
Reunion
OBLIGATORY CONTENT WARNING: The following story, while not containing anything explicit, contains REFERENCES TO CUB/ADULT SEX between SIBLINGS. If that offends you… why are you reading our work, it’s full of this stuff? By reading beyond this point you accept that this is mostly plot but with the aforementioned references. For those who haven’t clicked off… enjoy!
Several times on the drive to Providence, Gregory considered turning around. It was ridiculous and he knew it well. What he was doing was far less dangerous than any of his many combat missions, and yet this felt like his most dangerous trip yet.
When he had sent that friend request to his sister, he hadn’t expected her to accept, let alone message him. And yet she had. It took him a week to send his first message, and another week to respond to her when she’d replied, but for the past several weeks they exchanged the odd pleasantries, until Greg had gotten up the nerve to ask to meet face to face. They decided on Providence as a good midpoint between them. There was a mall right near the train station where they could meet, grab lunch, and catch up (Terry insisted on coming in by train from Boston).
“Get yourself together, Greg,” he muttered to himself as he pulled into a parking garage near the train station. “It’s just your sister.”
His sister who he had called all sorts of words he didn’t dare repeat. She’d already been on thin ice with him and their father when she came out as bisexual in college. Things really fell apart once Sam, their youngest sibling, got to college and their mother left their father for a woman. The boys had taken dad’s side in righteous outrage, and Terry… Terry had stuck with mom. And that was what brought him here today.
He hadn’t talked to either his sister or his mother in twenty years. So much had changed. He’d had three kits, though he was still with the same female he’d been with when Mom and Dad had divorced. He hadn’t told Jennifer the whole truth about his trip, either. As far as she knew, he was seeing an old friend from the military. It wasn’t entirely false. They’d been a military family, after all. But what would she say if she knew that he was going to see his sister?
He checked his phone. A text from his sister told him that she was on the train down from Boston. He texted back asking for an ETA, then climbed out of his car and made for the station.
What was he doing? It wasn’t too late to just get back in his car and drive back home to Connecticut.
But that’s not what he did. No, instead he looked up at the train time board, and made for the platform her train would presumably be coming in on.
In came the commuter train from Boston. He looked anxiously up and down the platform as furs began getting off the train. They had seen photos of each other on their Facebook profiles, so there was little chance of them not recognizing each other, but he was still worried that she hadn’t come, that this had all been some elaborate ruse to make him look like an idiot. He wouldn’t put it past his sister to do something like that. She was always a bit of a troublemaker.
Then he spotted her. The red vixen was wearing a simple green knee-length dress and a gray jacket. Their eyes met, and she made right for him.
“Reggie,” she said. “It… it really is you.”
This was it. A moment that he had never even dreamed would happen: his reunion with his sister. He chuckled. “In the fur… it’s…”
Before he could say anything else, the wind was nearly squeezed out of him as his sister practically threw herself at him, wrapping him in the tightest embrace she could muster. He’d almost forgotten that he was only just a hair taller than her. It was ironic, really: he was the oldest Jennings kit, and yet he was almost the shortest. Both of their younger brothers had several inches of height on him. But that didn’t matter. He wrapped his arms around her and nuzzled her cheek.
“I missed you,” Terry whispered, her grip thankfully loosening.
“I… missed you too… Terror,” Greg whispered back.
She giggled, even as tears started flowing. “I can’t believe it’s really you…”
Greg chuckled and took her paw. “I can’t believe you really came all this way to see me.” He squeezed her paw. “So… shall we go get lunch, catch up?”
The vixen nodded, and they walked paw in paw out of the train station to the mall next door. It felt a little odd, with her leaning into him the whole time. They probably looked like a couple. He put that thought out of his mind as they found a restaurant for lunch.
“So… how have you been?” Greg asked.
“Oh, it’s been… a wild twenty years,” Terry said. “Dan and I got married. Keith and I are dating, though we took a few years off. I have… three kits,” she said. “You?”
The male red fox cleared his throat. “Still together with Jenny, if you remember her. We got married, had three kits of our own. Our oldest, Colleen, is a senior in high school, Stephanie’s in junior high, Miles is just finishing elementary.”
Terry giggled. “Yours are mostly older than mine. My Robbie’s in sixth grade, and my twins are in third grade.”
“Heh… surprised you didn’t have more,” Greg said.
The vixen blushed. “I… had wanted more… but one I had to abort, and one I miscarried…”
“Oh,” Greg said. He reached out and took her paws. “I’m… sorry to hear that.”
She shrugged. “It’s in the past. At this point I’m happy with the kits I have.”
“Well, cheers to that,” he said, raising his glass to her. They clinked glasses. “Still… what’s the word… polyamorous, I guess, if you’re still dating that arctic fox.”
“Still am, always have been,” Terry said. “In fact, my twins are Keith’s.”
