Guns, Grease and Gears; Tales of the Post Apocalypse

Part III - “Stickier Situations”

The distant sound of thunder shook the plains of the wastes. Johnny looked up towards the the biggest thunder cell he had ever seen. It towered into the sky like a monolith, and loomed with a dark shadow that coated the ground, too dark to be rain. It was as if the cloud was bleeding, and choking to death all the life underneath it, drowning on the pain of a long abused planet. He looked over at his friend who he had been playing with. The white mouse looked back at him with equal concern and confusion that the fox's eyes held.

“Johnny, there's something wrong with that cloud.” The younger mouse said.

“Yeah, I know. It's still a few months 'till the rainy season, and it doesn't even look like a raincloud.”

He watched as the crimson colored debris under the cloud began to gather and swirl. The storm pulled all of the air around it until a large funnel began licking the ground. It seemed to dance about the plains, shifting its huge mass far too gracefully to be anything but the wrath of the planet's mother spirit herself seeking vengeance for the sins of the furs that struck the atomic flame. Johnny was so transfixed on the funnel cloud that he barely noticed his father scoop him up in his arms and carry him away from the oncoming disaster.

He watched as the lighting danced across the afternoon sky. The crack of thunder and the feel of the dust stinging him as it was mercilessly picked from the ground and thrown by the gale force. He watched the storm until the door to his family's adobe farmhouse slammed shut, blocking his view. He looked around to see his mother sitting at the small table in their den, the only light coming into the room was from a small hole in the roof. He wasn't sure why, but the overwhelming need to be near his mother suddenly rose from inside him. He quickly ran to his mom and threw his arms around her. She wrapped her arms around her kit and held him tightly in an attempted to shelter him from the storm.

The walls of the small ranch home shook and rattled as the storm mercilessly barreled over them. Johnny held onto his mother tight as he began to sob. The small hole in the roof where the light poured in soon darkened. The room filled with choking dust. The daylight smothering dirt stung the skin as it was forced into the small hole. Johnny whimpered as his mother tried her best to cover him and protect him from the cloud. Just as Johnny was about to cry out in pain, he felt a large quilt cover him up. He looked up to see his father wrapping the bed spread around them.

“Daniel ... what is this?” Johnny's mother asked as her husband covered them up.

“I don't ... I don't know.” He answered with a quiver in his voice.

“Mommy, dad, I'm scared.” Johnny said as the sound of the wind suddenly became deafening and shook the mud walls.

Thunder suddenly shook the entire dwelling violently, and Johnny opened his eyes wide. He saw nothing but darkness, and he reached for his mother, but his paws grasped at the emptiness of the wasteland night. He sat up as slowly realized where he was. He mumbled to himself, silent curses and whimpers in the dark. Before breaking into a sob, he remembered that he might be disturbing Colt. He clamped his muzzle shut as he looked over towards him, but all he found was the sheets disturbed where he had been.

With his paw trembling he raised his fingers to brush away the tears he could feel on his cheek. He was about to shrug off the dream and lay back down when he heard a distant and hollow sounding thump. He looked towards the permanently ajar door of the room and perked his keen fox ears in the direction of the noise. He slowly put his footpads on the floor. He was reluctant to move as the noise became more frequent.

He rose to his feet, the surge of adrenaline beginning to course through his veins. Almost instinctively, his paw had slid into his right pocket and wrapped around the grooved texture of the wooden grip. He slowly put one foot in front of the other, curiosity overcoming his fear as he slowly padded to the door. Peering out of the opening, he couldn't see the source of the disturbance, but the sound grew louder.

With a deep breath, he slowly pushed the door open and stepped out into the hallway. The fox laid his ears back as he crept towards the door leading to the 'lobby' where the sound was originating. Just as he had built the courage up to peer through the door, he heard what he could only describe as a shriek. The sound of the female scream sent a shiver down his back, and all of his courage slipped away. He closed his eyes hoping that the sound would go away, but it continued to grow louder, like some impending disaster rushing towards him.

He felt his weight shift to his receding hind paw, his body subconsciously gearing itself to run away. He was about to pivot and turn when he heard the shriek again. The fear in his mind became shadowed by his chivalrous nature, and the urge to save this female fur from peril overtook his thought process. He pulled the revolver out of his pocket and brought it up in front of him. As the handgun came into his view, he saw a brief glimpse of the wolf he had killed, but shook it off as he new the realization came to him that this potential destroyer of life was the only thing that could save the fur who sounded like she desperately needed him.

With the boldness overcoming his fear, he peered his head through the doorway and what he saw next shocked him. The raccoon who owned the shanty of an inn was bent over her counter, her ragged shirt removed and her pants around her ankles. Standing behind her with his claws dug into her hips was Colt. She gripped the desk tightly as he thrust into her, pushing her body against the shoddy frame causing the creaking and thumping sound that had awoken him.

