Leo cumz and Bunny bunz: Part Three - KSimba

-------------------------------------------

Okay so the whole thing was accidental. It's like those bets you make with your friends, but you all know it’s just a joke 

so it won't happen, well in this case it did. And wow!... 

-----------

Disclaimer.

Any resemblance to characters living, dead or fictional, actual places, products, firms, films, organizations or other entities is purely coincidental. Except Facebook, SexyFur.com, those were just fan references/homage because I love them and they are part of my childhood.

-----------
Okay, Recap!
I got dropped at a movie, dumped over txt, paralyticaly drunk and dropped my towel in front of 3 of my friends. And all this one after the other, wow... 
Okay, so the following morning I woke, and was out even before V-man could make his top notch flapjacks n waffles. The traffic that morning was luckily very calm, and I could navigate my way home with ease, even though my head was pounding like a kid with a pot and cooking utensils. I took a shower and briefly recalled the previous night's events, even the little fantasy I had in V's shower. Gee-Wiz.
I wasn’t very worried about getting any feedback on the Hawaii thing, as I’ve done worse things before. But I did think about how I felt about Karyll last night, and wondered if it was just in the moment or if I’m trying to get over my ex. Or I’m finally getting tired of being a playa and want something real and solid for a change. Either way, I wasn’t gonna think about it now, as I had to meet the guys at the pub. My team was playing and if they lost I'd have to buy the rounds. 
Whatever.

Where am I getting to? 

Okay, so some of the guys have heard about my ex and that new guy with the shells, and the towel thing, naturally they started the whole 'ah let her go', 'you go boy' and 'wtf dude' session.

"Yo I was beyond drunk, and it's not like I knew the thing would drop", I protested 

"From what I heard, the thing was doing anything besides dropping, haha" said the one fox,
"Yeah, and if u didn’t plan to drop the towel, what was with the brandishing? Hmmm Simba?" said the Rottweiler. 

"Yeah so I got into the moment, kill me for that" I felt my cheeks grow warm. 

"So what was with that bunny? Who's she?" V-man asked. 

"Kay is my ex's best friend" 

"You dog! Her best friend!? hahaha... I've seen this movie"  
He was right, it did seem like the logical way to go, but I haven’t had the urge to play anyone for some time now. 

"Whatever dude, as if I'd do that-"
“Well would you??” The squirrel asked. 

“I dunno, if I wanted to then-“
“Nah, he aint got the balls” said the fox. 

“Oh really Jake? Ask V-man about that.” V-man dropped the joint he was rolling, and he chuckled nervously. “Woah now, Let’s let sleeping dogs lie.” He said as he licked the joint. 

“C'mon Cal, I dare ya” said the rottw,
“No, Double dare!” added the Sqr, 

“Haha, what? Are we in school again? I replied. Whatever, shes my friend and I’m not gonna deck her coz u guys hav a lack of excitement in ur lives.” Ooh, that got them.
I only had water and aspirins, but whatever, they've all been there.

"Alright Cal, get this" said the rotweiler. "See if u can get her at the next party" He just threw it out there, just for the sake of saying it. 

"Fine whatever, haha, just shut up n drop it already." I said casually. Besides, it's not like its gna happen, I dnt think Ima see her again anyway. 

I got my helmet and keys from the weasel at the bartend and took a long ride home, nothing relaxes you more. I took the long road that went around the mall and over the freeway leading to my college. There was a scratch over the left side of my visor from the accident I had in that busy week. Luckily my helmet was the only thing that got damaged. If I hadn’t been so angst while taking the intersection, it would have been far worse than- Oh Shit!! 

A hatchback car in from the left. 

To fast to swerve out. 

Gotta jump! 

*Smack! 

I jumped of my bike while kicking of the seat to make it bank right. The car slammed breaks and I did some kind of cat-twist-spine-thing and half-rolled half-collided with the car's bonnet and nose. I rolled off and hit the ground with my knees and hands. Fuck cats landing on their feet! The car came to a stop a few yards ahead of me, and my bike (again) landed in the side bushes. 

"I had the right of way you maniac! What do-" I know that hatchback. "...Karryl!?" She wasnt getting out. I ran to her car. 

"Hey? Hey are you alrigh!? Karyll? Karyll!" Her head was leaning against the steering wheel and her ears lopped over it, there was a trickle of blood leaking out the corner of her mouth, the side that was leaning against the wheel. I opened her door and took her out, careful not to let her neck move. I opened the back door and laid her down over the two seats. I checked her eyes and pulse. She was unconscious, her heart rate slow and her eyes dilated, with almost no response. Must be whiplash, a bad one. I threw my helmet and keys on the front passenger seat, leaving my bike in the bushes. I drove her to the nearest medical station... 

