“One more time, please! Just one more time,” said Johnny. The little lamb pranced around Mr. Whitefang, too polite to work the old wolf's turntable, but not above a little pestering.

For a moment, it looked as if the wolf wouldn't do it, and Johnny's lower lip trembled. But then Mr. Whitefang moved the record needle back to the start of the record, and Johnny let out a cheer. “Yes, yes, yes!” He quieted down once the steady strumming of blues guitar came out of the speakers, stretched out on his belly, hooves kicking up in the air in time with the beat.

Johnny lived across the hallway from Mr. Whitefang. The old wolf ran a bar in the old Happytown neighborhood in Zootopia, something that the lamb's parents spoke of with an air of quiet disapproval. That disapproval wasn't enough, though, to prevent his parents from dropping the lamb off on the doorstep anytime they were busy, which was often. Free lamb care was the best lamb care, in their opinon.

At first, the wolf had seemed scary. He was big and...well, toothy, and there was always talk at school about this predator or that biting or clawing one of the prey students. Johnny had never seen that sort of thing, but it was talked about so much that it must have happened.
But Mr. Whitefang had something more impressive than those sharp teeth, and much more wonderful: one entire wall in his apartment was shelved with old blues records. The records themselves were fascinating enough, covers decorated with pictures of rural towns well outside Zootopia, or bands of predators with their instruments.
Johnny begged the wolf to play some of them, and so Johnny's education in the blues began, starting with Muddy Otters and moving on from there. The lamb loved the trumpets, the rough voices, the way the singers turned their howls into beautiful music. At school, a howl was likely to get the wolves in the class put in detention, not put on a record.
But more than anything, Johnny loved hearing the guitar. He wore out a needle one week listening to the greats, both on acoustic and electric. He loved the little riffs, the dark and beautiful blue notes, the way that a good guitarist could make the instrument howl, no matter if they were a big wolf or a little weasel.
The record came to an end again, and Johnny rolled back up to a sitting position, ready to ask the wolf to play it again. But just then, there was a rap on the door. 
“That'll be your father,” said Mr. Whitefang, getting out of his seat and going to the door. 
And it was. The big ram stepped in, still dressed in his work suit. “Ready to go, son?”
Johnny looked down at the floor, traced a little furrow in Mr. Whitefang's shag carpet. “I guess.” He wanted to listen to the music more! But he'd be back tomorrow. He reluctantly got to his hooves and padded towards the door...and was stopped by his father's touch on his shoulder.
“Oh, wait. I did forget one thing, before we leave.” He smiled at Mr. Whitefang, then looked down at his son.
The wolf disappeared into the back of his apartment, then came out again carrying...an electric guitar and a little practice amp. “Your father asked me to hide it out in my place until your birthday. Got the strings all tuned for you.” 
Johnny let out an uncertain little bleat. “Is that....is that for me?”
Johnny's father smiled. “That's...yes, that's right. Happy birthday, Johnny!” 
The lamb's eyes lit up. “A guitar! For me! Awesome!” he said. He hugged his father before running over to Mr. Whitefang, lifting up the instrument. It was battered, the varnish worn thin in places, but strung with brand-new strings. 
The wolf smiled down at him, then winked. “And tomorrow, you'll be beginning guitar lessons with me.”
Johnny gasped. “You play?”
The wolf smiled. “A little. I've been working through some fellows with better chops before getting to my records.” He gave the lamb a little nudge towards his father. “But now, you need to go enjoy your birthday with your family. I'll see you tomorrow.”