His eyes became transfixed on the two. He watched as Colt pulled his canine member out of her body and slammed it back into her up to his swollen knot. He couldn't tear his gaze away from their bodies connected, watching Colt's member slide in and out of her. Johnny couldn't believe how well endowed Colt looked, though in truth he was only about seven inches from the tip to the base of his knot. He wanted to be in the raccoon's place so badly.

“Oh! Colt ... mmmn. It's been so long. Oh gods! Far too long.” She cried to him as her crevasse willing received him.

“Mm .. It's been too long for me too.” Colt said just after a grunt.

“I want to feel you ... I want to feel you cum inside of me!” She moaned.

“Ugh! Mmn!” Colt held her hips as he slammed into her roughly, slipping his knot inside of her body and tying her.

She let out a sharp gasp as his knot forced its way into her body, and his member shot a rope of his hot seed into her. He eased his thrusts as his knot held him fast to her body, and he leaned down over her, sliding his paws from her waist up her sides. She leaned back up against her lupine lover, and rested her body against his.

“Oh, Colt ... it's been so long. It's so nice .. to have a man in my life again.” She said in nearly a moan as she basked in the afterglow.

“Uh .. yeah.” Colt said as he tried to conceal his lack of sincerity.

“Let's go back to my bedroom.” She said as she nuzzled the back of her head against his chest.

Colt let out a small laugh as he pulled back, revealing to her that his knot was still firmly wedged in between her nether lips.

“Gonna have to wait a few minutes ..” He chuckled.

Johnny retracted his head form the doorway, concealing himself once more. His heart was pounding, and his ears red with blush. He couldn't believe he had just witnessed the fur of his desire making love to the proprietor of the inn. He let his eyes droop downward, and he noticed he was still holding the revolver in his paws. Hastily he put it back in his pocket, trying to forget that he was willing to use it. As he released the pistol, he let his paw slide over and brush the material of his pocket against his erection. He left a quiet moan slip from his muzzle.

“Colt. I want you.” He whispered under his breath.

He couldn't believe how much he desired the wolf. He had never felt this way about anyone before. He wanted to be the one pleasuring Colt to a release inside of his body. He wanted to be the the one thanking him for making him his own. He sighed heavily as his mind continued to wander, letting thoughts of tender love and desire for his companion creep further into him. He slid his paw inside of his pants, and caressed his erection as he fantasized about doing the same to Colt. Sliding down to the base of his member, he squeezed his small vulpine knot softly. His whole body shivered as it sent volts of pleasure through him.

He contained a small yelp as he released his knot and withdrew his paw from his pants. He sighed again as he cursed himself. Why was he doing this, why was he harboring desires for someone that he knew he could never be with. It didn't make sense to torture himself with thoughts of Colt ever loving him, or even being with him physically. He'd been making it painfully obvious that he only pined for furs of the opposite sex, though his present selection indicated that he was none too particular about them.

His ears picked up movement in the direction of colt and his raccoon lover. Johnny turned back towards the room as quickly and as quietly as he could. Hastily he scrambled through the rickety door, and tried his best to close it back the way it was. He peered out of the crack in the door and watched as Colt and the raccoon walked down the hall, her arm clinging to his. Johnny looked away as she heard her complement Colt's physique, to which the wolf just chuckled.

He felt disgusted. Disgusted in himself for the way he felt, disgusted in Colt for choosing such a homely female fur over him, disgusted in his lack of courage; his inability to approach the wolf in even a simple way. Another heavy sigh slipped out of his muzzle as he walked back over to the bed. He slid his thumbs under the waistline of his pants and pushed them down past his erection. As he sat on the edge of the bed he wrapped his paw around his member and stroked it lightly. He let his back lay on the mattress as he murred contently.

“Colt .. Mmm .. oh Colt.” He moaned as he stroked himself and panted.

He worked his paw from the tip of his member to his knot, then back to the tip. His muzzle opened and his tongue hung out of the side of his mouth. He gripped himself tightly, stroking roughly as he worked a slight twist into his wrist. Not long after he discovered his attraction to males, he discovered masturbation, and he was working the last five years of experience into it. Teasing his most sensitive parts of his member as he let his other paw come to rest on his furry sack, caressing it softly.

“Oh Colt! Uhh!” He moaned as he slid a finger down to his tailhole and tweaked it softly. “Oh .. Oh yes!” He moaned as he pushed his finger past his tailring.

He worked his finger as deep he could, pushing it in until his knuckles rested against his body. His paw worked into a blur as he brought his feet up onto the bed. He raised his hips up and gave himself a better angle as he started to push his finger in and out of his body. The fox started bucking his body back against his paw, imagining Colt pulling his body to his. Driving his digit into himself as deeply as he could, trying to mimic Colt's member as he fingered himself. He arched his back upwards as he squeezed his small vulpine knot, sending an arc of his seed up and onto his chest.

