine from being reminded that he was not going on vacation with his family.


“Aww, well, where are you go-oh crud.” Christian said, coming to a realization of what his parent's surprise was. His floppy ears folded against the back of his head and he turned to his parents with a disappointed look on his face.


“You're going to be taking care of him for the weekend. We convinced the his parents that you were a good kid and that you would be a great candidate for watching over Eric.” His father said to Christian, walking up to him and patting him on the shoulder.


“This will be a great opportunity for you to test your responsibility. You've watched over him a couple times already and you did an amazing job. We trust you to be able to handle him for the weekend until his brother comes down and picks him up on Sunday.” His mom continued, grabbing hold of her bags and walking out the door before Christian could even explain.


“But. But. But.” Christian whimpered, trying to think of a valid argument to fight his parents with. 


He could go with being too young, but they already put the pressure of being responsible on him. He couldn't even tell them that he had invited the bear over to study, but there was no conflict with that unless the fox wanted to admit to trying to seduce the bear. After several failed ideas to start an argument with, he eventually just gave up and tilted his head to the ground.


“It'll be fine. We know that you'll do a great job. We even left some extra cash so you guys can order, wait for it, pizza!” His father said in a triumphant tone.


“Yes dad. That's splendid.” Christian said as he rolled his eyes, not having been excited about pizza since he was ten.


“Yay! Pizza!” The wolf cub said in excitement before having an outburst of coughing.


The sight of the cub coughing was a bit too much for Christian to hold back his own nature. He quickly swooped in towards Eric and tugged at his shoulder, leading him back to the couch where he had set up camp. The coffee table in front of his couch was littered with different cough and cold medicines along with Eric's personal stuff. Christian looked over the different papers and books on the table as he sat the cub on the couch before sitting down himself. They were all mostly schoolbooks, some of them of subjects that he did not even take until high school.Christian rolled his eyes, knowing this weekend was going to be a lot longer than he originally intended


.


“Heh, linear inequalities? Arn't you a little young to be playing with those?” Christian asked as he picked up the papers and started to check the work.


“


“Certainly.” The fox said as he saw that most of the answers were correct, though, terribly written. “You definitely have a knack for these things, though, you spent too much time on this problem. Here, let me show you a way you can setup the problem to get the possible solutions without having to work out the problem.”


Christian shared a couple of his shortcuts with the cub, showing him how to solve some of the problems in a quarter of the time by using his methods. The fox kept looking back at the cub to make sure that he was getting it instead of mindlessly bobbing his head up and down. Surprisingly, Eric was far beyond his years in understanding the shortcut that the fox was presenting him with, announcing the rules to the shortcuts before the older boy could even mention that the shortcut even had rules to it.


“That's great!” He said triumphantly, amazed that the cub was able to understand everything that he had just taught him. 


Christian gave a wide dorky grin at the cub just as he gave a wide grin back to him. His large ears were perked up into the air, something that rarely happened for the fox. The sound of their tails wagging back and forth against the couch filled the room. Eric looked like he was about to say something, but before he could Christian's father walked into the room.


“You guys having fun?” He asked as he walked around the couch and looked to see what they were doing.


“Yeah! Christian just showed me a really cool math shortcut.” Eric exclaimed.


The older fox gave the two a weird look, cocking his head to the side on confusion before saying with a weak chuckle. “A cool math shortcut? I don't think I'd ever expect to hear the word cool and math combined in a sentence. Here.”


Christian's dad shuffled through the papers and books on the coffee table, pushing them to the side carelessly until he found what he was looking for. He grabbed hold of a remote, messing around with it until the sound system, TV, and receiver turned on. It took several tries, having too many different devices tied to the remote to know which button turned on which device. The lights to the room were flickering on and off until he was able to find the right buttons to set up everything.


“Here. We have Netflix, Hulu, Prime, Cable, HBO, Showtime, and even Starz.” He said as he passed the remote to his son and gave him a wink. “I'm sure you guys will find something entertaining.”


Christian flinched wildly as remote was passed to him and avoiding it enough for it to hit the couch cushion without injuring him. He pretended to not hear the audible sigh of his father and, most likely, the combined sigh from every father on the planet from the weak display.


“Thanks Dad. You guys leaving?” He asked, holding back his tone as best he could.


“Yup. Packed the car and everything. Gotta get out of here before the storm kicks in. Speaking of which, Eric is not allowed to play outside. Too cold. You have any problems, you have my number and your mom's number.” He gave a pause before pulling out Christian's cell phone. “And I programmed your phone with the hotel's number, Eric's mom's number, Eric's dad's number, Eric's brother's number, the number to their house, the number to your school, the number to the airport, the number to your doctor, the-”


“Dad! Dad! I got it.” Christian said, waving his paw to get him to stop. “I don't think we'll need all those numbers.”


“Right, well, I put them in anyways.” He said getting ready to toss his son's cell phone over to him, but stopping just before he could. His heart was not strong enough to watch his son dodge a small electronic device as though it were a missile twice in a row.


“Oh, and somebody sent a text to you asking for your address.” Christian’s father said as he walked up to his son and put the phone on the coffee table. “Somebody named Trevor. Boyfriend?”


Christian could never tell what his dad meant every time he asked that question whenever the fox had been doing anything with another boy. Did his father really think that he was going out with anything that had a dick, or was he just joking every time that he said it. Christian was out of the closet with his parents, though, the fox hated to think of why his parents accepted it so readily. He liked to think that they were just very open minded, but there was always the possibility that they came to accept it because they thought he had no chance with a girl.


“No Dad!” The fox said as he turned to the wolf cub, who was working on a problem trying the new method that he learned. “Just someone who needs help with math.”


“Right. Anyways, we're heading out. Left some coupons on the table for pizza.” Christian's dad leaned into his son and gave him a kiss right between his ears. Of course, Eric had looked up just in time to catch it.


“Dad! We'll be fine.” He said, trying to duck away from the kiss but not moving fast enough. The sight made the wolf cub giggle before going back to his homework.


Christian's dad quickly picked up his suitcase and waved goodbye to the two before heading out the door. The sound of the car taking off was interrupted by the sound of Christian texting on his cell phone. He gave the bear his address and asked him what time he was coming over. The prospects of having some sexual encounter like he read in the online stories had shrunk into nothing, but he might as well help him with the math work. Maybe something could come out of it when there was not a cub in the house to cock block him.