Johnny quivered with excitement. He could have all the cake and ice cream he wanted, and it still wouldn't beat this. He'd already gotten the best part of his birthday!
Thus began Johnny's journey with the guitar.
Four hours into his summer stay with his grandfather, and Rory Whitefang had just been delivered some dire news. “Why do I have to help, Grandpa?”
“Because the mistakes are fresher for you. He'll come up to your level faster playing with you than with me.”
“But—“
“None of that. He picks things up fast. He's a good boy.”
Rory sighed and looked up at his grandfather. He tried the sad puppy eyes. “Grandpaaa.”
Grandpa just glared at the boy. “Don't you try that on me. I invented that look decades before your time.”
Rory clenched his jaw and growled. 
He got his ear tweaked for it, too. “Don't you even think about doing that in front of the boy. You know better than to behave like that around prey.” The old wolf perked his ears up at a tap on the door. “That's him. Be kind.” He padded to the door and opened it up.
“Mr. Whitefang! Mr. Whitefang! I did it. I can do the chord changes.”
Rory stood there, eyeing this...little ball of black fluff jumping up and down, guitar clutched in his hooves. He peeked around his grandfather's hip, and the hopping stopped. The lamb hid behind the closest thing nearby—which happened to be Rory's grandpa.
Rory let out a little snort. He was skittish!
Grandpaw turned and Rory's ears fell when the wolf pointed at him and mouthed, “Be kind.” Grandpa was a big, loud wolf, and was his most frightening when he was anything but big and loud. 
Grandpa moved aside and nudged the little lamb towards Rory. “Johnny, this is my grandson, Rory. He's your age, and he'll be staying with me for a little while. He's learning the guitar, too, so he'll be playing with us during lessons.”
Johnny leaned in, suddenly no longer a quivering ball of wool. “Do you play the blues, too? Do you know lots of chord changes? Mr. Whitefang was teaching me the quick four last week.” The lamb's eyes glittered with excitement.
Rory took a half-step back against that sudden eager press forward from the other boy, taken aback by that burst of assertive body language from the sheep. It seemed strange coming from a prey species. “Yeah, I guess,” he mumbled, staring down at his toes, embarrassed at his own brief flash of surprise.
Grandpa touched a paw to the back of Rory's neck. “Let's get to the lessons. You can get acquainted while doing drills.” The old wolf grabbed three chairs and Rory sighed, resigned to his fat.
But when Johnny took the leftmost chair, Rory took the rightmost. Even if he was going to take lessons with the lamb, he didn't have to sit near him or be all friendly. Like that was going to happen.
“One, two, three, four,” Mr. Whitefang counted out, and the boys tried to strum to the beat.
Except Johnny couldn't keep up. Two weeks since his first lesson along with Rory, and he found it hard to keep up with the wolf pup. Every time he fell behind, the two guitars clashed, discordant notes souring the air.
Rory made that face, the one he made every time Johnny screwed up, and the lamb slumped. Rory hated him. Every time the lamb came for lessons, Rory complained and asked if he had to help. Johnny felt like they might get along if the pup didn't have to suffer through the lessons.
And every time, Mr. Whitefang said he did, and every time, Johnny made a mistake that got Rory to scrunch his muzzle up in that look of disgust. 
“Again,” said Mr. Whitefang. “A little slower. Work it out.”
But Johnny still found himself falling behind. Embarrassment at getting the exercise wrong and the knowledge that he was bothering Mr. Whitefang's grandpup provided ample distraction, and Johnny's hooves still faltered.