“Oh! Oh gods! Ughh!” He moaned loudly as his orgasm covered his shirt. “Colt! Mmmn ... I .. I love you.” He whispered faintly.

His body quivered as he pulled his finger out of his rear, and he gasped as he struggled to catch his breath. Lifting his legs up onto the bed, he pulled the small sheet over him and laid his head on the pillow. Thoughts of his imaginary tryst ran through his head as the orgasm's effects took hold, and pulled him into a slumber taunted with dreams of his desires.

The darkness of night and the peace of sleep began to erode. Johnny could feel his whole body pulse and quiver. He wanted so much to remain in Colt's arms, where his dreams had mercifully put him, but the image was soon stripped away. Slowly he opened his eyes, and the sight of the wolf he had just left filled his vision. He smiled almost stupidly at Colt, still reminiscing his dreams and his previous night's orgasm on his behalf.

“Damn it kit, wake up!” Colt's voice echoed in his mind.

“Colt?” He said in a half dazed tone, still shaking himself to consciousness.

“Get up, we need to leave before our raccoon friend realizes I'm not there.”

The fox yawned and stretched, still not fully cognizant of his surroundings or what was going on. He sluggishly pulled the sheet off his body to reveal his pants still below his waist, his sheath and sack exposed. Blushing furiously as he looked up at Colt, expecting the wolf to be mocking him in some fashion, revealed to his relief that Colt had in fact turned his back to him. Hastily, he pulled his pants back up to his waistline, covering his exposed parts. Colt looked back at him with an almost annoyed glare as he put one paw on the door.

“Hurry up, kit. If you move this slow when we're in real trouble I'm going to leave you behind.”

“S-sorry.” Johnny apologized as he quickly scrambled to his feet.

Colt opened the door just enough to peer outside into the hallway. He scanned down the far end briefly before pushing the door all the way open with a horrid creek that made your teeth grit. Johnny rushed to catch up to him, tugging his shirt away from his fur where his dried semen had seeped through and matted the material to him. A bit of blush tinted his ears as he fell in behind Colt, realizing that the small twinges of pain from the pulled hairs were something bred as a result of this wonderful creature.

Colt hastily made his way through the lobby and out of the front door. Johnny struggled to keep up, the morning sluggishness still lingering in his joints. A large yawn escaped his muzzle as he made his way into the early morning dawn, the light barely breaking the broad and flat horizon. With a yawn and a stretch, he looked over at Colt's direction, only to see him with a very annoyed expression and both of his arms raised, his palms facing the alleyway he was looking down. Before the fox had a chance to ask what the wolf was doing, he heart the heavy sound of the hammer being pulled back and locking into place.

“Don't move, fox.” Johnny heard as he felt the cold steel of a handgun barrel rest against the back of his head.

Johnny felt shivers tumble down his spine as his nostrils caught the scent of the steel action and gun oil. He watched as leopard in the same style of leather armor as the gate guard walked over to Colt and opened up the flap of his jacket. Reaching down he pulled Colt's sidearm out of its holster and took a few steps back. The feline played with the action a little, flipping the safety on then back off before he found the magazine release and dropped the short magazine from the grip. He held it in his paw as he pushed one of the long rifle rounds from the custom made magazine

“Lookit that.” The leopard jeered as he looked over at hyena holding Colt at the end of a Desert Eagle. “Bastard uses long rifles in his pistol.”

“That's a nice looking gun, far too nice for a scruffy mutt like you.” Rang the deep voice of the fur who held Johnny at gunpoint. 

“'That so?” Colt began with an arrogant tone. “Looks a damn sight better in my holster than your brother's. Then again, not too many furs out there that are incapable of looking good due to the ugliness they inherited from your pa, and of course that illustrious bitch of a mother of yours.”

Johnny felt a sharp force on the back of his head, throwing him to the ground. The dust swirled up around his face, making it harder to catch the breath just forced from his lungs. He opened his eyes just in time to see a silver streak fly through the air and crack across the back of Colt's head. The wolf dropped to his knees and gritted his teeth, a growl concealing the pain he felt.

“No!” Johnny screamed at the large black bear that had just struck his companion.

The bear leveled his firearm at Johnny once again, only this time he was looking up through the sights at the snarl on his face.

“Easy kit.” Colt whispered subtly to Johnny.

The bear's snarl was replaced by a smirk as he took a few steps back away from Johnny, and then turned and through a sharp snap kick into Colt's side. The wolf toppled to the ground, landing with his back towards the fox. Johnny felt his lips curl as he growled; he wanted to hurt this monster the same way he was hurting his Colt.

