A Classy Date
by Ketaryn Messner

The young otter at my side walked with a dainty spring in his step, which brought an enormous smile to my face. I had hoped little Teko would be excited about this evening, and so to see him radiating that excitement so readily, so palpably, almost made my heart skip a beat. All the more so given the adorable outfit he was wearing.

An outside observer might well assume that the preteen otter in his tidy little charcoal suit had his first communion earlier that day, or that he’d perhaps taken part in a wedding ceremony—certainly they wouldn’t assume he was on a date with the grown-up fox accompanying him. Thankfully for me. Folks would probably guess I was the kid’s adoptive father, or maybe a family friend acting as a chaperone.
Knowing that they were wrong about that made me a little excited, too, and in a different way than my otter companion.

I adjusted my own necktie and came to a stop on the sidewalk. “All right,” I said, beaming down at Teko, “here’s the place.” I gestured with my paw up at the elaborate silver sign that read Excelsior.

Teko adjusted his glasses as he leaned his head back to read the sign. “Oh, wow. This place does look really fancy,” he said. “I guess now I see why I had to get dressed up like this.” His webbed paws briefly fussed at his suit.

“Wait’ll you see the inside, little guy,” I replied, ruffling the young otter atop his head. “Then you’ll know what fancy is.”
Truth be told, Excelsior was well outside of my usual price range, but I’d made a special point to set aside some money over my most recent few paychecks to ensure I’d be able to afford it, along with the suit rental for my underage date. After all, if you’re gonna take a kid out on a classy date in public, you need to make sure you both look the part.

Taking Teko by one paw and opening the front door with the other, I strode inside, and then had to stifle a giggle at the young otter’s wide-eyed gasp as he looked around the front of the restaurant. Golden chandeliers draped with crystal hung from the ceiling; an impressive array of fish tanks lined one wall off to the side; an elegant, classical-sounding tune hung in the air. “Wow,” the otter murmured, drawing the syllable out for a good two or three seconds.
Within moments, the maître d’, a lanky-yet-handsome ferret in a suit far nicer than mine or the boy’s came over to greet us. “Good evening, gentlemen, and welcome to Excelsior,” he said, his tone crisp and polite. “Table for two?”
“I’ve got a reservation, actually,” I replied. “It should be listed under ‘Fox and Otter.’”
The ferret raised an eyebrow of recognition at that. It was an unusual way to list a reservation, and something of a very basic code for my fellow on the inside (and a convenient way to avoid having to put my real name down, to boot). “Ah, yes,” the maître d’ replied. “You requested the Silver Table. Right this way, then.”
The Silver Table was situated right in the middle of the restaurant floor, serving as something of a focal point. It was a small table meant for two, set right beneath the grand chandelier above, and with a perfect view of the small stage where musicians played on various string instruments to create the music pervading the room.

It was the most romantic table in the place, in other words, and I was being seated there with a boy a third my age.

The maître d’ was nothing if not a consummate professional, however, and if I didn’t know to look for it, I might not have noticed the sidelong look of confusion and potential concern that he covered for almost immediately. He simply leaned in, lit the candles atop the table, set down a pair of menus, assured us that our waiter would be with us shortly, and then wished us a lovely evening.
I giggled conspiratorially at Teko as the ferret slipped away. “What do you think, kiddo?” I asked. “Are we having a lovely evening so far?”
“Uh-huh!” chirped the otter. “I can’t wait to see what the food here is like!” His little nose twitched at all the scents in the air, his whiskers wiggling in anticipation.

I gazed across the table and into Teko’s bright brown eyes, candlelight glinting in the lenses of his glasses. “Trust me, I’m curious myself,” I assured the boy as, underneath the table, I slipped one of my paws out of its shoe and began to brush my toes against his ankle and up along his calf. For a moment, the otter’s eyes scrunched shut along with a muffled squeak, and he squirmed mildly in his chair as I proceeded to play footsie with him.