"She’s going to be just fine mr.Savannah, she just has to take it slow with that neck of hers and let that bruise on her cheek heal. I'd say about 24h before shell be recovered but just for safety, keep her away from the wheel for 48h." Said the friendly doctor. He was taking her pressure as we spoke. His big hands working with trained precision and the grace of a much smaller kind of person, you wouldn’t expect a bear to be this gentle. "As for you, I want your back checked out, it’s not every day that one tries to revert back to the old ways, and even less so when you have old injuries like you." He was referring to a few years back, before I came back and settled in to university. "Ah, we have another person joining us." He was gesturing towards Kay who had started moving. Her eyes opened, her dilated pupils instantly contracted, then took a moment to take in her surroundings.  And then she focused on me. "...Calvin?" she uttered as I came close, "I'm so..." she faltered. "-sorry, I really didn’t see you, I thought-" she was really upset about it, but then again, who wouldn't be. 

I raised my hand in protest, "It's alright Kay, I'm alright, I should be apologizing, I'm not the one who's hospital-"

"I'm in hospital!? What’s wrong, did I break something?" she interjected. Her hands reached to her arms and legs. Then the doctor joined the conversation, his big hands gently restraining hers. 
"You're just fine, you're in the medical centre. You only have whiplash and a bruise to your cheek. Calvin here will tell you the rest, I have to get going." And with that he fixed the collar of his white coat, I realized he wasn’t wearing his usual turquoise shirt, but only the coat, pants and shoes. Kinda peculiar... Anyway, now I felt kinda stupid calling him in for a simple whiplash and bruise.  
I closed the door behind him and went back to her side at the bed. /She was sitting up and looked a bit bewildered.

"...So, doctor bear-hug suggests you stay away from cars, forever, something about female drivers-" I said, with her head shooting up and scowling. I laughed as she threw me with a pathetically small nightstand water cup.
"haha, kidding, he just said u should rest for 24h and avoid cars for 42h, and the bruise... will... heal-" I dunno what it was, but something about her sitting all bundled up in a too-short patient gown and looking vulnerable just hit me like a rock. She wasn’t a SexyFur pin-up, but she was beautiful, and full of life. It’s a miracle I haven’t made- 

"Simba? Sim... Calvin?" I snapped back "-are you alright?" Kay asked me, as she adjusted the gown to hide what cleavage I could see. She must have noticed the look in my eyes, I'll be the first to admit that it wasn’t that innocent looking.
"What? Yeah I'm fine-" So are you, you got a healthy pair of thighs, and that tail, not to mention your eyes-. She squirmed under my lustful eyes, I took a step forward. "I'm just glad you're alright." I sat down on the edge of the bed, with my hand next to her curled up knees. Her ears perked up as my tongue's tip stuck it's head out just a bit to wet my lips. I leaned in. 
"Me too, I thought I might have hit..." She leaned in too. The thoughts of the shower came up again. Kay on a sea of silk was egging me on.
"Yeah, I..." I could feel her warm breath, her eyes... Our lips touched, then some hesitation, then locked. She inhale quickly as our passionate kiss made me reach around her and place my hand on her lower back, keeping her in place, not that it was necessary, as she was pressing up against me. Her fur was soft, and her tongue warm and smooth, dancing with mine. I rose to the occasion and pressed my body a bit forward, enjoying the feeling of her body grinding against mine - 

Hey!
This is bad

She's too innocent
And you barely know her!
shit
For a second I remembered that I was in a hospital room, and this wasn’t just some chew-toy, it was Kay. Karyll. 

I pulled back and stood against the wall, breathing heavily, Kay was on the bed, chest heaving, eyes dreamy but confused. Crap, now I’ve done it. I fixed my jacket and pants, "Sorry, I uh, have to go." Crap, Crap, Crap Idiot!.
I flew out the door, nearly catching my tail in the door. 
- - -

I got a lift to where my bike was ‘parked’ in the bush. It wasn’t too badly damaged, but I’d have a weekend of repair ahead of me. Atleast that will keep me out of trouble, and keep me away from any parties that might lead to yeah…
As I went to bed that night, I wondered, How can I see her as a friend one day, then really like her the other, then think of her as a bump-along the road, then really like her again? How does that work!?
I’ve always been a fan of plays and meaningless make-out sessions with lots of people, and it never affected me. Is it because we are friends? Or is it because with the rest it was established as a one-nighter or just a snog?
Or maybe I am indeed looking for something a bit more real; Something more than just a physical relationship. A friend, a partner, a lover.

But mostly I think that the reason I never go for something long term or real is coz I’m afraid of being hurt by rejection, or that maybe I’ll get bored and go ‘look for greener pastures’ and in doing so hurt the other one.

Geez! I’m starting to sound like a person, with feelings and sensitivity.

Argh… Yep, nothing is ever easy.