“Pick them up, bring them with us.” The bear commanded.

Johnny felt a paw grip him under his arm and roughly pick him up off the ground. He felt the fur’s thumb drive up into his arm pit, causing an intense surge of pain up his shoulders and down his back. The fox grit his teeth and groaned as he was forced to put the ground under his footpads. Shaking off the manhandling as best he could, he watched as the hyena pulled Colt up by the head fur.

At the sight of his friend being mistreated, all of the pain he felt instantly left his body and was replaced by rage. He had never felt such a surge of emotions before, and one of the things that galled him the most was that even though Colt was in pain, he remained calm.

“Keep your paws up!” The fur behind Johnny yelled as he drove the barrel of an assault rifle into his back.

Johnny gritted his teeth and tried to contain himself as best he could. For the first time in Johnny’s life, he actually considered killing a viable option. He imagined himself drawing the revolver form his pocket and emptying the cylinder on the fur behind him, or on the fur jerking Colt around. Johnny clenched his paws into fists, feeling his own claws dig into the pads on his palm, but as soon as he realized he was actually considering killing these furs, he felt shivers run down his back and his fur stand on end.

He sighed to himself heavily, a quiver filling his long exhale. The slow trudge towards the eastern wall was made even more difficult as the feeling of nausea set in on Johnny’s stomach again. How could he think about taking another life, even after seeing the hole in that wolf’s chest time and time again. Johnny closed his eyes and hung his head in shame, but they snapped back open as he felt the sharp pain of the assault rifle barrel driving into his back.

“Keep moving!” He screamed.

They approached a small building that was built onto the wall, a little larger than a standard guard shack. A lemur standing at the door opened as the hyena pushed Colt inside the building. The leopard, the hyena and the bear followed him in and the door slammed shut.

“You got this little fuck under control?” The fur behind Johnny asked the lemur over Johnny’s shoulder.

“Yeah, he don’t look like he’s much trouble.” He replied as he drew his small semiautomatic pistol. “And I can shoot him if he does somthin’?”

“That’s what the boss said.” Johnny heard as he felt the barrel of the rifle withdraw from his back.

Johnny scowled at the lemur as he heard the fur behind him pad away.

“I feel sorry for your friend, he dun somthin’ that pissed the boss off somthin’ fierce.” He said with a smirk as he re-holstered his weapon. “We’ll pro’lly get to have some fun with you ‘fore it’s over too. I haven’t got to kick the shit out of no one in a long time.”

The large bear stepped back behind a desk in the middle of the shack as the hyena gripped Colt’s head fur again and jerked it up to where he was looking at the bear.

“Where’d you run into my brother?” The bear asked in a calm tone.

“He made a run for the Bishops in New Reno. He pissed off Bishop, Bishop hired me to handle the situation.” Colt answered coolly.

“So you and a Bishop death squad ambushed my brother and his body guards?”

“No …” Colt paused as he mockingly chuckled. “No it was just me.”

“Bullshit! No one’s that good!” The bear snapped.

“Maybe your brother wasn’t as badass as you thought he was. I understand, I’d be afraid of my brother his he raped me all the time when I was little too.”

The bear slammed his paws on the table and stood up, knocking his chair back onto the floor. He pointed his custom made revolver at Colt and pulled the hammer back.

“I don’t know what Bishop has in that stupid little dossier on me; no one insults my family and lives! You’ve done it twice already, wolf. That’s once more than anyone else ever has.”

Colt watched as the bear’s trigger finger pressed against the curved lever. He watched the pull, heard the click of the hammer, saw as it fell towards the firing pin. His keen eyes saw the rapid expansion of gas in the cylinder, and the long riffle round traveling down the barrel. He saw the leather armor cross in front of his vision and block his view, then heard the round travel through the chest of the hyena and then the splatter of blood spraying his face as he ducked out of the way of the round. Colt tossed the corpse of the hyena over on the leopard and leveled the hyena’s Desert Eagle at the bear.

“Like I said, I was the only one that attacked your brother, and that’s why his corpse is rotting on a steak in Golgotha.”

At the sound of the gunshot from inside the shack, Johnny's heart sunk. The lemur in front of the door smiled and nodded as he heard the familiar sound of the custom made revolver. His jeering smile mocked the young fox as he lowered his head and laid his ears back. Johnny was sure he would feel an almost instant mourning for his friend, but instead he felt his blood begin to boil.

“Heh, looks like the boss-” The lemur was cut off by the sound of several more gunshots and two furs yelling. “Shit!”

He reached for the door handle, but as soon as he put his paw on it, he heard the unmistakable sound of a hammer locking back into full cock. He slowly pulled his paw away form the door and looked over his shoulder. Taking a step back form the door, he turned around slowly and faced the fox holding him at gun point.