And that got Rory out of his seat. “Grandpaw—“

Mr. Whitefang glared at Rory, but this time, he waved the pup on. “Get. Go outside for a little while or something.”

The wolf pup set his guitar down carefully then went hurrying out of the apartment, leaving Johnny alone with the older wolf. “Don't mind him,” said Mr. Whitefang. “He's got a little growing up to do.”

“Yeah, but I can't get it,” said Johnny. “I'm sorry. I didn't mean to make him mad.”

The wolf snorted. “Don't you go getting embarrassed about that. We all start out as beginners in one way or another. He's just forgotten that.”

 “Yeah, but—“

“Work it out with your blues. Try the quick four I showed you.” The wolf got up and went into the other room. Johnny could hear him running the coffeemaker.

Johnny let out a little sigh, but then started, going slow at first. An A chord. A D chord. Back to A. Soon, he lost himself in remembering the chord shapes, and began getting them smoother.

He kept at it a while. Hooftips didn't wear sore easy, and he wanted to get it right. He didn't notice when, a while later, when Rory came back in from outside, ears perked and listening. When he did look up, he put his hoof on the strings to silence them, embarrassed. How long had the wolf been watching him?

The pup's tongue licked out over his lips. “So you can do something right on that thing.”

Faint praise, but it was the nicest thing Rory had said to him since he met the pup. Johnny felt his face grow warm with pleasure at it. “You think so?” He went back at it, strumming—

—and his E-string snapped.

The wolf snorted. “Grandpaw, time to show him how to restring a guitar,” the pup called out.

“—One night without hearing that racket, is that too much to ask?”

“Now dear,” said Johnny's mother, voice carrying all too well through the vents in the apartment, “You're the one who gave it to him.”

“It was Hank's idea, not mine. I would've said no if he hadn't already bought it. Can't beat a free birthday gift.” At that, Johnny stopped strumming his guitar, looking down at it. “Finally, some piece and quiet,” came his father's voice, softer.

The little lamb sighed. He should have known; the guitar was too perfect a gift for his father to come up with. Last year's gift had been a an argyle sweater, given to his father in exchange for the springtime shearing at the clothing factory that the ram managed.

Johnny set his guitar aside and walked over to his window, looking down on the street below. That was something quiet to do, at least.

At first, it was just the usual parade of people doing their Saturday afternoon errands. But then, he noticed Rory padding down the street. 

From his lofty distance on the third floor, Johnny studied the pup. Rory's coloring wasn't quite the same as his grandfather's grey; there was a little mix of tan in with that pelt. But he carried himself the same way that Mr. Whitefang did, and if Johnny squinted, he could imagine that the boy was a younger version of his babysitter. 

Of course, Rory was a little more blunt than the old wolf, a little less warm. But things had been improving right alongside Johnny's guitar playing. And then there were things about Rory that were different from Mr. Whitefang, things that made the lamb want to chase after the pup.

The lamb lifted a hoof, ready to lift his window and wave out at the wolf.

“—maybe we could enroll him in the Ranger Scouts. He's too old for the Juniors, but he needs to hang around boys of his own...kind. Not that little savage of a grandon Harry's got. Wonder what he did to get sent to live with his grandfather instead of his parents.”


Johnny swallowed, ears falling. He lowered his hooves. His father would probably just get angry with him for calling out to Rory.

But his father wasn't there in Mr. Whitefang's apartment on weekdays. He'd at least have that time with his friend. And that was the really special time.

Four o'clock came and went and Rory's mother still hadn't called.

“Don't you go making eyes at that phone, now,” said Grandpa. '

“I'm not making eyes. I'm just—“ 

“Waiting around too much. You know she'd call if she could. She's probably working an extra shift.”

“I know.” That's all his mother did, work. But money was stretched thin back home, which was why Grandpa was helping with Rory over the summer.

The old wolf leaned over Rory and licked the bridge of the pup's muzzle. “Relax a little. How was the park?”

Rory shrugged. “Boring. I met some other cubs, but...”

“But?”

The pup's ear fell. “It's just weird. I saw one listening to some music, but it turned out he was just into stuff I don't like.”

Grandpa laughed. “Meaning the things that cubs your age are usually listening to.” His smile faded a little. “Maybe it was a mistake, sending you my old records.”