“I see.” He still didn’t approve of that lifestyle, but if it made his sister happy, he’d tolerate it for her. A question burned on his mind. “H-how’s Mom?”
“Mom’s doing well,” Terry said. “She and Hannah got married, and they’re very happy together up in Vermont. Mom teaches painting at the University of Vermont, Hannah runs their little farm stand. They’re very happy together.”
“That’s… that’s good,” Greg said. “I’m… I’m glad they’re doing well…” His discomfort had to be visible.
“I’m surprised you asked after them,” Terry said.
Greg sighed. “Terry… I know I said a lot of horrible things twenty years ago, to you and to Mom, but…”
“But what?” Terry asked. She was patient with him as always. Surely she remembered how hard it was to talk about his emotions.
“I said some awful things to my Colleen, too,” he said. “I caught her making out with another girl, and went ballistic… I… I just don’t know how to say…”
“That you’re sorry?” Terry offered. “That you made a mistake?”
He nodded. “Yeah… Nicky said the same thing when I talked to him about it…”
Terry smiled. “Nicky was always better at that than you.” She was quiet for a moment. “If I let you in on a secret, will you promise not to take it out on him?”
The fox raised an eyebrow. “I can try. What is it?”
The vixen cleared her throat. “Nicky reached out to me, too. About six months ago. We’ve been chatting on and off, though he was afraid to meet up or even mention it to you lest you cut him out of your life, too. Same with Sam.”
That Nicky. That sounded exactly like him, really. “I’ll forgive him,” Greg said. “I’m here now, aren’t I?”
Terry giggled. “True.” She sighed. “He told me about Dad…”
Dad. That sore spot he knew would be coming. “Yeah… I’m… sorry I didn’t invite you to the funeral…”
“I understand why,” Terry said. “To be honest, I don’t know if I would’ve come. I don’t know if I could’ve faced you then.”
“I probably wouldn’t have done well then, either,” Greg said. “Maybe it’s better that we meet like this.” He was quiet for a moment. “Maybe sometime soon I can have you down to the house, or I could load up the family and go visit you. Our kits can meet their cousins.”
His sister smiled. “I’d… like that. Very much. I’m sure my kits would be ecstatic to meet more of their cousins. Right now they’ve only got one, Dan’s sister’s kit.”
He chuckled. “I forgot that he had a sister… Hell, Nicky usually comes up from Pennsylvania around Christmas with his family. I could have you and yours down, too, make it a real family affair.”
“Just as long as I can bring my boyfriend!” Terry said. “He is the father of my twins, after all.”
That was like a stab in Greg’s heart. That damned lifestyle just wouldn’t let him go. But he knew he needed to adjust his thinking, to change, for his sister, for his mother, and most importantly for his daughter. “S-sure,” he said. “Bring him down, too.”
Terry reached across the table and took his paw. “You’re taking this remarkably well.”
“Am I? Glad I can put up the facade,” Greg said. He paused their conversation for just a moment while the waiter brought their appetizer. “But yes… it’s not easy for me. But… well, I’m trying my best.”
“That’s all anyone can ask of you,” Terry said. She smirked. “Heh… family affair. Like our little trysts when we were young.”
Those. Oh God, Reggie hadn’t thought about those in YEARS. For nearly a year, his entire senior year of high school, he and Terry had been regular bedmates. He was shocked that Mom and Dad never caught them fucking, especially with how insatiable his sister could be. “I still feel guilty about that… you were my first, you know…”
Terry blushed. “I… didn’t know that, no. I would’ve guessed that one of your high school girlfriends would’ve been your first.”
Greg shook his head. “Nope. Well, one of them gave me a handy once, but that was quick and honestly not very good. You were the first I really… did it with,” he said, whispering those last words.
His sister smiled. “I hope I was good… I still think fondly back on all those times we made love.” She seemed remarkably comfortable talking about it. “Though I hope it wasn’t too traumatic for you.”
“I wouldn’t call it traumatic,” Greg said. “Though it definitely had me asking questions about myself. Made me worried to have kits for a while. I can’t tell you how much of a relief it was when I found I wasn’t attracted to… you know.”
“That’s fair,” Terry said. She shook her head. “You know, as a psychologist, I should think that what we did would’ve been more traumatic for me, at least from a professional standpoint. But there are nuances that the field hasn’t caught up with yet.” She squeezed her brother’s paw. “And I’m glad it didn’t cause you too much distress. It can be hard to get adequate treatment for… that.”
“I’ll take your word on that,” Greg said.
They were quiet for a couple minutes while they shared their mozzarella sticks. They had just finished the appetizers when their main courses came.
“The service seems quite speedy,” Greg said.
“Or we’re just taking our time talking,” Terry said. She smiled at her brother. “I do sometimes miss those old days.”
Was she seriously reminiscing about their time together when she was a cub?! Though Greg had to admit, while he harbored some guilt over it… it wasn’t entirely negative. It was actually fun sometimes fucking his sister while they looked at porn together. Jenny would never. They tried positions that Jenny could only dream of. Fuck, was he missing sex with his sister?