Before long, our waiter came over to our table, the reddish-furred husky flashing a big smile as he and I made eye contact. “Good evening, sirs,” he said with a noticeable lilt in his voice. “Have you had a chance to take a look at the menu, yet?”
I waggled my eyebrows at the husky, doing my best to not grin like an idiot. “I think we’re still deciding,” I said, sliding my foot further up the inside of Teko’s leg, making the otter bite his lip as he squirmed harder in his chair. “But I hope you could make things extra special for my sexy young dinner companion here.”
Teko gasped aloud at that, and quickly hid his blushing face behind his menu. The waiter grinned back at me, his curly tail swaying to and fro behind him. “Of course, sir,” he said, dipping his head. “Might I suggest a glass of the house red for you, to start, along with a virgin cocktail for the handsome young man?”
“Oh, he’s not a virgin,” I replied matter-of-factly, earning a drawn-out whimper from Teko, now hunched and curled even more in his seat, his menu acting as little more than an interposing screen at this point. “But I think a virgin piña colada would be an excellent choice for him.”
“Excellent,” the husky said, bowing slightly as he clasped both paws behind his back. “I’ll be back with those drinks for you two lovebirds in just a little bit.” He winked at me, and as he headed for the bar, I discretely slipped him a small wad of bills: my side-payment for my waiter-friend having snagged me my reservation under the table.
And speaking of under the table, by now, my toes had made their way up high enough to begin brushing over Teko’s crotch. The tight slacks did almost nothing to hide the contours of his barely prepubescent package, and while he still had a child’s modest endowment, his small prick was nevertheless still stiff and twitchy against my pads.

“Misterrrr, stoppit!” whined the otter cub, practically squirming out of his chair by this point. His protests only encouraged me, my toes spreading inside my dress sock, mimicking the otter’s own webbing as it hooked it against the nub of his preteen cock jutting within his slacks. I gave it a few slow, rhythmic squeezes before finally relenting.

With my teasing finally over, Teko took a few shuddering breaths to steady himself before reaching up to resituate his lopsided glasses properly atop his muzzle. God, his boyish features were so gorgeous, so irresistible, and in a spur-of-the-moment decision, I leaned across the table and brought my lips to his.
It wasn’t a full-on locking of muzzles—nothing that crass for a public display—but it was definitely the kind of lingering kiss that a grown man shouldn’t give a little boy. I hummed in pleasure as the otter’s soft, delicate lips meshed against my own, and then I broke away with a tender lick just as the sound of two glasses being set down on the table pulled me back into the moment.

The husky waiter grinned broadly at the two of us. “Looks like you two are enjoying your date. We at Excelsior love to see that.” His tail was wagging briskly again, and I grinned back as I sneakily brushed my paw over the partial erection in the dog’s slacks. Teko flushed up with embarrassment once more, burying his muzzle into the whipped cream atop his piña colada, and the husky nudged my paw out of the way before the maître d’ happened to pass by again on his way toward the back of the restaurant.

We placed our orders for appetizers and entrees, with Teko being adorably shy about asking if it was okay for him to get the seafood sampler for dinner. I assured him that money was no object when it came to romancing such a sweet young boy, which earned me a fierce blush from the otter and a muffled grunt of aroused amusement from the waiter.
By now, a good number of other diners had noticed that the Silver Table was occupied by a grown fox and a tween otter who, by all appearances, were using said table to fulfill its romantic purpose. The clientele here was far too upscale to be actively nosy or to otherwise raise a stink about a situation they were admittedly only guessing about, and I briefly groped at my own crotch before adjusting my slacks at the thought that maybe a handful of people watching might be jealous of me for scoring such a sweet, sexy little otter for a date. Hell, my husky friend and I couldn’t be the only people here who had an eye for younger boys...right?
Well, if anyone of that ilk did happen to be watching, then hopefully they were enjoying the show. Our appetizer of shrimp cocktail arrived in short order, and before little Teko could finishing reaching out to grab one, I plucked it from his reach and then very gingerly held it out to hand-feed it to him. The softer tan fur along his cheeks showed a flush of red beneath as he bit the shrimp away from tail, and I very pointedly curled a fingertip to tease underneath his chin as he chewed and swallowed. I could feel how big my grin was at this point.
My first glass of wine was followed by my ordering a full bottle for myself, though I managed to sneak half a glass to the young otter after he asked if he could try some. As the alcohol began to hit me midway through our entrees, I grew all the bolder, reaching out to stroke the back of his paw and tease at his wrist, milking delightful squeaks and chirps from the fidgety boy’s throat.
Besides, keeping him distracted by getting all touchy-feely with him meant he couldn’t just scarf his plate of mixed seafood down in record time; I was paying an awful lot for this fancy dinner, after all.