“No!” Rory was half out of his chair as he protested, as if ready to leap on his Grandpa's words. He was wrong! “I love your music. You're the...the best. And Johnny knows it, too. And he's my age, and he likes the same kind of music.”
The old wolf reached out and stroked a paw over the top of Rory's head. “Well, now, I'm not the best, or I'd be doing more than running an old blues club downtown.”
“Well, you watch Johnny, too. And give him lessons. That's more jobs than most people do.” Rory paused, hesitant. This was something he'd been wondering, first through the lens of jealousy at the lamb's attention from Grandpa, and then with genuine curiosity as he got to know Johnny. “Why do you babysit him? You make enough money with your club.”
The wolf smiled. “Well, the club's only open in the evenings. I need to do something during the day, or I'd feel all cooped up in here. And I couldn't stand that old bat who was watching him. She was such a grouch!” He laughed and wagged his tail. “And he reminds me of you, a little. Which is why I'm glad you like him.”
Rory blinked. “How do you know I like him?”
Grandpa chuckled. “Because all day it's 'Johnny' this and 'Johnny' that, as soon as he's out of sight. Might want to let him know, instead of scowling when he's actually around.” He winked at the wolf. “Better practice hard, though. He keeps going like he has been, he'll give you a run for your money with his guitar.”
Rory's eyes widened. “R-right.” He abandoned the phone and went to his room. A little extra practice time wouldn't hurt.
Four playthroughs through one of Rory's tapes, and the wolf was learning firsthand just how insatiable Johnny could be when taken by some new music.
Rory had put his little cassette player to use, showcasing some of the music he'd recorded off the radio back home. Johnny lifted up from the floor and peeked up over the foot of the bed to regard Rory, stretched out with his head on his pillow. “This one's really good, but...you sure you're too sore to keep practicing?”
Rory nodded. Guitar practice was another thing Johnny couldn't get enough of. “I don't have hooves at the ends of my fingers like you, you know. And you don't wanna wear yours down too far, anyways.”
The lamb grinned. “I know. You've got real soft fingers and toes.”
“Yeah, I—hey, what are you doing?” Rory laughed, peering down at the lamb, who was nuzzling up against the bottoms of his feet. “Cut it out. That tickles!”
“What? Your pads''re so soft. I like 'em.” 

Johnny's glinting eyes gave the wolf that feeling of being hunted, as sometimes happened with the lamb. Rory blushed, then shook his head. Why did it feel so weird, hearing the lamb say things like that? And getting looked at like that? “Yeah, well...” He stalled, if only because it felt good. 
Then the lamb's muzzle brushed against his sole again, and the wolf bit his lip. “Okay, okay. That's enough!” he said, inverting himself and flopping belly-down to hide the growing tightness in his shorts. 
“Oh. Sorry, Rory, I—“ Johnny's apology was cut short when the wolf ran his fingers through the fluff on top of his head.
Rory grinned. “Yeah, you wanna touch the paws, I'm gonna play with your wool!” 
Johnny laughed. “No fair!”
Rory showed his teeth. “How do you like it? You're soft, too. I'll make a sweater out of your wool!” The two ended up tussling until Grandpa yelled at them to knock off the roughhousing. So, Rory settled back down to listen to music with Johnny, this time with an arm draped across the lamb's chest. He fell asleep that way, then woke up to find that the lamb had curled right up against him, and was snoring softly. Rory smiled and closed his eyes. He could nap a little longer.
One last strum, and Johnny set his guitar down. Practice time was over, at least until the afternoon. He found that Rory's paws could take more practice if they split up their practices during the day.

The lamb looked up. Rory was looking at him, thoughful. “What?”

The wolf smiled. “Nothing. You're just getting really good with the guitar.”

Johnny bit his lip. Even if they were close now, he knew that Rory wouldn't give that praise without cause. “Good. I want to be good at the blues, like your grandpa.”

At that, Rory hesitated. “Well, I mean, there's getting good with the guitar, and then there's good at playing the blues.”

Johnny's ears fell. “I'm not really playing the blues?”

Mr. Whitefang overhead them and came into the living room. “Now, that's...not quite true. It's just...your blues are still a little on the, ah...sweet side of things. You aren't quite making that guitar howl yet.”

Johnny's bit his lip. “Is that because I'm not a wolf?” he asked. 

The old wolf peered at Johnny over his spectacles, then sat on the couch. He patted the cushions to either side of him. “Sit, boys.”

Johnny and Rory sat on either side of Mr. Whitefang. “Johnny, how much do you know about Zootopia's history? Sometime around...oh, twenty, thirty years ago?”

The little lamb shrugged. “Not lots. We're gonna talk about that in history next year.”

The wolf nodded. “Well...most wolf pups have had this talk already, I suppose. They've taught you the differences between predators and prey, right?”

Johnny nodded right away. Every cub knew about that. “Sure, Mr. Whitefang.” He hesitated, ears lowering. “Is it...is it something bad?”