“Gimmie the gun.” He said in a calm tone as he put his paws up in the air with his pads facing Johnny. “Gimmie the gun and I promise nothin’ will happen to you.”

The lemur took another step towards Johnny and extended his paw towards the revolver. Johnny looked at the lemur through the rear notch sight on the revolver. He could feel all the muscles in his body tense up, and everything started to move in slow motion. Johnny could see the lemur talking to him, but all of his words seemed distorted. All at once, he saw the lemur lunge at him, and the next thing he knew, he was looking through a small entry wound in his forehead, and out a large exit wound in the back of his skull.

Everything snapped back into his perception as soon as the moment was over. The lemur fell face down at his feet, the large hole staring up at him. He saw the trickling smoke from the barrel of his pistol, and slowly lowered it to his side. It wasn’t until he saw what was left of the lemur’s head splattered against the building in front of him that he realized he had killed him.

“Oh gods …” Johnny said to himself as he felt tears begin to well up in his eyes.

Just as Johnny was about to collapse to the ground, he heard two more gunshots ring from inside the small building. For some reason, all of his remorse seemingly disappeared. He rushed to the door and nearly pulled it off its hinges to get it open. When he did, he saw Colt standing in the middle of the room, the other three occupants all lying dead on the floor. Colt looked up at Johnny as he wiped the blood off his custom handgun with a torn piece of the bear’s shirt.

“Colt! You’re okay?” Johnny said half in jubilation, half in amazement.

“Yeah kit, glad to see you too.” Colt said as he holstered his sidearm. “We can save the celebration for later, we have to go.”

The wolf walked passed Johnny and picked up a light jog back towards the inn. Johnny followed right on his tail, but the shock of taking another life was starting to set in. Just as he was beginning to linger a few steps behind, the crack of rifle fire echoed between the buildings. He didn’t know what to do, he froze in the middle of the street. Colt just happened to glance over his shoulder and see Johnny standing and looking around at the crack sound from the firearm.

“Kit! Get the fuck down!” Colt yelled as he turned around and faced the fox, drew his sidearm and seemingly pointed it at him.

Johnny felt a surge of fear, he closed his eyes and laid his ears back. His posture slumped down a little, and he heard Colt’s pistol discharge. He felt the material covering his shoulder pick up and move backwards, and heard a gush of wind by his left ear. His eyes snapped open and he saw Colt re-holstering his weapon and turning back around.

“Fucking move, kit!” The wolf screamed as he continued running.

Johnny started to jog towards Colt again, briefly looking over his shoulder to see a scruffy lion laying in the street about thirty meters behind him with a hunting rifle laying beside his body. Johnny knew that Colt had once again saved his life, and that he had almost got him killed again. Running as hard as he could, he caught up with Colt just as he rounded the corner of the alley where his car was parked. Just before Johnny rounded the corner, he saw Colt come back around and push him roughly to the ground. The wolf dove on top of him to keep him pinned as the sound of automatic rifle fire followed him out of the alley.

The fox looked up at the corner of the building over Colt’s shoulder as the hail of bullets began to eat away at the brick wall. As the wall slowly disintegrated into small puffs of red dust falling down onto Colt’s jacket, Johnny couldn’t help but notice his paws gripped onto Colt’s jacket tightly. He squeezed so tightly that he felt Colt’s fur through the thick leather jacket. He pressed his muzzle into Colt’s chest and subtly tried to nuzzle against him.

As soon as the firing stopped, Colt jumped up off Johnny and leaned around the corner. In almost the same motion, he drew his pistol and fired two rounds, then sprang to his feet and ran into the alley. By the time Johnny was on his feet, he heard the motor of the Vagabond come to life. He rounded the corner and saw the car backing up towards him. Johnny reached for the door handle and opened the door.

“Grab his rifle before you get in, kit.” Colt instructed Johnny in an eerily calm tone.

Johnny looked at the corpse at his feet, and then quickly picked up the rifle lying beside him and tossed it in the back as if it were contaminated and was going to poison him if he held it. He quickly got in the passenger seat and sat down. As soon as the door slammed shut, the car pulled out of the alley and sped back towards the shack.

“Um, Colt? The gate is down that street.” Johnny said as he pointed back over his shoulder.

“Yep. I saw some things in that shack that we need, kit. As soon as we get there, we have to haul ass loading the shit up.”

Johnny just blinked and sat dumbfounded. Why wouldn’t Colt just escape when he had the chance? He sighed to himself as he looked down the road, but jumped as he saw one of the runner’s guards run into the street and pointed a shotgun at the car.

“Look out!” Johnny screamed as he felt the car begin to veer.

To his surprise, instead of swerving around the fur, Colt pointed the hood right at him, and before he fired off a shot, the sound of his body impacting the finder and his bones shattering filled the cab.