“Can we order the pizza now?” Eric asked loudly, sending himself into another coughing fit.


“Well, I think I'm supposed to order it tomorrow night or when you're better or something.” Christian said, giving the cub a look to see his reaction. The wolf cub's perky smile turned into a frown and his ears pushed up against his head in disappointment. “But, I'm not in the mood to cook anything. You like sausage?”


Eric's back and forth change in attitude never grew weary as he went straight back into a happy pup mood. “I want veggies!” 


“Veggies? You don't like meat?” Christian said as he dove into the cub and pretended to eat him, getting the cub to laugh hysterically.


Christian ordered the pizza and took his father's advice. No matter how fun math was to him, he knew that the cub could definitely do a lot better if he was focusing less on work and more on something that required no work. The fox flicked through the Netflix, trying to find something that the cub would like. He must have gone through all of the current cartoons, each one getting the same answer from the cub.


“Nope, I don't like that show.” He said as he presented the cub with another cartoon show that kids his age should like. Christian thought it was a retarded show, but he was too old to like any of the shows anyways.


“Fine, I give up. What kid shows do you watch?” He asked as he gave the cub a weird glance.


“I'm not a kid and I don't like cartoons.” He said defensively before adding in a much less defensive tone and more curious instead. “At least, I don't get to watch them. My parents say they are bad for your brain.” The wolf cub confessed, rubbing his paws together nervously as though he was afraid the fox was going to judge him harshly.


“Well, they're not the most intellectual of things, but they can be a lot of fun. Here, let me show you some of the stuff I watched as a kid.” Christian said as he went through the list of kid's shows until he found some of the toony stuff that he remembered watching.


The fox was worried about the cub as he was sent into several coughing fits from laughing too hard. The cub especially loved the various crazy attempts of the cartoon coyote trying to catch the roadrunner with no success. Christian could not help himself but to laugh at the cartoons as well, though, partially at the cub too. He never saw someone enjoy the show as much as he did, probably from never seeing a cartoon up until this moment. Though, the fox was glad that the wolf was enjoying himself so far.


“What're you looking at?” Eric asked with his muzzle wrinkled up a little bit in confusion.


“What? Oh, uh, nothing.” Christian said, surprised that he had been staring that long. “I just tend to space out.”


Eric rubbed his paws together underneath the blanket and thought over what he wanted to say to Christian, holding back a bit before deciding on the right words. “It's alright if you were-”


The sound of the doorbell cut off the cub before he could finish his sentence, and the oblivious fox was already getting up off of his seat on the couch. “Hold that thought. Pizza time!”


Christian hurried his way to the door, looking forward to the pizza, despite his earlier grumbling of how he had not gotten excited about pizza since he was a cub. The fox usually kept his lunches small during the day to avoid spending much time in the cafeteria. It was awkward for him to eat alone and the less he ate, the less he had to spend time eating alone. Even the thought of a vegetable pizza sounded quite amazing too him.


“What's the total?” Christian asked, having a hand full of cash ready.


“What's the total?” Trevor asked back in confusion.


“Oh! It's you.” Christian said, almost completely forgetting that he had company coming.


“What? Forget about me?” The bear said, walking right past the fox with his school bag in his paws.


Though Christian's height was a bit larger than the average student's, he was still a couple inches shorter than the bear. Even if he was the same height as Trevor though, Christian still would have been at least a hundred pounds lighter than him. So the fox was helpless to let the bear walk into the hallway, taking a step to the side and flicking his ears back in a submissive gesture. The bear walked into the hallway and heard the noise coming from the living room.


“Are you watching cartoons?” Trevor asked, speaking his mind with little restraint.


Before Christian could even answer, Eric poked his head up from the couch and gave the bear a questioning look.


“Who are you?” The wolf cub said, not sounding too thrilled to see the guest.


“You hang out with kids and watch cartoons?” Trevor said, again, with no real consideration in his tone and even a hint of amusement paired with it.


“Hey, I'm not a kid. I'm twelve.” Eric said, stretching himself out on the couch and giving a stern look to the bear.


“Eric, this is my classmate, Trevor, who needs a little bit of help with math. Trevor, this is my neighbor, Eric, who I'm baby-err, watching for the weekend because he's a little bit sick.” Christian said, cutting himself off from saying babysitting.


Christian could tell that Eric was a little hot headed from not being able to go on vacation with his family and from being sick. Not to mention that he was not liking Trevor from the bear's rampant invasion and arrogant insults. It would be best not to refer to him as a baby, and keep it to something simple, like watching.


“Yeah, whatever. You ready to teach me some math?” Trevor said, ignoring the boy's glare.


Trevor was already heading in the living room himself, placing his bag down on the side of the couch furthest from the little wolf boy and helping himself to a seat on the couch. Christian, a bit stunned from taking in everything at once, took a second to close the door behind him and enter the living room. Eric seemed to cool down now that the fox was back in the room with him.


“Yeah, this should be fun. Eric is also doing some math too, so he can maybe help a little bit.” Christian said, hoping that making a connection between the two would make things a bit easier all around.


“Heh, right.” Trevor said, elongating the 'ight' part, in his disbelief that a cub could help him with math.



Eric ignored the bear, not wanting to have anything to do with him and instead focused straight on the cartoons again. Christian sat himself between the two, wanting to create as much distance between them as possible at this point. Trevor grabbed his books and papers from his bag and placed them on the table, pushing aside the wolf's work until it was almost hanging off of the edge of the coffee table. He heard something fall onto the floor and sighed, but did not bother to say anything to the bear or pick up whatever fell on the floor, still too nervous to speak his mind.


“Alright, so what's on the schedule?” Trevor asked, flipping through a couple of the pages on his book mindlessly.


“Um, well, most of the notes that we took today is stuff that we'll be doing in the homework. Why don't you show me what you have written down already, and we'll work with that.” Christian said, making himself comfortable in his seat.


“Yeah, about that. I think I left my notes at home.” Trevor said, giving a quick check in his bag to see if his imaginary notes were in there.


“Oh, yeah, right.” Christian said, forgetting that the bear did not take any notes in class.


“Well, you're a nerd, so you know everything anyways.” Trevor said, pulling out a pen and getting ready to write.


“Right, I guess I can see what I can do.” The fox said, annoyed at the amount of work that he would have to put into it.