The wolf reached out and stroked over the lamb's wooly head. “Well, that's...” He paused, then cleared his throat. “Up until about thirty years ago, all predators had to wear collars around their necks, you see?” he said, reaching up and tracing around his throat. “And these collars, animals said they were to keep prey safe from fierce predators.”

Johnny frowned, confused. “How could a collar do that?”

Mr. Whitefang hesitated. “There's not much of a way to be delicate about this, is there?” he said, finally. “They'd give us a little shock. Not hard, mind you, but enough to sting. Anytime we got mad, or excited, or sometimes even if we were happy and shouting. Bzzt.”  He dug a clawtip into his neck for effect.

Johnny's eyes widened, while on the other side of Mr. Whitefang, Rory's ears wilted. The lamb thought about all the times in the day he'd feel a little mad, or excited, and he winced at the very thought. “That's terrible. I'd get shocks all the time.”

Mr. Whitefang nodded. “It was, and I—and other predators, too—we did. But, just because people thought we shouldn't have those feelings, doesn't mean that we didn't. And so, wolves—and again, other predators, too, but I suppose it started with us wolves—we came up with the blues. It let us express our feelings without triggering that shock. We'd let our guitars do the howling for us.”

Johnny looked down at his hooves. “And the other prey animals wanted that? Even in Zootopia?” He couldn't imagine it!

The old wolf nodded. “There's still some prey that don't feel that safe around predators like us,” he admitted. He squeezed Johnny's shoulder. “But, that's where we get a little extra bite to our blues, where we get a little heat to our guitar licks. We take those bad feelings and make some beautiful music out of it.”
Johnny gave a tiny nod. “Oh.”

The wolf looked at Johnny, then his grandson. “Well, you two look a little glum,” he says. “Enough of this talk! What's done is done. Go and play.”

Up Johnny went, from the couch right to Rory's room. By the time he was through the door, the tears started to spill out. It was like finding out that everyone he knew had been aliens. It was awful! How could anyone put a collar on somebody? He felt ashamed, just for being prey. Would he have wanted Mr. Whitefang in a collar, if he had lived thirty years before? He suspected his father would prefer the collars.

Arms enfolded the lamb's middle, and Johnny found himself hugged against the warmth of Rory's front. “Don't you worry about that stuff,” the wolf whispered.

“You knew?”

Rory nodded. “I did. But...well, like Grandpa said. That's done. I'm never gonna let someone treat me like I'm something to be afraid of. And I know you'd never treat me like that.”

Johnny took hold of Rory's paw, and his friend just squeezed tightly in response. It helped. But still, the lamb turned and buried his face against his friend's chest, just for a little while.

One Friday in late August, Johnny completely forgot to check the time.

It was too warm to do much in Mr. Whitefang's apartment in the afternoons except lay back and listen to records. It was even hard to focus on guitar practice. On days, such as this one, the old wolf sometimes took a nap on the couch, leaving the boys on their own.

So, out came the records, and they stretched out on Rory's bed, just as always.

For a little while, Johnny listened quietly, stretched out beside the pup. But sometime in the last few weeks, the lamb had discovered something as good as the blues—maybe even better! He leaned in closer to Rory.

After the first long, slow kiss, Rory's paws found their way to the lamb's sides. “Surprised you waited that long.”

Johnny felt his face warm. He was grateful that there was enough wool back on him to not show much. “I can be patient.”

The wolf laughed. “No, you can't. You're—mmf. You're poking my hip.”

Johnny squirmed. “I can't help it.”

“No, you can't.” Rory's fingers found his way to the tent in the little lamb's shorts and kneaded until he got a bleat out of Johnny. 

The lamb shivered. “Rory, please. Don't tease.”

Fingers, deft from all that guitar practice, found Johnny's zipper and pulled. “I'm not. Just making sure you're ready.”

Out of his shorts came Johnny's dick, pink and twitchy and a little wet at the very tip. And then very wet all over, once Rory curled up and got his tongue on him.

Johnny sighed. “Yeah, that's good.” When Rory opened up and started bobbing his head on his erection, the lamb moaned softly. He gripped the wolf's ears and squeezed, carefully as he could, as his hips began to buck. Eyes stayed focused on his friend as that muzzle, full of sharp teeth, bobbed up and down without a single graze on tender flesh.