“Gods!” Johnny screamed as he saw the body fly in front of the car like a rag doll, then felt the thump as the passenger tire rolled over him. “You hit him!”

“Not the first time this car’s taken a life, kit.” Colt paused as he shot him a harsh stare. “You need to get it through your head that it’s us or them right now. If they live, we die. Understand?”

“I … I don’t-“

“Understand!?” Colt snapped.

“Y-yes.” Johnny answered as Colt looked back at the road.

Colt began to really lay into the accelerator, and just as it seemed like he was going to ram the shack, he cut the wheel hard and slid the car sideways, and then around to the back in a full 180 degree turn. He got on the brakes and kicked a cloud of dust as the locked wheels skid to a halt. Colt immediately jumped out of the car and ran towards the shack. As soon as Johnny overcame the shock of the trick driving, he put his shaky paw on his door handle and opened the door.

“Move you ass kit!” He heard Colt shout. “We’re going to have the whole town up our asses in less than five minutes!”

Johnny got out as fast as he could, but stopped again when he saw the body of the lemur lying on the ground by the shack. His body seized, and his stomach turned again. Johnny swallowed hard, hoping that it would hold back the vomit he felt churning. A little voice in the back of is head was telling him that he needed to just look away, but his eyes were glued to the gaping hole in the back of his head.

“Kit! Last time I’m going to tell you, next time I’ll just shoot your useless ass!” Colt yelled.

Johnny shook his head and when he opened his eyes, he was looking at the door. He put one foot in front of the other, finding that he could move again. As soon as he stepped into the building, Colt handed him a heavy metal box. Johnny looked down at the box and then up at Colt, who was ripping supplies out of a wall locker. The wolf turned and faced the fox and growled at him.

“Put it in the trunk!”

Johnny jumped as the wolf moved towards him. Johnny turned around and ran to the car, dropping the heavy box in the trunk. As soon as he turned around, he saw Colt putting a few more items into the cargo space in a very orderly fashion for his haste.

“You gotta keep it tight, kit.” Colt said as he moved the ammo box Johnny had haphazardly put in the trunk. “You never know how much we’re going to get. Never anticipate a small score, I’ve got fucked more than once because of that.”

“S-sorry.” Johnny said as he watched the wolf work.

“Get in that wall locker and grab all of the rifles, put them in the cab. We got more than we need for a few months even with a few big firefights.”

Johnny ran back into the shack and up to the wall locker. He saw four rifles sitting in a rack, waiting for their owners to return. He picked the first one up and laid it across his other arm in a cradle, and then piled the rest on top. Turning back towards the door he saw Colt running out of the shack one last time. He was amazed at his speed and precision, even under such intense circumstances.

The fox bolted out the door behind him and to his side of the car. He put the riffles in the back and got in. Before he could even close the door, he heard the tires spinning, kicking up more dirt as Colt punched the accelerator. The passenger door slammed itself shut as the inertia of the car caught up with the slip of the tires. Johnny jumped and cringed at the loud metal on metal sound of the door, and looked over at Colt with his ears back and his gaze low, expecting to be scolded again. To his surprise, Colt just stared straight ahead at the road.

As they sped towards the main drag, Colt slammed the car into a lower gear. The wheels chirped and then wailed as he made a hard turn onto the road. Johnny watched his paws on the shifter as he began to run through the gears again, up shifting as he wracked out the motor. The fox’s eyes trailed up the sleeve of the wolf. He admired his facial features; saw his alert but calm demeanor. Johnny’s attention snapped away as he saw a dark shadow and heard a gush of wind.

He looked back as he saw the gate of the settlement growing smaller in the distance, and two furs popping off shots from hunting rifles at the car. The sound of the gunshots grew faint, and the settlement was soon out of sight entirely. Johnny breathed a sigh of relief and then settled back into his seat.

Unfortunately, all of the images he’d pushed aside for the duration of the event came flooding back as soon as he tried to relax. Johnny saw the lemur again, watched him step closer to him, and then saw his head blow out the back of his skull. The nausea that he’d been putting off for the past fifteen minutes suddenly hit him like a sledge hammer. His stomach churned, and he felt the violent spasm. Johnny barely got his head out the window before a stream of vomit poured from his muzzle.

He retched again and again, his stomach contracting and hammering nearly nothing but his stomach acids out of his mouth and nose. He lost what little meat jerky he had left in his stomach, vomited until all of his fluids were gone, and then kept dry retching until nothing but mucus and saliva dripped from his mouth and nose. Every time he felt his stomach calm down, he thought of the lemur he killed, and it started all over again.