The fox rubbed his temples together as he tried to explain the basics of a linear equation to the bear. Christian could tell that he was not just dealing with today's lack of note taking, but perhaps, weeks of information. Christian found himself wanting to bang his head on the coffee table from the insanity of explaining what a slope was, and why a lack of one would create a vertical line. He did not even want to think of the insanity of explaining a horizontal line to the bear. Before he could get to that point though, the doorbell rang.


“Break time!” Christian said, getting up quickly before the bear had any other questions on basic math for him.


Christian slowly made his way to the door, trying to buy himself as much time away from the bear as possible. He asked for the total, knowing full well what it was and slowly counted the cash that he had in his hands. The mouse pizza driver looked like he was going to throw a fit by the time that he finished counting the change. As soon as the mouse got his money, he quickly started walking back to his care, despite Christian trying to start up a conversation with him. He groaned as he slowly started to walk back towards the room with the pizza in his hand.


“Hey! Change it back!” Eric shouted, almost sending himself into another coughing fit as he yelled at the bear.


“C'mon, kid. It's just cartoons. Besides, you're way too old to be watching stuff like that.” Trevor yelled back, getting into a shouting match with the cub.


Christian entered the room just in time to see the wolf trying to wrestle the remote out of the older boy's paw. After a couple of failed swipes, the wolf quickly gave up and went back to his side of the couch, folding his arms tightly together and letting out a sniffle. Christian quickly rushed up to the couch and placed the pizza in the middle of the coffee table, but not before taking a glance at the television. The bear had changed the channel from cartoons to a reality television channel.


“This is the stuff that I used to watch as a kid. It's way cooler than cartoons.” Trevor said, forgetting his work and focusing on the reality TV show.


The fox was completely engulfed into the show as well, though, not for the same reasons that the bear was. He had always imagined reality television to be about stuffing five girls and five guys with headstrong attitudes and little intelligence into a small house. Then they were given alcohol until they all had sex with each other or tried to kill each other. Or both. However, this reality television show decided to skip the middleman of booze and instead had them do nonsensical and degrading tasks in a competition. Within a minute of watching the contestants perform their challenges, two of the girls broke into a fight and started to drag one another to the ground by their hair.


“Whoa! Whoa!” Christian said, looking at the wolf cub, who seemed terrified by the girl's actions. “This is a tad violent.”


“What?” Trevor asked, looking away from the television and at the cowering cub. He shrugged his shoulders and passed the remote to the fox before murmuring something that sounded like 'pussy'.


“Lets just keep it to the something age appropriate.” Christian said as he turned it back to the cartoons and then giving the remote back to the cub so that he could hold onto it.


“Whatever, what pizza did you get?” Trevor asked, opening up the box and then making a weird face. “Vegetable? Really?”


“I like veggies! They're my fave-” Eric started off, not being able to finish his sentence as he sent himself coughing and clutching at his throat again. Despite his hacking, he gave another fight instigating look at the bear, who returned the his own back to the wolf.


“Anyways! Back to the homework.” Christian interrupted, not wanting another fight to break out. 


Despite Christian being annoyed with the numerous annoying traits that the bear was showing, he could not feel but a bit annoyed at the cub. Had the cub not been there, he would have been able to work on something to seduce Trevor with. He would have appealed to everything the bear liked just to get a glimpse at what the bear had underneath his pants. Hell, Christian was not above breaking into his own parent's liquor cabinet just to get the bear to like him a bit more. And right now, he needed all the help he could get.


“Christian, can I take a shower? I feel all greasy.” Eric said, having finished his portion of the pizza. The wolf's fur around his lips and his paws were covered in grease and sauce.


“Mmmhmmm.” Christian said, still in the middle of eating his second slice of pizza. He pointed to the direction of the bathroom.


Eric hopped up off of the couch and let the blankets there on the couch. It was the first time that the fox had seen him without the blanket wrapped tightly around him. Apparently, he had not bothered to dress himself the entire time, being only in his boxers and fur. Eric gave off a quick shiver before heading towards the bathroom. Trevor gave off a bit of a long sigh before turning to Christian and giving a wide devious smile.


“Heh, I thought that kid would never leave. Time for real business?” Trevor said as he stretched himself out on the couch and placed his arms out armrest and the back of the couch to completely expose himself.


“What do you mean?” Christian asked in confusion, suspecting something but not wanting to jump to conclusions.


“What do you think? I did not accept your help for nothing. It's obvious to tell that you're a fag.” Trevor said, using the word fag casually.


“Excuse me?” Christian said, pulling slightly back from the bear and furrowing his eyebrows in annoyance.


“I saw you  looking at me in class. I also see the way that you look at boys. You want a big dick in your mouth, and so we can help each other out.” Trevor said, reaching a paw down to his pants and starting to unzip himself.


“Whoa, what the heck are you talking about?” Christian said, but barely moved from his spot on the couch. Instead, his focus was directly on the bear's crotch.


“For a smart person, you sure don't get things fast. Do you really think that I give a flying fuck about this class or studying? I don't. But I know you're a fag and I know that you're smart, so how bout we cut a deal?” Trevor pulled down his zipper all the way and unbuttoned his pants so that the fox could see his boxers.


“Wha-what do you want?” Christian asked, trembling as he tried to take everything at once.


“Ha, I knew it. You do like dicks, you fucking queer!” Trevor almost shouted, making Christian's entire body clench when he realized the bear was just bluffing. “Don't worry. You'll get your prize, if you play by my rules.”


Christian's feelings were extremely mixed. Part of him wanted to take a swing at the bear's muzzle and throw him out of his house from making him look like such a fool. Nothing felt more humiliating than being tricked by someone who probably had the intelligence of a five year old. He also did not like being called a fag, queer, and being told that he liked dick. However, more importantly, he did want what the bear had to offer. No matter what way the fox could spin it in his head, the only reason why he even offered to help Trevor was for a chance to try and seduce the bear for sex.


“Fine.” Christian said, feeling a heavy lump inside of his stomach. “You want me to do your homework or something?”


“Fuck, you think I'm cheap, bitch? I don't let faggots even touch my dick unless they're willing to work for it. A girl would only have to do my homework, but for you, I want my homework and I want quiz and test answers.” Trevor said, putting his thumb underneath his boxers, but not pulling it down at all.


“Can you please not call me that?” Christian started, watching the bear slowly slide his thumb out of his boxers as though it were a time limit. Out of his desperation, he scrambled and pulled himself closer to the bear. “Fine! Fine! Call me whatever, but I want it now.”