With slightly more than a full bottle of wine in me by the meal’s end, I was daring enough to order a single dessert for Teko and I to split. The husky brought by a chocolate lava cake and a pair of spoons, and much as I’d done with our earlier appetizers, I fed the first couple of spoonfuls to the young otter, the curves of the elegant silverware not entirely unlike those of my date’s body as he leaned in slightly over the table to reach.

There was a tiny bit of chocolate sauce at the corner of the otter’s mouth after those first few bites, so I helpfully learned in to lick that spot clean, my toes finding that nub at the front of his pants again, even more prominent than before. He whined needily, his upper teeth pinching down at his lower lip as he shifted awkwardly in his chair. That was around when the ferret maître d’ happened to pass by our table again, stopping to shoot both me and Teko a look of concern.

“Is...everything quite all right, here?” he asked.

“Oh, he’s just having a bit of a sugar rush,” I explained as the otter fidgeted meekly there in his seat, my toes brushing their way back down the inside of one leg as I drew it away from his crotch. “Don’t worry, I’ll make sure he behaves, sir.”
The ferret opened his mouth to say something, but then closed it, shook his head, and wandered off. Clearly he had bigger problems running the house tonight than to wonder about the fox bringing this kid who was visibly unrelated to him out to dinner.

I signaled to the husky to bring me our check. Excelsior being the upscale place that it was, there were separate tip lines for the waiter and maître d’ both—hence why I’d paid my friend off in cash, so as not to arouse further suspicion to an already highly suspicious meal by adding a ridiculously high tip for the waiter alone. Of course, I still tipped both of them above average, as if to acknowledge that I’d made things weird for them there in their classy, upscale restaurant.
As I tipsily teetered out of the restaurant, guiding little Teko by the paw once more, I noticed more stares coming our way than when we’d come in. I tried to put on a poker face, but my wine-flushed ears and cheeks were sure to be clear as day, and it was hard not to grin over what I’d just done, and what was still to come.

I definitely had too much wine in me to drive home, and if I tried to walk the whole way, I was worried my lust would take over well before I made it back to my place, and I wasn’t sure drunk me would have enough restraint to resist doing something far too risky to do in public. Besides, when I considered how cutely my date was dressed, it reaffirmed the notion that he deserved a proper bedroom, not some dingy alley.

I hailed a taxi, and as the driver took off down the road, I found myself sneaking in little gropes and squeezes at Teko’s thigh. The otter would squeak and yip, and while the canine driver flashed curious glances my way in the rearview mirror, he remained quiet. Here and there, my foxy muzzle would dart in to nip at the boy’s tiny ears, and my fingers would tickle in against his sides. Hopefully, I thought amidst the teasing, the wine on my breath would lead our driver to assume I was a harmlessly overdrunk guardian just awkwardly roughhousing with a kid in his charge.
The taxi had barely come to a stop outside of my apartment building before I tossed way too much money over the front seat and dragged Teko bodily out of the cab with me. I practically chased the otter up the stairwell, trying to grab and swat at his butt as he used his thick rudder to bat my paw away, both our giggles echoing off the walls. With the kid a few steps ahead of me the entire way, I had a lovely view of his backside in those tight, charcoal-colored slacks. Knowing we were away from prying eyes, I made zero effort to stop myself from licking my lips in anticipation.
Exiting the stairwell on my floor, Teko skipped ahead of me down to my apartment door, spinning around halfway and gallivanting backwards as he stuck his tongue out at me. Maybe that half-glass of wine had gotten the kid a little drunk, or maybe he was just super-excited or even super-horny. Regardless, it was a beyond-cute display, and I relished every moment of it and I slowly padded my way over to join him, fishing my keys from my pockets as I did.
No sooner had the door to my apartment finished swinging open than I scooped Teko up into my arms, kicked the door shut behind me with one foot, and then immediately locked lips with the little otter as my paws clutched him close. My kissing was drunken and sloppy, and Teko’s was young and inexperienced, but his blunt, smallish muzzle eagerly fenced back against my own, and I groaned as I tasted the lingering flavors of wine and dark chocolate on the boy’s tongue.

