“How am I going to sell fifty boxes of cookies in three weeks!?” Jazz whined.  The little pup was easily twenty-five years old, but, of course, she’d spent the first thirteen years of her life as a clump of cells in the lab, like all other furs.  As a result, she looked like she was a twelve-year-old girl, almost exactly like the Human Scouts that were set up on the other side of the street, canvassing their cookies with a big, fancy table and cute little humans in pigtails.

“Well, you won’t with that attitude,” Ms. Barkclay replied.  The Rough Collie was from the first batch of furs to be released by Genutech, and her muzzle was gray from years of experience in the harsh world.  She’d lived through the Civil Rights movement of 2035, when furs had won their emancipation from Genutech, and were granted the rights of full citizenship, but that didn’t mean that human society had come to accept them yet.  The vast majority of clients with money to spend on cookies crossed the street to buy from the Human Scouts...even some of the furs.

“But everyone is going over to them,” Jazz whimpered.  She was never going to sell enough to go to Disneyland!  What did those girls have over her?  She looked just as cute in the green vest, skirt, and socks of the Pup Scouts, bows tied in her medium-length, golden-yellow hair.  Indeed, if anything, the Yellow Labrador was cuter than the girls across the street, and no one could match her puppy-dog eyes.

“Believe me, dear, we furs have had to overcome far worse than this.  We’ll just have to set up on another street.  Want to help me start packing up, girls?  She was speaking to the other two twelve-year-olds, a nervous-looking Chihuahua named Stacy wearing overalls beneath her green vest, and a pretty Doberman girl named Amber with a short haircut that made her striking but fearsome.  Jazz had been afraid of Amber when she’d first joined this orphanage, but the girl was actually pretty nice.

Jazz sighed and started packing up their boxes of cookies and signs with the other two girls, but before they were halfway done, they actually got a visitor!  The Yellow Lab looked up in surprise, but it wasn’t a rich human who’d come over, but another fur.  Still, if he had any money, it would go a long way.  She perked her ears and approached the lanky Boxer, saying, “Would you like a box of cookies!?”

The man’s rich, brown fur gave way to white on his chest, his droopy lips framing his short, square muzzle.  He was too young to be from the first generation like Ms. Barkclay, but appeared to be in his early twenties.  He looked down at the three, cute little puppies and raised an eyebrow at their fifty-year-old teacher.  “I might be in the market,” he smiled, kneeling down to Jazz’s height.

“Great!” she chirped.  “Which one?”  One sale was a good start to chip away at the formidable fifty she needed to sell.

“Let me smell them,” he said, as she held out boxes of the five different flavors.  Boxers must have great noses, because Jazz couldn’t smell anything through the cardboard and plastic wrap, but this young man took a long, hard sniff of the Caramel Nutbutters.  He kept sniffing until he reached the end of the table where Ms. Barkclay was standing, and grinned, “Ooh, that last box smells heavenly,” he said, meeting eyes with the Rough Collie.

Their caretaker widened her eyes, looking down at the smiling young man.  Jazz wasn’t sure why she stiffened up, but when her teacher looked over the three disheartened girls, she let out her breath and wagged her tail, saying, “Well, it’s for sale.”

“How much?” the dog said, standing up in front of Ms. Barkclay.

“I’ll tell you what,” the collie said softly, ears perked.  “You buy two of each kind and I’ll throw in the last box for free.”

Jazz could hardly believe what she was hearing.  Ten boxes of cookies!?  Sure, the eleventh would have to come from the woman’s own pocket, but those sales would go far to get Jazz to Disneyland.  She’d never heard of anyone buying that much at one time, but to her shock, the Boxer said, “So cheap?  It’s a deal.”

Jazz dropped her jaw.  Her teacher was a master negotiator.  How had she known he’d have that much money to throw away?  Or perhaps she could tell he liked Pup Scout Cookies?  Ms. Barkclay said, “Okay girls, keep packing up.  I’ve got to go to this man’s car to help set it up for the cookies.  Don’t you stray, now.  The van should be open, and with the three of you should be able to pack up.  Put the table in first, remember.”

“Okay, Ms. Barkclay!” the three girls replied at once, excitedly.  Their sales would have been a wash, but now it looked like they were about to make a huge windfall!  Jazz immediately went to work, packing up, a bounce in her step that hadn’t been there a minute ago, while the Boxer and Rough Collie walked across the parking lot around the Greer building where the dog must have parked.

“Oh, wow, ten boxes!” Jazz exclaimed.

Amber nodded.  “We just have to meet four more guys like him, and we’ll raise the whole amount!”

Stacy was quivering with excitement.  “How rich is that guy?”

Jazz shook her head, the Yellow Labrador cocking her head.  “Why did he say ‘so cheap’?  Buy ten get one free…?”

The three furs started diligently packing up, carrying the boxes and flyers and money box a hundred yards to where their van was parked.  Amber stayed with the table, since they couldn’t carry it and all the boxes, and they didn’t want anyone to steal it.  It was going to take three or four trips at this rate, but Jazz couldn’t get her last question out of her head.  Something weird was going on, and she needed to know what.  After just one trip to the van, she told Stacy, “Keep going - I’ve got to ask Ms. Barkclay a question.”

The Chihuahua protested.  “It’s going to take me forever to carry the boxes alone.”

“Shush, Stacy, I’ll be right back.”

The Yellow Lab walked across the parking lot toward the Greer building.  The old, brick department store had been repurposed as a gym before closing down entirely, the parking lot mostly empty.  Why had the Boxer parked here?  There was nothing on the side of this building.  Jazz picked up her pace, wondering if Ms. Barkclay was in some kind of danger.  She reached the corner of the building, passing an old dumpster - the kind with the diagonal top and two plastic doors.  She could hear something around the corner, and she heard Barkclay’s voice.  Carefully, the young girl peeked around the corner.

Jazz’s eyes widened at the unfamiliar scene.  Ms. Barkclay was leaning back against the wall of the Greer building, but the Boxer was kneeling in front of her.  The young male was half-obscured by the collie’s ankle-length skirt as he pushed his muzzle up underneath it, his paws disappearing into the poofy green cloth to hold her legs.  His stub-tail poked out of his jeans, wagging fast, while Barkclay had her eyes clenched shut and her head tilted back, her fingers clenching the cloth of her skirt tight as she hiked it further up.

Only then did Jazz see exactly what was going on, her jaw dropping.  Barkclay’s panties had been pulled down, revealing her plump, pink spade, and the man on the street was greedily lapping at it.  The young girl watched as his forceful tongue spread her vulva apart again and again, plunging unabashedly into the whimpering collie’s cunny.  The woman groaned, “Such an eager young man…”

The Boxer paused to gaze up at the older collie.  “I know a bitch in heat when I smell one.”