Christian felt guilty as he agreed to bear's claims. The heavy feeling that he had in his gut felt ten times worse as he watched the bear pull down his boxers to expose himself to the fox. He had never let someone copy off of him when he did tests and Christian was strongly against the idea of cheating, but he knew that this was going to be the only opportunity coming to him at the time. Christian knew that none of the other open homosexuals were never going to go for someone like him and that the bear's offer was too good to pass up now.


“Just no teeth or else I'll hit you.” He said, pointing to his crotch.


Christian did as the bear instructed him to do, going off of all of the porn that he had seen. He had not imagined it to be as hard as it was to give someone oral, but he tried his best. However, his best was not as well as he was hoping and it did not take long before he made a mistake.


“Ow, fuck, faggot!” Trevor shouted as he felt the fox's tooth slide up against his length. 


Without much hesitation, Trevor lived up to his promise and pulled his paw back off of Christian's ear before slamming it up right against the fox's head. Christian's ear stung as the bear's paw hit straight at it and scrunched it up awkwardly against his own head. Christian stopped sucking and gave off a yelp in pain, not expecting Trevor to actually hit him if he did mess up. The side of his head and his ear felt like they were on fire and a tear ran down his muzzle, though he dare not say anything to the bear in case he had another hit in store for him.


“Don't hit him!” Eric shouted as he rushed into the room, still wearing nothing but his boxers.


“The fuck, kid?” Trevor shouted, grabbing hold of Christian's long flopping ears and yanking him up off of his dick. Christian yiped ear hurting much worse than it did earlier as it was jerked upward.


“Stop hurting him!” Eric yelled again, this time though; he backed up his bark by extending his claws and bearing his fang at the bear.


“Calm the fuck down, kid. He's fine.” Trevor said as he pushed Christian back far enough so that he could .


Christian was not doing that well though. He felt sick at this point, and it was not just from getting caught by Eric that made him feel weird. He knew that if Eric had not shown up, he would have went straight back to sucking on the bear's dick as though nothing had happened. He had not realized how desperate he was just to have sex with someone. Christian pulled up away from the bear, grabbing hold of his swollen ear and rubbing it a bit to help with the pain.


“You hurt him, you jerk. Leave!” Eric said, raising his arms at the bear and stretching himself as far as he could go.


Despite the cub being only two thirds of the bear's height at full height, he did look slightly intimidating. His paws were raised up just slightly over his own head and his claws were pushed out as far as they could go. Even though the claws looked like they had been well taken care of and slightly blunted to keep them decent looking, they still looked like they could at least leave a nasty scratch. His fangs were the things that could really do some damage though. The long row of sharp teeth, along with the two canines on each side would leave more damage than what a band-aid and a kiss could fix.


“Don't you tell me what to do, you little shit. Back the fuck up, or I'll teach you a lesson like your fag friend. And that was me being nice.” Trevor said, pointing to the fox's ear and then at the cub. 


Eric did not even wait for the bear to finish his sentence before lunging at him with his muzzle. Just as the bear went to point at him, Eric's small, but vicious muzzle latched onto the bear's paw and dug deep into it. Trevor let out a loud yell, trying to pull his arm back away from the wolf, but only making the situation worse. He could feel his skin being penetrated by the two large fangs of the wolf. Trevor grabbed hold of the wolf's muzzle, wrapping his fingers around the wolf's lips and pulling them back enough to make the wolf submit into opening his maw. When the wolf's maw was open wide enough, he yanked his own hand out of the wolf's muzzle and pushed Eric down to the floor.


“Fuck, you little shit.” Trevor said, clutching his paw and trying to stop the bleeding. He looked down at the cub, realizing that he still had a fight to deal with. “I'm going to break your nose, you stupid c-”


Before Trevor could finish his sentence, Christian's clenched fist met the side of the bear's muzzle. Christian had stood up just as the fight had started, but he was too nervous to do anything about it. Yet, when he saw the young cub fall to the floor, instincts kicked in. Christian had never imagined himself to harm another person in his entire life, let alone punch someone. His entire body was shaking as he watched the bear go down to the floor, too stunned to even brace himself from falling or grab hold of his bleeding nose. Just as soon as he hit the ground though, his paws jumped up to his muzzle and his body wriggled back and forth on the floor in agony.


“You broke my nose!” Was the only thing that Christian and Eric could make out, mixed with the multitude of muffled curses and shouts in pain.


“Get up off the floor, you-you-you. . . assface.” Christian stammered, not really used to cursing and doing too well of a job at it.


Trevor did as he was told, picking himself up off the floor with one of his hands, while the other was still firmly placed on his own muzzle. Christian grabbed hold of the bear's book and notes, tossing it inside of the bag and chucking it at the bear. It hit Trevor's chest hard, making him stumble back, but he was still able to catch it with his one paw. The bear dragged himself out of the house, not saying anything else other than the occasional curse. When Christian heard the door slam, he quickly turned to Eric, who was picking himself up off of the floor and giving a proud look up at the fox.


“Why did you do that?” Christian shouted in anger, unable to hold himself back from yelling at the little cub.


“Wh-what?” Eric asked in confusion. His proud look instantly diminished into one of shame and confusion, like a puppy getting scolded for something that it did.


“We were fine! You said you were going to take a shower.” The fox said accusingly, taking a seat back on the couch and putting his muzzle in his paws.


“I came back to ask where you keep the towels. Then I heard you guys talking and I did not want to interrupt you guys.” Eric explained as he walked up to the fox's side and touched him on the arm.


“Just leave me alone. You ruined everything.” Christian said, unable to hold himself back from sniffling in front of the cub.


“I was just trying to help. He was hurting you.” Eric said, biting his lip and trying to keep himself from crying.


“I was fine. I didn't need your help. You're just a stupid kid who's not old enough to understand anything.” Christian said through his sniffling, going right where it would hurt the most for the cub.


And it worked. Eric stood silently next to the fox, stunned that Christian would say those things to him. His tail drooped down between his legs and he took a step back away from Christian and stood still. Eric's entire muzzle was wrinkled in anger, but the tracks of tears sliding down his fur showed more than just anger. After what felt like hours of standing in front of the fox, possibly waiting for an apology or, at least, say anything to him, he turned around and walked into the guest room.