Johnny swallowed. “I'm not gonna last...Rory...” He humped upwards, moving faster, eager for the rush that felt so much better in that humid heat than in his hand. “Rory, I'm gonna...gonna—“

“What are you two doing?”

Too late, Johnny's body trembled and he gave up his seed. Unfortunately, it was as Rory jerked back in surprise, so the wolf got that sticky white cum right in the face.

Standing in the doorway was Johnny's father, looking very big and very angry. “Get off of my son, you...you predator!” He butted Mr. Whitefang so hard that the old wolf fell back, and clopped over to the bed. He shoved Rory aside, making the wolf yelp and grabbed the little lamb's wrist. “We're leaving, Rory. I should call the ZPD on your pervert of a son, Hank!”

Johnny whimpered, trying to pull his shorts up while struggling against his father's grip, worried for both Rory and his grandpa. He was dragged halfway across the floor. “But, Dad, I—“ 

“But nothing! I knew better than to let you spend your time with these...these...savages. You're going home.”
Johnny's hooves scrabbled at the floor with no real way to fight that strong grip, and soon he was in the hall, with his dad slamming the door behind him, leaving the lamb's guitar, babysitter, and best friend behind. Worse, he heard Mr. Whitefang's voice rise in anger, and he could tell that, even muffled by the door, the old wolf was not happy with Rory.
Five acts so far tonight, and they all stank. Hank Whitefang sat by his table at the back of the bar. Open mic night had helped to prop up the slow decline of patrons, but  nothing he'd seen was half as good as there had been back in his day.
Off the stage came a cheetah with a harmonica. He looked like he had the blues, all right, but that was probably because he'd just been booed off.
As he walked past, the old wolf patted his shoulder. “Better luck next time, kid.” Bad or not, he wanted to encourage anyone who might want to play. Maybe someone would want to learn. But he hadn't seen that spark in a couple years, at least. Not since...no. He put thoughts of that aside.
There was a commotion over by the door, and Hank got up to see what the problem was.
“—don't understand! I've got to play! Put me on the list!”
The voice had changed, was in the process of working its way from a soprano down towards something more of a baritone, but it was so familiar, Hank nearly dropped his glass in shock, getting his toes wet with bourbon despite the save.
He was taller, yes, stretched out with the skinniness that advancing adolescence creates in boys, but his horns hadn't come in yet. Johnny stood at the door, unmistakable, arguing with his door man. He had a guitar case strapped to his back, battered but sound.
Hank's employee caught his eye. The wolf nodded, and the lamb was let in. But Hank stepped back towards his corner. What could he say? A week after Rory and the lamb had been caught intimate with each other, Hank's grandson had been sent back home, and Johnny's family had moved out of their apartment. Hank still had the boy's first guitar; Johnny's father had refused to take it back, and Rory...well, that was another mistake the old wolf tried not to think hard on.
There was an act before Johnny's, so the lamb waited by the stage. Soon, whispers were going through the crowd of patrons. Prey didn't generally come to Happytown, and usually left the bar right away when they saw what kind of folks were inside.
Off went the person on-stage, and Johnny climbed the steps.
“You lost, pup? Off the stage!” said someone in the audience.
Johnny flinched, but made his way to the middle of the stage. He took out his guitar, clearly secondhand, but not as lovingly restored as his original, Hank noted. He plugged it into the amp, and his tuning, clearly not paying attention to the audience yet.
A few more catcalls came out from the audience. “Hey!” growled Hank. His voice was rougher than usual; it was hard to keep his voice steady. 
Hank's backing band was up on-stage for the solo acts. His drummer, thank goodness, leaned in close to Johnny and spoke quietly. Hank knew that the guy was asking him what sort of beat he wanted. 
Words were exchanged, and Johnny got the strap of his guitar over his shoulder. Hank felt a little worry; if the boy played sweet as he did two years ago, he'd find the audience a tough one to please. “Please be good,” the wolf murmured. “Show 'em what you got.”
Up went the neck of Johnny's guitar, and he opened up with a lick before the drummer and bass joined in.
Hank gaped for a moment, then hurried over to his sound man. “You recording?” he whispered, as Johnny went for a quick-change progression, away from the root and back again. Hank recorded when he could, just in case someone came along that was worthwhile.
The sound man shook his head.
The old wolf gave the fox's shoulder a gentle push. “Get that thing running now.” Up until that lamb took stage, Hank wouldn't have cared if the tape was running or not, but he knew someone who'd have to hear this. Multiple someones, because Johnny had found his sound. The boy made that guitar howl.
The recording light went on at the sound board, and Hank settled in to listen. Where had the boy gotten that guitar? How much did he have to practice to get that sound? There was real feeling behind the lamb's blues. What was he tapping into?
When Johnny finished playing, he stepped up to the mic and spoke, and what he said told Hank exactly where those blues came from. When he lifted his voice to howl his approval with the rest of the audience, his voice quivered.