With paws holding the otter up by his taut, youthful rump, I staggered to my bedroom with him, barely pulling away from the kiss the entire time save for a quick need to breathe. I practically tossed him onto the bed, my mattress buckling and then springing back into shape as the cub bounced atop it with a bright and lively chuckle. Kicking my shoes off and unbuckling my belt as I sized him up with an open leer, I then shoved my pants off and climbed up onto the bed atop my young little lover.

We kissed again, just as fiercely as before, only this time the rush of my pulse was enhanced by the feeling of the little otter squirming eagerly underneath me. I gasped and huffed as I broke my muzzle away from his, focusing as best as I could to unbutton the front of his adorable suit jacket and the white, button-down shirt underneath. With each new button that I unfastened, I had to remind myself not to just tear the thing off the kid, what with the suit being a rental and all. Whether it survived the night intact was another story entirely, but for now I was still in at least that much control.

I’d opened up the front of Teko’s fancy little outfit, but rather than peel the shirt and jacket off of him, I simply exposed his front and allowed my paws to roam over the boy’s front, luxuriating in the feel of his soft, silky fur as he wiggled underneath me. The erection in my boxers dug into the otter’s thigh as I playfully grinded down against him, pecking at his lips, cheeks, and whiskers a few times as my paws found my way to his belt.

Unlike the jacket and shirt, I tore the kid’s pants off in short order, pausing to admire the modest little stiffy forming a tent in his tighty-whities. “Someone must have really liked dinner,” I said with a teasing cluck of my tongue as I teased a fingertip against the damp spot in the fabric of his underpants. My reward was the mewling, wordless voice of a spritely young otter begging for more.

I first hooked both my thumbs into the waistband of Teko’s underwear, peeling them off those short, wiggly, soft-furred legs of his, and then did the same again with my own boxers. The pink-red flesh of my vulpine cock flopped down against the young otter’s comparatively tiny shaft, and his high-pitched gasp was a delicious counterpoint to my own low, throaty groan as I frotted myself against him.

Being on the cusp of adolescence, the otter was extremely twitchy and sensitive, and he was leaking like crazy. Probably he was still a year or two away from being able to cum properly, but he was still old enough to get hard, worked up, squirmy, and needy—exactly like he was now, panting at a shaky, higher pitch that made him sound both even younger than he already was and also slightly girlish. And me, the cub-loving pervert that I am, only got harder as that panting filled my ears, my own canid cock leaking like crazy against the boy’s belly, thigh, and shaft as I rocked my weight back and forth atop him.
Teko whimpered my name into my ear, and my cock throbbed so hard at the sound that I half-expected to blow my load all over the kid’s stomach right then and there. Instead, I just got a mind-numbing twitch of anticipation at the base of my shaft where my knot was eventually going to swell up, and with a snarl I locked muzzles with the otter once more.

One of my paws continued roaming up and down the boy’s front and sides, fingers splaying through his pelt as my other paw groped about at my nightstand for the knob to the drawer. Eventually finding it, I yanked the drawer open, grabbed the bottle of lube inside, and then drew back up onto my knees as I cracked it open and grinned down at darling little Teko splayed out on his back before me.
The tawny fur of his spry, boyish body was paler down along his underside, turning to a richer, darker brown toward the edges. My lubed-up paw stroked over my shaft, the only sounds in my bedroom being the otter’s anticipatory panting and the wet, sticky smacking of my furred fingers gliding over my drippy length. Teko’s jacket and shirt hung open at either side, looking every bit like some tawdry pinup model, if that pinup model happened to be a grade schooler. If I wasn’t the luckiest fox in the world at that moment, then I’d sure like to know who was.

After a few strokes along my shaft, I brought my slippery fingers down to the thick, bristly base of Teko’s rudder. “Th-That tickles!” the boy protested, his hips writhing atop the mattress even as my other paw steadied him so that I could start working a finger up beneath his tail. Any other words of forestalling died on the otter’s parted lips as I worked that black-furred digit into him, wiggling it gently as I slipped it deeper inside.
My weight fell forward, and in my mostly drunken dizziness, I lost a moment or two, coming back to my senses with my muzzle already locked with Teko’s, my tongue probing his hot young mouth as a second of my fingers joined the first beneath that snug tail. He whined with delight and submission as I pumped those digits back and forth at a slow and steady clip. My heart felt like it was about to leap right up into my throat with the pressure building inside me.