Christian, too busy concerning himself with his own problems, did not even hear the sound of the front door to his house opening up and closing shortly after. Christian's mind raised with thoughts of how he would ever be able to get another chance like the one that was thrown into his lap. It also drifted off to fears of dealing with Trevor on Monday, and how he was going to avoid getting the crap kicked out of him until the bear graduated… if the bear would even graduate this year. There was also the possibility of Trevor just telling the entire school that he was gay, and then having to deal with that for the rest of his high school life. Christian shook his head, pushing it out of his mind and standing up.


“Eric?” The fox called out for him, knowing that he had to make things right with the cub.


Christian walked over to the guest bedroom, poking his head in and calling out for him again. The only thing that was in the room was the wolf's suitcase and another large stack of different books for his studies. He went to the bathroom, figuring that the wolf had went to finally take his shower, but when he saw that the door was wide open, he began to panic. He rushed up and down the house, searching every room and possible location for a cub to hide in. No matter where he looked though, the wolf was not there. He took one long gulp as he made his way into the hallway and stared in horror when he saw that the door was not closed all the way. Without putting on his shoes or anything, he dashed to the door and swung it open.


“Eric!” Christian shouted at the top of his lungs, racing out the door and looking back and forth for the wolf cub.


Christian ran down the street towards the park, figuring that Eric would have probably gone that way first. He did not bother to put on his hood to shield himself from the slight drizzle, but even through his thick hoodie-sweater, he could feel the wind pierce through the fabric and his fur. Still, he did not let the cold weather stop him as he ran towards the park as fast as he could.


When he got to the park, he made his way straight to the jungle gym and searched around. He continuously called out Eric's name, hoping that he would hear him and come to him. However, Eric was not in the jungle gym, nor any other part of the park. The place was completely empty, so he could not even ask for help from anyone. His ears perked up as he remembered that he had a cell phone. He quickly dove his paws into his pockets and searched for his phone. A mental image of watching his dad place the phone onto the table and remembering that Trevor knocked a couple things onto the floor. As luck would have it, the bear knocked over his phone, making Christian overlook grabbing it on his way out the door. He stopped looking around the park and headed straight back to his own house.


He almost felt like shouting at this point, not knowing how to express himself in any other way. He wished that his parents stopped trying to give him all of the responsibilities and let him have a break from it for once. He had never asked to watch the cub; it was just thrown on him like everything else. He just wanted to spend the weekend with Trevor, no matter how big of a jerk he turned out to be. He was so close to having what he wanted, until Eric went and ruined everything for him.


Christian shook the thoughts out of his head, feeling guilty that he was thinking them while the cub could have been in serious trouble. He bit his lip a bit as he thought about Eric telling the bear to stop hitting me. His ear still stung from the bear hitting it, and he wondered how much worse things would have become if he made another slip up. The young wolf was much smaller than the bear, but he still had the guts to stand up to Trevor when he could not.  The more that he thought about Trevor, the more that his thoughts went back to Eric.


He blinked a couple times, waking up from his thoughts and looking around him. He was so focused on everything else that he had not realized that he went right past his house and almost all the way down the street. He stopped running, kicking himself in the head mentally for having lost track the way that he did. He turned himself around and started to head back towards his house, but before he could make it, his ears flickered. Despite the rain and wind muffling most of the sounds around him, he could still hear the sound of an out of control cough.


He turned around a couple times, searching for the sound until he recognized the house that he was close to. He rushed towards the front of the house and froze when he saw Eric. The young wolf pup was curled up in a ball next to the front door. He had only put on a pair of shorts and a loose t-shirt, probably from a suitcase packed from when he was still intending on going to Hawaii. With the bushes in front of the house, it would have been hard to even see him on the ground the way that he was. Christian sprinted to the wolf, getting down to his knees and rubbing the wolf's shoulder to see if he was still awake.


“Mommy?” Eric asked, turning his head from the ground to look up at the fox in front of him. When he saw that it was Christian though, he went silent and turned his head away from him.


“Eric, it's just me. I'm sorry for saying those things. C'mon, it's really cold outside and you're sick. Lets get you home.” Christian said and rubbed at the wolf's side, trying to get him to get up.


Eric did not respond to Christian's words, just laying there on the floor. Christian continued to rub him and tried to make him get up on his own, but soon he realized that the wolf was not just ignoring him for what he the things that he said ealier. He turned the wolf's head around and saw that he was completely passed out. Eric must have pushed himself too far walking all the way to his own house. He probably tried several things to get back into the house as well, short of smashing  a window open. 


Christian looked around, trying to think of what to do. He knew that waking the cub was probably not going to do him too much good. Even if he could get the wolf conscious again, he would be too exhausted to walk himself all the way back to his own house. He still did not have his cell phone to call for help either, and even if he did, he did not know who to call to help him with the task. Christian could see his house from where he was at, though, it was all the way down the street and on the opposite side. Still, he knew what he had to do.


Christian put his arms around the wolf, rolling him over until he was on his back. He slid one arm underneath the wolf's legs, catching him behind his knees while his other arm slid under the wolf's back. With a little bit of preparation, he managed to lift the wolf up to his chest. He stood up slowly, making sure that he could actually lift Eric's body all the way up so he would not accidentally drop him. When he was up all the way, he turned around and looked back to the house, drooping his ears as he realized that it was not going to be an easy walk.


It was not just the rain and the wind that was going to make carrying the cub a challenge, which had conveniently decided to pick up at the perfect time. There was also the fact that wolf cubs had their growth spurt much sooner than most of the other species. Christian's lanky arms fidgeted at the weight, wishing that the Sinclair family were some kind of rodents instead. Regardless of the uphill battle that he had to face, he pushed on anyways. Eric was shivering constantly in his paws, subconsciously curling up in the fox's arms as he was carried to the house. 


Christian wished that there was some way that he could go back in time and stop himself from saying all those things to him. He knew that this whole thing was his fault, even if he did not ask for the responsibility of taking care of the cub. Christian looked down at Eric, biting his lip nervously. Despite the way that the wolf had looked when he was fighting Trevor, in his arms he was just a vulnerable little cub who wanted his mommy. It felt like a knife had dug its way into his chest from all of the guilt that he was building up.


When Christian got back to the house he thanked that he had forgotten to close the door in his panic. The fox carried the young cub into the house, and closed the door behind him with his foot. He furrowed his eyebrows as a new sound caught his attention without the rain and wind distracting him. As he walked, the sickening sound of squishing filled his ears. He looked down and realized that his socks were completely soaked from walking around in the rain. It was then that he realized that all of his clothes and the wolf's clothes were drenched from the rain.