Four listens and Rory still wasn't tired of hearing it. He'd spent a summer practicing along with him; even if the lamb had improved, Rory still recognized some of his friend's style in that guitar. 

“This song's called 'Rory.'” Even if the wolf hadn't recognized the guitar playing, the lamb's words, coming over the speaker, clinched it.

The tape had arrived earlier in the day. Rory was surprised; when he went home two years ago, things were strained between Grandpa and himself. The old wolf had blamed him for what had happened, told him he should know better than to get involved with prey like that.

In turn, Rory's mother blamed Grandpa for not sticking by the pup and sending him home.

The tape came to a stop. It wasn't the copy that Rory had been sent; the wolf had dubbed it after the first listen and made himself content with a copy of a copy. He knew he'd want to listen to it a lot and didn't want to wear out the copy Grandpa sent. Let the dubs get worn out.

Maybe one more play-through.

Rory got up, then stopped as he passed the mirror. He took a look at himself. He looked sloppy. He spent most of his time at home drinking soda and feeling down since he and Johnny got caught. He hadn't bothered to brush his fur, and where there was once a healthy frame on him hung too much pudge. He couldn't let Johnny see him like this.

But Johnny wasn't there, was he? 

Rory slumped, then growled at himself. “No,” he said to his empty bedroom. “He's not gonna see me if I'm like this.”

He glanced over at the soda on his nightstand. Into the trash can it went. The wolf crouched down and looked under his bed, brushing aside trash and dirty clothes before he got what he was looking for.

He'd abandoned it for so long that the case was dusty. Rory blew the dust off, then opened it up, took out the guitar he hadn't been able so much to look at for two years.

Looking at it still reminded him of that last day with Johnny, of that terrible parting. But distance helped Rory to let it also remind him of the good times he missed, that he wanted back.

Rory got the guitar tuned and began to practice. When his fingers, soft from years without touching the strings, grew sore, the wolf bandaged his fingertips and let his music continue to fill the trailer where he and his mother lived. He had to practice as long as he could; Johnny had a two year head start on him now. He'd show the lamb a wolf's blues! Rory felt sure that they'd lead him back to Johnny. 

“One last round of applause for the original wolf in sheep's clothing, Johnny Blackwool!” The applause was thunderous, and Johnny bowed before clopping off the stage.

He'd grown out of his runty phase and was bigger than most rams, very nearly wolf-sized. His horns were the envy of other sheep, and he kept them polished. He trimmed his wool down to a downy black fuzz.

Today's gig was a music festival right back where he started, in downtown Zootopia. The ram had gone looking for Mr. Whitefang's bar, but the windows were boarded up.

As Johnny neared the second music stage, he heard the start of a band starting their set. Another blues group, and one he hadn't heard. The ram smiled and headed closer. They sounded good. Not as good as he was, maybe, but—

He got close enough to see who was on guitar and let out a surprised little bleat, a noise he hadn't made in years. 