Teko arched his spine against the mattress as I nudged his legs apart, my paw stroking along the inside of both his thighs before I gripped my shaft by the base. I broke the kiss long enough to look him in the eye through his glasses, his soft breath wafting up over my whiskers from below. My fingers brushed the bangs away from his forehead, then traced along his lips, still glistening with my saliva. “Gonna make love to you now, skipper,” I rumbled down to him.
The boy nodded, his cheeks and ears a lovely russet through his brown fur. He clutched his webbed paws at my shoulder in order to draw me closer, and as he did so, I lined up the tip of my cock with that carefully stretched entrance beneath his thick tail. My eyes once more gazed deeply into his, and I hissed under my breath as I watched his eyes scrunch shut at the moment I began to sink into him.
My entire body shuddered not only with the warm, wonderful tightness of the young otter’s snug little rear, but with the knowledge of that I was stuffing my cock into a boy who wasn’t even in middle school yet. Any hope of focusing my attentions enough to do anything other than revel in how hot and wrong this all was—well beyond my capability to process right now. All I knew—all I needed to know—was that I had a fiendishly sexy otter cub wrapped around my finger (and impaled on my shaft, for that matter).

Teko squeezed my shoulders hard, blunt little claws pinching into the skin of my upper back. My bleary eyes refocused long enough to smile back down at the sweet young water-weasel who was smiling right back up at me. After a few wordless stammers, the otter gave up his attempts a speech and angled his head up to kiss me again. The fire in my brain blazed anew, and I wrapped my arms down underneath his sinuous body as my hips began to rut down into him at a short, staccato clip.

A blissful bolt of sheer pleasure shot down the length of my spine, from the base of my skull to the tip of my tail. My snarl of lust was muffled as I growled into the otter’s muzzle, my hips working on autopilot. Time blurred into a uniform haze of forbidden pleasure; all I could feel was the wonderful warmth of a willing cub squirming beneath me, the tightness of his preteen tail clenching down around my length, the pitter-patter of his racing heart thumping in his chest as my weight pressed down against him.
One of my paws got snagged up in between the lining of his suit jacket and his trim, slinky side. My thighs felt as if they were on fire, my hips constantly bucking forward and jerking back, drilling the little otter for all I was worth. I wasn’t exactly jackhammering the kid—I was being gentler than that—but I also wasn’t trying to hold back, either. After the evening I’d had, wining and dining the little guy while openly flirting and practically canoodling with him in public, I needed this, and if the way Teko whimpered into my mouth and undulated his little body against me was any indication, so did he.
I thought back to the look in his eyes as the candlelight reflected off of his glasses; I remembered the taste of chocolate on his lips when I kissed him there at the dinner table; I recalled the way my husky friend treated us like a normal couple as other diners looked on, baffled, scandalized, potentially extremely turned on.

Teko’s snug little passage spasmed hard against the base of my cock and the gradually curve of my knot as he hit a preadolescent climax, the kid’s prostate getting hammered hard enough to make him a dizzy mess. Thin, musky-sweet fluids fired from his immature cock and into the fur of my belly, the scent of preteen otter setting fire to my nose as I threw my head back and snarled with unbridled need. My knot plumped up to its full size as I bottomed out balls-deep into the tender otter-kid underneath me, and I legitimately worried I might pass out as I fired my load deep into him, body-shaking spurt after spurt.

For the better part of a minute, I did little but catch my breath, my eyes open but focused on nothing in particular. My heart thudded in my chest, my pulse echoing in my ears, the most intense afterglow in recent memory beginning to pervade my very being. I tried to roll onto my side out of habit before my knot, stuck snug within the otter’s rump, tugged back against that tight ring, and I let out a yip of unexpected delight, settling my weight back down atop the boy.

“Thanks for a lovely evening, little skipper,” I muttered into one of Teko’s teensy, round ears.

The otter nuzzled up underneath my chin, his legs squeezing my hips and his arms snugging around my upper back. “Thanks for a wonderful dinner, mister fox,’ he replied.

I was already spent, but my cock throbbed inside the otter’s rump at those words nevertheless. I was certain I’d be asleep before my tie with the boy went down, and so I kissed his cheek tenderly a few times before hugging my arms around him nice and tight. “Sleep well, little otter,” I muttered to him. “I’ll be sure to wake you up when it’s time for breakfast.”