Christian carried Eric into the guest bedroom, walking him up to the bed and letting him down softly. He took a couple steps back, slightly surprised that he was able to make it so far without much trouble. However, as soon as the thought passed his mind, the adrenaline wore off and his arms felt like they were on fire. Not only did his arms burn, but he also noticed that he was shivering like crazy. The fox had let most of the warm air escape from leaving the door open, and it would take a little while before his heater would come back on. Not to mention his close weren't helping.


He quickly peeled off his socks and tossed them to the side, but it did little to help how cold he was feeling. He then looked down at the cub, and saw that he was shivering just as bad. The wolf's clothes were just as soaked as his own, if not worse. Christian gulped as an idea passed through his mind, seeming that it would be a little strange for him to do it. But he also knew that it would be the best way to warm up both of them, and the wolf's well being was his main focus. Without any more hesitation, he peeled off his hoodie and shirt, tossing them aside to his socks. 


The fox wrapped his paws around his body, feeling awkward without his hoodie on. Even when he was at the house and everything was perfectly warm, he hated to be without it. Christian's thin body felt boney in his arms, and without the hoodie to protect him, he felt completely exposed. He checked Eric, making sure that he was still asleep before pulling down his pants and adding it to the pile. His long legs looked just the same as his stretched out body arm thin arms. It didn't help either that he wore a pair of thin tight briefs along with it. He then started to work with the cub, grabbing hold of the cub's arms and positioning them over his head before pulling off his t-shirt. He then grabbed hold of his shorts and tugged them off, trying his best not to wake him up from his sleep. 


When he got them off all the way, he chucked Eric's clothes with his own and stared down at the cub. It was strange for him to see Eric in nothing but his boxers, even though he had just seen it earlier. He seemed so much more different since earlier, and Christian could not help but feel a bit strange at the feelings. Christian crawled up over the wolf and laid down behind him carefully. He edged himself close to the wolf, sliding his arm underneath the wolf's neck while his other arm wrapped around the wolf's chest. 


When he found a comfortable position, he pulled himself and the cub close and rested his head over the cub. His arms and chest felt a bit cold from touching up against Eric's wet fur, but once he was fully wrapped around his body, he actually felt a bit warm. The wolf finally stopped shivering after a couple minutes of holding the cub, and it was not too much longer that the wolf pushed himself up against the fox. He smirked, knowing that the cub was going to be alright now. Christian closed his own eyes and fell asleep, cradling Eric in his arms.


Christian's large ears drooped from side to side as he woke up. The large ears, like everything else on the fox's body, were too large for him. When he was awake enough, they stopped flicking from side to side and stood up. He opened his eyes, regretting it instantly from the brightness of the room. The sun decided to beat him to the morning and light up the room. He closed his eyes for a second, trying to adjust himself to the light before opening them again. He blinked a couple times before he was finally able to see again.


His arms and shoulders ached a little bit, so he tried to lift up his arms to stretch himself out. He cocked his head to the side in confusion and looked down when he realized that something was weighing down his arm. He looked down at his arm and instead was met with the back of a furred head. Startled, he tried to pull back from the head, confused about what was going on right now. In his jerk, he ended up shifting the cub just enough to wake him up from his sleep.


“Christian?” Eric asked, waking up from his own slumber.


Christian took a second to put all of the pieces together before remember everything that had happened the day before. He cursed himself, wishing that he had not woken up the wolf before he could get his clothes back on. Not that it would have mattered much anyways. Eric had managed to wrapped his arms around Christian's arms tightly and cuddled up with it during his sleep. The wolf's muzzle rested against Christian's shoulder, using it as though it were a pillow. He rubbed his face against the fox's shoulder, wiping off his sleepiness before opening his eyes all the way and getting up.


“Where am I?” Eric asked, pulling away from the fox and pushing his other arm off of him.


“I found you in front of your house. You walked all the way there without a jacket or anything.” Christian said, sounding a bit more accusingly then he intended to sound.


Eric did not respond to Christian, instead just laying away from him with his back turned to the fox. Christian knew that it was not because he fell back asleep, recognizing the wolf's ear movements and the way he was breathing. The wolf's ears went back and forth, as though he was working out all of the pieces of yesterday as well. Christian gave off a long sigh, knowing that the was still upset at him for everything.


“Listen, Eric. I'm sorry about everything I said yesterday. I did not mean anything, I was just upset.” Christian apologized, reaching his paw out and touching his shoulder.


“Leave me alone. I don't want to talk to you.” Eric scootched himself away from the fox, pulling himself to the edge of the bed.


“C'mon, I was just being stupid at the time.” Christian said as he pulled himself right up to the back of the wolf, trying to close the gap between them.


“You were being stupid. He was an idiot.”


“Wait, what?”


“Why were you doing that stuff with Trevor? He was an idiot and he did not even like you.” Eric rolled himself over to face Christian.


“I don't have to explain that. You don't even know what we were doing.” Christian responded and pulled himself back on the bed. The white on the fox's cheek had turned a light shade of pink and he averted his eyes from the cub.


“I'm young, not stupid. I know what you guys were doing it, I just don' know why you were doing it with him. You were being stupid.” Eric was the one to close the gap this time as he pulled up closer to Christian.


“Well, it's not easy to explain. It's not like people are lining up to be with this body.” Christian motioned his hands over himself, pointing at his boney body.


“I like the way that your body looks.”


“Or the way that these stupid ears hang or my face.” He said, moving his hands up and making a circular motion of his head.


“I like the way that your face looks.”


“Or my personality and my awkwardness.” Christian's tone started to take a much darker tone the more things that he listed off.


“I like your personality.” 


“That's nice and all, but I want someone to like me.” Christian said, not bothering to take in what Eric was saying for even a second.


“I like you.”


“No. I want someone to like-”


“Shut up!” Eric shouted, stopping the fox before he could go any further with his own self-loathing. “You're just like everyone else. You don't listen because you think I'm a kid. Everyone gives me the responsibilities of older people, but everyone still treats me like I don't know anything. You think that when I say something, that I don't know what I'm talking about. I like you!”


Eric jumped out of the bed and ran out of the room, slamming the door behind him. Christian, too shocked to do anything but lay on the bed frozen. He had never imagined that the cub actually liked him, though, it was not just because he had trouble believing anyone could like him. Everything that he thought of himself had vanished in his mind as he went back and looked at all of the things that the cub had been trying to tell him all day and all the other times that he had spent watching over Eric. Ideas of the wolf trying to tell him things or the way he acted around the him that Christian just passed over as things that cubs say to be cute, rather than actually meaning anything. It was as though he was seeing Eric first the first time.  