Maybe he was. Of course, he would never cheat on his wife. But just talking about it wasn’t cheating. “You were certainly far more adventurous than my spouse has ever been,” he said.
Terry giggled. “I know it’s taboo, but, well… if you ever wanted one more go…”
“Oh, I’d never cheat on Jenny, and she’d kill me if she found out,” Greg said. “I’ve… never told anyone about what we did.”
His sister nodded. “That’s fair. A lot of furs would think you’re a monster for it. But for what it’s worth, I enjoyed it immensely.”
Greg chuckled. “Well… I guess I can be glad for that.” 
Their conversation broke off for a bit while they ate. As they neared the end of their lunch, Terry spoke up again.
“Even though you were an ass all those years ago, I never stopped loving you,” Terry said. “Or Nicky, or even Sam. You’re still my family.”
“I’m… honestly shocked to hear that,” Greg replied. “But… I suppose I should feel grateful that’s the case.” He reached across the table and took her paw. “Sis… I’m sorry. I’m sorry for all the horrible things I called you and Mom. I’m sorry I wished you were dead. I’m sorry for all of it.”
Terry lifted his paw and kissed it, then nuzzled his palm. “Thank you… I never thought I’d hear those words from you.”
“I don’t expect you to forgive me,” Greg said. “But… well… thank you for coming. For listening. And… I hope I can see you again sometime.”
“I’d like that,” Terry said. “Sundays I’m usually free. Though I should warn you if you visit that we’re a clothing-optional household. I can definitely make sure everyone’s dressed when you visit, though.”
“Please do,” Greg said. “I… don’t know how my wife would feel about such a lifestyle.”
“It’s not for everyfur, that’s for sure,” Terry said. She sighed. “It’s been wonderful seeing you again, Reggie…”
He’d never outrun that nickname. His siblings had taken to calling him Reggie when he had insisted on using his middle name, Reginald, in his adolescent years. It sounded more distinguished. Now he was happy with Greg, but Reggie was still what all of his siblings called him. Even after so many years.
“It’s been nice seeing you too, Terror,” Greg said. “Thank you for coming all this way.”
“Anytime, big bro. Anytime.”
Once they sorted out the bill (after a brief fight over it, Greg won out to pay), they made their way back to the train station. He saw his sister off onto a commuter train back to Boston, then made for his car.
As soon as he got his car started, he called his wife.
“Hey, honey,” he said. “I’m just heading out home now.”
“Oh good!” Jenny said. “You’ll be home in plenty of time for dinner then, I hope. How’s your friend doing.”
“Well,” Greg said. “Very well. Better than I expected.”
“That’s lovely to hear,” she said. “You drive safe, and I’ll see you at home.”
“Of course. Love you, dear.”
“Love you, too!”
As soon as she hung up, he made a second call, to his middle brother.
“Hey Reggie,” Nick said when he answered.
“Hey, Nick. You’ll never guess where I went today,” Greg said.
“Oh gosh… it’s Sunday, so church is a given…”
“Of course,” Greg said. “But where else?”
Nick chuckled. “Oh, I’m never good at these guessing games. I’ll bite, though. Where’d you go?”
Greg took a breath. “I just had lunch with Terror.”
“No,” Nick said. “You actually followed through on reaching out to her?”
“I did,” Greg said. “We did some catching up… and she told me that you’d been talking to her, too.”
“Oh. Reg, I-“
“I’m not mad,” Greg said. “Fuck, I drove an hour out to Providence to get lunch with her. She wanted neutral ground so we picked here. But listen… I invited her down for Christmas. I’m going to try to patch things up between me and her and Mom.”
“Wow,” Nick said. “I’m… shocked. Good for you, Reggie. Character development.”
“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” Greg said. “I’ve got a bit of a drive home, but I just wanted to touch base with you.”
“Of course,” Nick said. “I’m glad you called, and I’m proud of you for reaching out to our sister.”
Greg scoffed. “Shouldn’t I be the one being the bigger male here? You beat me to the punch.”
“But you got to see her in the fur first. And now I don’t have to hide from you that we’re talking!” Nick chuckled. “Still, I get the feeling Sam will be the toughest case.”
“Yeah… he’s really grown more attached to his wife’s family since Dad went,” Greg said. It honestly hurt him a little that his baby brother was so uninterested in his siblings now. He barely saw Nick, and the two of them lived just an hour and a half’s drive away from each other. He could understand not coming up often to see him, but he’d last seen Sam at Dad’s funeral nearly a year and a half ago.
“Let me try working Sam,” Nick said. “I might have better luck.”
“You’ll need it,” Greg said. “I should probably focus on the drive. Talk to you later, little bro. Love you.”
“Love you too, big bro,” Nick said.
It was going to be a long drive home.
* * *