Rory was on the stage! And he was good with that guitar. Johnny felt a little stab of envy, that desire to improve, to be better than the wolf, that had helped fuel some of his practice as a lamb. But with that envy came a smile, an unguarded smile, his first genuine one since that long-ago August.
Johnny moved forward, pushed his way through the crowd, stepping over smaller folk and under larger ones when he could. He had to get closer!
Soon, he was at the base of the stage, looking up, watching as Rory played. It was every bit as wonderful as listening to Rory play when he was a pup. And there was a little of his grandfather's playing in the wolf's style, he could tell. Johnny slid his hands into his pockets and just listened, enraptured.
At first, it didn't seem that Rory noticed the ram. But towards the end of the set, the wolf fixed those golden eyes on Johnny.
A shudder ran through the ram. For the first time, he felt like he was a prey being hunted by a predator. But that shiver was a thrill, not a fright. When Rory jerked his muzzle towards the far side of the stage, Johnny moved over that way.
The set ended, and Rory came off the stage, running right for Johnny. Strong arms enfolded the ram, and the wolf lifted him up in a hug—then staggered a little. “Woof, you're heavy,” he said, laughing. He set the ram down and had to look up. “Taller, too.”
“I'm bigger than I used to be. Rams don't grow up small,” Johnny said. He was quiet for a moment. What could he say, after all these years? He kept one arm around the wolf's waist, though. “So, um. How's Mr. Whitep—your grandpa?” 
“Died a year ago,” the wolf murmured, ears lowering.
The ram's smile faded. “Oh.” He swallowed a lump in his throat. “He was...well, I wouldn't be playing the blues without his teaching.”
Rory squeezed the ram's shoulder. “I miss him.” He took a deep breath, then let it out. “But you...wolf in sheep's clothing, right?” He grinned, showing teeth. “I wonder who came up with that tagline.”
Johnny felt his face grow hot. “I didn't! Honest. It was my manager's idea.”
Rory laughed, then slid his arm over the ram's shoulders. “I'm just teasing.” He squeezed Rory. “It's dead-on. I knew it when we were cubs.”
Johnny sighed happily. “I—look, are you busy? That was my last set, and I was thinking maybe...well, we could go get some coffee. Or listen to—“
“—records? Do you have to ask? You'll know the way to my apartment. It's Grandpa's old place. Rent-controlled! Not sure I could afford to live out here without it.”
They walked off, arm in arm. Rory's tail—and Johnny's, too—wagging.
“One more check before we open,” Johnny said. He headed towards the back, but Rory dragged him away.
“Enough! We're ready to open.” The wolf fixed a stern gaze at Johnny, finger pointing.
The ram leaned forward. Chomp. Right on that finger.
“Dammit! I need my fingers,” the wolf said. “Predator.”
Johnny laughed, winking at Rory. “My prey.” He released that fingertip. “I didn't even leave a mark. Flat teeth don't hurt.”
“Much. Still hurts some,” Rory whimpered.
Johnny smiled. Impulse got him tugging Rory close for a kiss. “I'll just make sure to get a better taste of you tonight, then,” he murmured. He gave the wolf a little shove towards the stage. “But you're the act for our opening night. Your album's the newest one. You're going to draw in the bigger crowd.”
Rory shook his head. “You've sold more still. Bet tomorrow night's crowd is bigger, when they come to see you on the stage.” Still, he leaned in and kissed the ram one last time, then rubbed Johnny's horns for good luck, then took off the dark-colored sweater he wore and handed it over to Johnny. “Here. Gets too warm on stage with this on. I don't know how you go up there without dying of heat.”
“Now you know why I shear it off.” Johnny smiled as he watched his lover take the stage with his band. They both made enough from their music to live comfortably, but Johnny wanted to buy Mr. Whitefang's old bar and fix it up. He was glad they did. They'd need to tour less and could spend more time together, which was all the ram wanted. He didn't need the applause of the audiences, as long as he could play with his wolf.
The city could use some entertainment anyway, with the rumors going around about predators going savage. Johnny clopped over to the doorman and raised his voice so the other employees could hear. “All right, let them in. Opening night, people! Let's put on a good show tonight.” He felt nervous, but he figured running the bar would be like putting on his act, just another performance. 
The door opened, and as Rory played the first bars of his opening song. Johnny greeted the patrons, a smile on his face. He had the blues, and it felt good.