Christian got himself off of the bed and rushed towards the door, partially worried that Eric might have decided to run away again. He walked through the hallway, poking his head into the living room and seeing the cub at the couch. He fixed up some of the papers that he had been working on, and started to work on his next set of problems. Christian walked up to the couch and took a seat next to the wolf, checking over the problems that he was working with and checking over the wolf's work.


“Quadratics now? Why can't you pick something simple?” Christian asked, trying to lighten up the situation by saying it in a joking matter.


“They take long.” Was all Eric said as he setup the word problem and turned it into an equation. As he started to solve the problem, Christian grabbed hold of the wolf's shoulder.


“Don't do it like that. Here, check this out.” He said as reached in and snatched the pencil out of Eric's paw.


The fox wrote the problem in its original form, pointing out the different characteristics of the problem. Eric was reluctant to look at first, ignoring everything the fox would say. Christian gave a glance to Eric, and even though he was upset that the wolf was not paying attention, he continued to speak. He drew notes on the problem, repeating himself here and there to hopefully get something through to the wolf. He almost felt like giving up, but Eric spoke up.


“But what if there is a coefficient attached to the equation?” Eric asked, leaning into the work and checking over the work.


“Well, then it won't work, but lets just focus on problems that don't.” Christian continued.


The two of them worked on a handful of problems, going through them rapidly with Christian's shortcuts. Eric was fast enough to start adding his own things to the shortcut, pointing it out to the fox and showing him the rules that came attached with his own little shortcut. It was not long before the word problems became too complex for the shortcuts to work, but they still crunched through the numbers until all of the problems on the page were finished. They sat together, rubbing their pencils and trying to think of something to say. Christian, becoming uncomfortable with the silence, finally spoke up.


“Did you want to start on,” He leaned over the coffee table and looked at one of the other books, “18th century literature?”


“I meant what I said earlier.” Eric confessed, tossing his pencil on the coffee table, tired of doing work.


“I know.” Christian responded, turning his head away from the cub uncomfortably.


“Do you like me?” The wolf asked, leaning himself back into the fox's vision as he tried to push the conversation.


“It wouldn't be right if I did like you.” Christian said in a knee jerk reaction, turning his head a little more to block the cub out of his eyesight.


“That's not what I asked.” Eric persisted and crawled up closer to Christian.


“ What does it matter? Nothing good could come of it.” Christian coldly stated.


Christian knew what the wolf was trying to do, and he figured the more distance that he put from himself and the cub, the quicker this conversation would end. He stood up and started to walk away from the cub, but before he could get far enough, Eric grabbed hold of his tail. Despite the cub's size, he had a strong grip on the fox's long thick furred tail. The cub pulled back on it hard enough to cause Christian to stumble backwards onto the couch.


“Don't walk away from me. I want to know.”


Eric was on his knees on the couch, staring directly at Christian while the fox sat silently. His ears flicked back and forth, tossing ideas around in his head and coming up with all the different solutions. Eric was not sure what the fox was thinking about, but part of him feared that he did know. His parents did the same thing to him when he asked them questions that were hard to answer. Usually though, his parents were just thinking of ways that they could just tell the cub that he was too young to understand and that it would be something he would learn when he was older. Eric could feel his eyes water, not wanting to hear the same thing from the fox that he looked up to. However, Christian nodded his head up and down unenthusiastically.


“You do like me?” Eric said, standing up and getting ready to jump on top of the fox.


“I do, but it doesn't matter.” Christian turned his head to the wolf with tears running down the side of his face. “We can't be together. You're too young, and it's not because I think you're too young. No body would accept us being together and so it's best that we just let this die right now.” 


The wolf's triumphant victory had quickly turned into a tragic loss within seconds. He knew it himself, he was not that naïve, but that did not stop him from trying.


“No one has to know! We can just keep it our secret. Everything will be alright if we don't tell anyone. I promise I won't say anything.” Eric pleaded, reaching out and grabbing hold of the fox's arm.


“It doesn't matter. If we get caught-no, when we get caught, they're going to separate us. Or worse.” Christian tried to pull back from the cub, not wanting to be touched by him.,


“We'll be careful. I like you, and it's not fair that we can't be together.” He reached his muzzle up to the fox's and tried too give him a kiss. Christian held a paw up to the wolf's chest and kept him from getting close enough.


“How can we be careful? Don't you think people will find it suspicious that a sixteen-year-old is hanging out with a twelve-year-old all the time?” Christian managed to push the wolf strong enough to get him to back off.


“You can be my math tutor or something. I don't care what excuses I have to make, I'll make sure it will work. This is not fair!” Eric stopped trying to kiss the fox, but he did not let go of his arm.


“No matter what way you spin it, it's dangerous and I don't want to get you in trouble. Nothing is fair! This is over!” Christian shouted, trying to stand up again.


Just as the fox stood up, Eric grabbed hold of his tail again, but this time yanked it hard enough for the fox to completely fall backwards onto the couch. Before the fox could try and get up, Eric pushed his small muzzle against the fox's. Their lips connected for a short moment. The Christian stopped fighting Eric for the first time as Eric started to take over. The fox closed his eyes tightly, not wanting to look at the sin that he was committing. He could feel his mind trying to shut off all of his feelings to get him to start thinking logically again, but no matter how it tried to tell him everything that he was doing was wrong, it could not turn off his desire to be with the cub.


Eric slid his paws up the fox's shoulders, making their way up to his neck, then his cheeks, before they finally brushed through his fur to the back of his head. The two paws help Christian's head still as the pup cocked his head to the side and locked the two muzzles together. His small tongue pushed into Christian's muzzle, sliding past the fox's lips and into his maw. Christian took a sharp inhale, not expecting the cub to know this part, but went along with it as he pushed his tongue back into the wolf's maw.


Christian reached his paw up and touched the wolf's chest, feeling his body through his fur as he began to explore the cub. His other paw made its way to the wolf's legs, dragging his claws through the cub's fur and gently riding them up his thigh. Eric's paws curved around Christian's head and up towards his head, grabbing hold of the big floppy ears and running them between his fingers. The fox's ears were folded back, but still large enough that they hung sloppily within the cub's paws. 