After what felt like an eternity of suffering, he finally just collapsed back into his seat, substituting his retching for rough coughing and sobbing. He felt his tears streaming from his eyes as the hysteria took a firm hold on him. Even after his exhausted body stopped attacking him, his emotions refused to let up. It wasn’t until he felt Colt’s paw on his shoulder that he finally brought his crying under control.

He found himself focusing on Colt’s paw, feeling the pressure on his shoulder through his thin shirt. He was amazed that something as simple as a touch could calm him down so much. Johnny took a few deep breaths and exhaled slowly. He looked over at his friend as he wiped tears off his face.

“You’re okay, kit. You did fine.” Colt told him as he stayed focused in front of him.

“I … I killed someone.” Johnny said.

“Yeah kit … you did good. You might have saved my ass.”

“You said it would get easier.” Johnny said as he fought back a sob.

“It does.” Colt said as he slid his paw off Johnny.

“It wasn’t easy … it wasn’t easy at all.”

“Maybe that’s a good thing, kit.” Colt said after a pause. “Maybe you have something I never did. I’m not sure it has a place in this world, but for what it’s worth, maybe you’re a better fur than I ever was.”

“Colt …” Johnny began as he looked up at the wolf. “I … I want to let you know …”

“Yeah, kit?”

“I … I really care about you.” Johnny cringed as his words stumbled out of his mouth.

“Don’t.” Colt instructed harshly. “You’ve got something I don’t, and if you let yourself fall into my lifestyle, then you’ll lose that. Just like I did.” Colt paused as he looked over at him. “As soon as we hit a decent community, I’m going to barter you residence there. That way you won’t have to deal with me or any of my bullshit, and you won’t end up dead.”

“No!” Johnny cried. “I want to be with you!”

“It’s not negotiable, kit.”

“I’m not leaving you!”

“Kit … you’ll leave or I’ll put one in your head.”

“I want to be with you, I don’t think you’ll shoot me, you’re a good furson!”

Just as Johnny finished his objection, he saw Colt’s handgun drawn and pointed at his head.

“Don’t ever doubt that I can take a life.” Colt said as he put the car in neutral with his free paw and let the car coast.

“Colt! I … I love you!” Johnny said as he looked at right through the handgun as though it were invisible.

For the first time, Johnny saw a look of shock on Colt’s face. He saw the wolf’s paw tremble, and then the firearm dropped. Colt looked back out of the windshield as he stopped the car and re-holstered his firearm. He shook his head and sighed.

“You know,” Colt began as he looked back over at the fox, “it doesn’t bother me that I heard the words, it bothers me that I actually believe you.”

“I …” Johnny paused as he sagged his head. “I’m sorry.”

“What for, kit?” Colt asked as he looked over at him.

“I … I didn’t mean … to feel that way.”

“Kit, I have to be honest, I don’t think I can love, but I don’t think you had much of a choice in your feelings for me.”

Colt opened his door and stepped out of the car. Johnny watched as he walked around to the back out of his view. He put his paw on the door handle, and reluctantly pulled the door open. When he got out, he saw the rear deck lid up. Walking around to the back of the car, he saw Colt pulling something out. It was a small red box with two springs sticking up out of the top. There was a strange symbol on the side in the shape of a circle with yellow and black triangles in it. It was almost identical to the one Colt found in the cart the previous day, but looked in much better condition.

“What’s that?” Johnny asked as he examined it.

“This is probably the most important thing we can ever find in the wastes. It’s a micro fusion cell. I haven’t found any good ones in over a month.”

“What does it do?”

“It keeps the car going. Electricity is what this baby uses for fuel. They were a lot more common in Northern California, the farther east I go, the rarer they seem to get.” Colt explained as he closed the trunk. “By the way, if you’re going to stay with me, you’re going to need this.”

Colt reached into his inner coat pocket and pulled out the bear’s custom revolver. Extending it towards Johnny, the fox reluctantly put his paw on the wooden grip. As soon as he grasped it, Colt pulled his paw out from underneath it and moved around to the front of the car. Johnny looked the revolver over. The cylinder was very large, but looked like it only held four rounds. The barrel was about six inches long, with the cylinder another three, and the grip nearly another full three inches. It was much heavier than the .44 magnum, and was much better kept. Johnny looked up at the front of the car when he heard the hood slam down. The wolf walked back around the car and looked Johnny over.

“What’cha think, kit?” Colt asked with a small smirk.

“It’s … heavy.” Johnny replied.

“It fires 5.56 like my pistol. It was made by the same fur that made mine, so I know it’s a great firearm. Do you want a shoulder holster or a hip holster?”

“I … I don’t think I want this.”

“Mmm … Kit, you’ve got two choices. You can stay with me, learn how to shoot, how to fight, how to survive … or you get dumped at the next population center we come across.”

“No! No, I want to be with you.”

“Are you sure? You’re going to have to kill again, and before it’s over, if you live long enough, you’re going to have to kill so many that you’ll lose count.”