Eventually, the two had to come up for air. They pulled apart from each other and looked away from one another bashfully. Christian's mind was racing on what he had just done, and the fight in his mind started again. Part of him felt like he violated the cub, showing him things that he was not yet supposed to see or feel until he was ready to do these sort of things. If he had forced this all on the cub and used him like some grimy pedophile who could only get their kicks from those who were too young to understand.


“I love you.” Was all Eric needed to say to wash away any fear that grew in Christian's mind.


Eric pulled himself up, finally coming down from his kiss and looking up at Christian. He seemed clueless to all of the troubles that were haunting the fox. The only thing that he cared about was telling the fox of his dreams the way that he felt about him. Eric lunged forward and wrapped his arms around Christian, rubbing his muzzle up and down the fox's boney chest. And all Christian could do was wrap his arms around him and hold him close, glad that his little lover enjoyed the experience.


“I, uh, love you too, I guess.” Christian said bashfully, estranged to the words leaving his mouth before trying again. 


“I love you.” He repeated himself, this time sounding a bit more confident and saying it the way that he truly meant it.


The two of them held each other until the heat from their body's touching made things too hot, and even then, they kept hugging. When they could not tolerate it anymore, they pulled off of each other and smiled at each other. If it was not for the rumbling in their stomachs, they might have stayed that way for eternity. They would have just stayed in each others view with their goofy smiles and their half closed eyes until the sun would stop shining and all light would vanish from the earth. And that would have been alright to them.


The fox was the first to break the stare, standing up off of the couch and leading Eric into the kitchen so he could watch over him as he cooked. The rest of the day was spent starting 18th century literature and watching cartoons. The day was filled with interruptions of quick pecks and watching one another from the side of their eyes. The day seemed to go by slowly as they held each other while watching the silly television shows. However, no matter how slow it could have gone, night was inevitable.


“Do I have to go to bed?” Eric asked, following Christian into the room.


“Yeah, it's getting late and I don't want your brother to pick you up all groggy.” Christian said, pulling up the covers to the bed and patting on it.


Eric did as he was told. He hopped up onto the bed and slid his legs underneath the sheets. Christian pulled the covers over Eric, packing him into the sheets tightly. Eric smile eventually faded out, though he did not close his eyes as he watched the fox's own smile turn into a frown. Both of them knew what needed to be said, but neither of them were quite ready to admit it. So they just stayed in that position until the question could not contain itself any longer.


“This is the last time we can do this, isn't it?” Eric asked, tearing up and taking a quick sniff.


“For a while, yes.” Christian said and placed his paw on the wolf's leg.


“I will wait for you. I don't care how long it takes, I will.”


“I know you will, and I will wait for you.” Christian said back, trying to hold back his own tears.


“Will it be a long wait?” Eric asked, trying to keep the moment between them going for as long as possible.


“It will be, but it will only feel like seconds compared to everything else.” Christian's voice was starting to crack and there was nothing he could do to stop it.


“Don't cry.” Eric said, reaching his paw up and cupping hold of the fox's cheek. “Today was the best day of my life.”


Christian smirked weakly at Eric, doing his best to stop all of the sadness by showing strength to him. Eric did the same, smiling back at the fox as he told himself that everything was going to be alright. Even though both of them knew that they would have so much more time together once Eric was of age, they both knew that every minute they weren't together was going to be a minute too long. Still, Christian just nodded his head up and down to the cub before dipping his muzzle towards him. They gave each other a quick peck and rubbed the sides of their muzzles together before Christian stood up.


“It was the best day of my life too.” Christian said as he tried to make his way to the door, afraid that if he did not, he might just never leave.


“Christian!” Eric called, stopping him just before the fox could make it out of the room.


Christian turned around slowly back to the bed. Despite how dark the room was, Eric could make out the tracks of tears that run from the fox's muzzle. He had hoped to make it all the way out of the room before the two drops of tears could reach the floor. He stood for Eric to see him, waiting for him to say anything so that he could head out of the room and into some dark corner so he could cry until there was no tears left to be shed.


 “I meant it when I said I love you.”


“I know, and don't think for a minute that I didn't mean it when I say that I love you too.” Christian responded and walked out of the room.


Christian closed to the door behind him and walked into the living room. His chest felt as though someone had stabbed it repeatedly and left him with a whole that could never be filled. Ever since he found out what love was, he wanted to know that someone else loved him. Now that he had his wish though, he wanted nothing more than to not be loved, just so he could never feel the loss that could have come with it.


He walked into the living room, not tired enough to fall asleep yet and hoping that something on the television would make him feel better. Before he could find the remote though, his large ears picked up the sound of something ringing. Christian flicked his ears back and forth, trying to figure out where the sound was coming from. He reached down to the floor, noticing it coming from a stack of papers on the floor. His eyes lit up as he realized that his phone was buried in a pile of Eric's homework.


“Hello?” He asked as he flipped open the phone and placed it to his muzzle.


“Christian? I've been trying to get a hold of you for a while now. Is everything alright?” Said a female on the other line.


“Yeah, everything is fine. Mrs, Sinclair?” He asked, not being a hundred percent sure if it was her or not.


“Yeap. Sorry to call so late. We forgot about the time difference and we were worried that you were already asleep. Has Eric been doing his schoolwork?” Her question was muffled by a group of laughter, presumably from his family and Eric's father.


“Yeah, we've managed to get through a lot of it.” Christian said, laying back on the couch and wishing that he would not have to talk to her much longer. Everything that reminded him of the wolf made him feel disappointed again.


“That's good. Well, I called to tell you that Eric's brother is not going to be showing up until Monday. Your parents already called the school to tell them you won't be showing up until Eric is out of your hands. That's not gonna be a problem, is it?” Her attention seemed mixed between the group of laughter and her conversation with Christian as she had long pauses between finishing sentences.


“No. No, that shouldn't be a problem at all. I'd love to watch him for one more day.” Christian said, feeling his heart skip a beat.


He hesitated a little bit, not really paying attention to her slow response back of excuses and thankfulness. A surge of warm feelings washed over his entire body, knowing that he would get to spend one more day with his true love. He wanted to leap up off of the couch and dance in victory. But he knew that another day would just mean that he would have to say goodbye one more time. Instead of running away from it this time, though, he stopped Mrs. Sinclair before she could continue her slurred speech.


“You know, he's really good at math, but I can help him a bit more than the books can. Mind if I be his math tutor?”