“I … I want to be with you. I’m sure I want to be with you.”

“Okay, then you have to learn how to shoot. First, what kind of holster do you want?”

“I … I don’t know. What’s the difference.”

“Concealment.” Colt explained as he opened his jacket and showed Johnny his shoulder holster neatly tucked under his jacket.

“But, I don’t have a big leather jacket.” 

“Kit, you can’t keep wearing those tattered sacks forever. I’ve got some new clothes for you in the back of the car. Besides, your clothes are starting to smell like cum” Colt said with a chuckle.

Johnny blushed furiously. He couldn’t believe that Colt had noticed that he had been pawing, and had called him on it.

“Well, what’s it going to be?” Colt asked.

“W-what’s easier?”

“To use? The hip holster.”

“Okay.” Johnny said as he looked back down at the revolver.

Colt opened his door and reached in the back. He pulled a leather hide rucksack from the rear compartment and tossed it at Johnny. The fox tried to catch it, but dropped it on the ground as he fumbled with the revolver in his dominate paw. Johnny lowered his ears and looked up at Colt. Colt just smiled and shook his head. Johnny leaned down and opened up the rucksack, revealing a worn looking set of jeans, a black undershirt and a suit of leather armor made from tanned leather and old steel belted tires for pauldrons.

“Well, let’s see it.” Colt said.

“What? Here? Right now?”

“Yeah, kit.” Colt answered as he smiled. “Besides, if we’re going to be mates I’d like to see you naked at least once before we do anything.”

“Mates!?” Johnny exclaimed.

“Well, if you love me, isn’t that what you want?”

“I … yes but …”

“But you’re reconsidering?”

“No! No … I just didn’t think you’d want to.”

“I’ll try anything once, kit. Who knows, maybe you’ll be a nice counterweight for me. So get to it, let’s see what’cha got.”

Johnny blushed as he reluctantly ran his paws under his shirt and lifted it up over his head. He looked back at Colt as he looked his upper body over. He lowered his head and blushed deeply. Sliding his paws under the waistband of his pants and slowly pushed them down. He knelt down with his pants, his paws following them to the ground, and slowly stood up. As soon as he looked back up at Colt, he felt his embarrassment jump through the roof. He saw Colt scanning up his legs towards his sheath. His embarrassment doubled as he felt the tip of his member slide out of his sheath and kiss the wasteland wind.

“Hmm … That’s not too bad.” Colt said as he lifted his paw and twirled his finger, signaling Johnny to turn around.

The fox slowly turned and faced away from the wolf. His tail began to swish back and forth at the thought of Colt’s eyes scanning his backside. He felt his ears heat even more as Colt sounded a playful lewd whistle.

“Damn kit, you have a vixen’s ass.” Colt said as he stepped closer to Johnny. “Put your paws on the car, kit.”

Johnny complied, putting his paws on the trunk of the car and leaning over. Colt eased up behind him and put his paw on his rear. Johnny jumped a little at the feel of Colt’s paw pad. He murred a little at the attention he was getting, feeling another fur’s intimate touch for the first time. Colt slid his finger down the crack of Johnny’s rear, and ran his fingerpad over Johnny’s tailhole. Without any warning, Colt pushed his middle finger in past Johnny’s tailring. The fox yipped and jumped, instinctively raising his tail and bowing his back.

“Damn! That’s got to be the tightest hole I’ve ever felt.” Colt said as he pushed his finger in up to his knuckle. “We’ll give it a try, kit.” Colt said as he slowly pulled his finger out of Johnny. “But don’t think you can be hanging all over me in public or anything like that.”

“Colt, oh gods, I want you.” Johnny said as he shivered.

“Later kit, hurry up and get dressed.” He said as he got back to the driver side door. “We’re not too far away from those runners, and I’m sure they’re going to send out some trackers.”

Johnny gave Colt a very audible whine, still leaning over the trunk of the car and exposed. He looked up at Colt and nearly pouted.

“Hurry up, kit. Trust me; you don’t want to sit in that tin can with no clothes on, you’ll cook quicker than a rat on a spit.”

Johnny stood up and reached down into the rucksack, pulling out the tattered pair of jeans. He quickly put the pants on, taking care not to catch his erection in the zipper. Next removing the shirt, he quickly pulled it over his head and picked up the rucksack. Walking around to the passenger side, he tossed the bag in behind his seat. When he got in the car, Colt was settling in. He looked over at Johnny and smiled.

“You look good in that tight shirt, kit.”

“Mmn.” He mumbled in a half angry response.

“What’s wrong?” Colt asked as he started the car. “You look a little disappointed.”

“Fuck you, Colt.” Johnny said as he folded his arms.

The wolf laughed as he put the car in first and hit the accelerator.

