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Entertaining Possibilities

Keith was fol­low­ing his tracks back to the tent, try­ing to step into his paw­prints as much as pos­si­ble. He hadn’t both­ered to redo his travel wrap­pings be­fore step­ping out, and the icy de­pres­sions felt prefer­able to the two inches of fresh snow that was al­ready down. Not great, but prefer­able.

He was nearly there when he no­ticed an­other set of paw­prints head­ing out into the sparse for­est. He fol­lowed them with his eyes, but lost them in the snow and half-light. Far­ther than one goes to re­lieve them­selves, at any rate.

He looked at the tent, the wel­com­ing glow of the lantern within re­veal­ing a shape mov­ing in­side. That’d be Natani, then. Wait­ing for him. He felt a fa­mil­iar surge of ex­cite­ment, and had to stop him­self from step­ping for­ward.

He looked back at the tracks, head­ing out who-knows how far through the gloom and fall­ing snow, and thought. He didn’t know what the prob­lem was. He wasn’t even sure there was a prob­lem; Natani cer­tainly didn’t seem to think so. If there was any chance of get­ting to the bot­tom of it, though, it had to be through talk­ing to Zen alone.

With a sigh, he pulled the hood of his heavy robe up and set back out into the for­est. You take the op­por­tu­ni­ties you can get.

He had no trou­ble keep­ing to the larger set of prints; Zen must not have been walk­ing very fast. The qui­etly fall­ing snow dead­ened sound, and the only things he could hear were his own breath­ing and his foot­steps when he oc­ca­sion­ally clipped the edge of the im­pres­sions he was fol­low­ing.

Af­ter a few min­utes, the tracks veered to­wards a small copse of trees and seemed to dis­ap­pear. He ap­proached slowly, scan­ning the trees. “Hullo?”

“Keith?” Zen peeked out from be­hind one of the big­ger trees, part of the way up the trunk. “What are you do­ing here?”

He was by the tree now. Zen was sit­ting on a low branch, his back to the trunk. Keith scratched his head through the hood. “How about you?” Stupid ques­tion, but it might break the ice.

Zen just cocked an eye­brow at him and didn’t say any­thing.

“Er, yeah, sorry as al­ways… Lovely weather we’re hav­ing?”

Zen sighed and rolled his eyes. “Yeah, lovely. We might be here for days, at this rate.”

Keith sat down at the base of the tree, pulling his feet into the hem of his robe and rub­bing them through the fab­ric with his hands. He wrapped his tail around him­self. It wasn’t too bad. He was al­most com­fort­able.

He shrugged. “Well, we can af­ford weeks.” Af­ter a mo­ment. “And if it’s true they can tele­port us to the coast, that’s weeks again.”

Zen sighed. “True enough. No hurry.”

They sat there a mo­ment in not-quite com­pan­ion­able si­lence. How to ask the ques­tion in a new way? “Zen…” He hes­i­tated. “Why… why aren’t you mak­ing fun of me right now for sit­ting here?” He smiled to him­self. “Or threat­en­ing me, for that mat­ter? We used to get along, right? What hap­pened?”

Zen was silent for a mo­ment. Keith craned his neck to look at him, but couldn’t re­ally see his ex­pres­sion. “Noth­ing hap­pened. Just not in a funny mood, I guess. And I don’t think you need much threat­en­ing these days. You’re here be­cause of Natani, right?”

Not un­true.

“And my­self. You.”

“But Natani first, right?”

“Natani first.”, he agreed.

“Can’t very well fault you for that as the big brother, can I?”

Noth­ing for it. “Is…” Keith swal­lowed. “Is there some­thing you can fault me for? Be­cause that’s the only thing I can think of. That you don’t think I’m good for Natani, af­ter all.”

And he’d hate it if that were the case. He didn’t think it was, but…

Zen sounded dis­gusted. “No! That’s not it at all.”

Mean­ing there was some­thing it was.

Zen dropped out of the tree to stand next to him. He was in a lighter robe than Keith, and that mostly for mod­esty. The wolves’ win­ter coats were for­mi­da­ble. And adorable, though he didn’t usu­ally let on that he thought that.

Zen looked at him for a mo­ment, then scratched his head and sighed. He sat down, cross-legged, and looked at Keith. Se­ri­ous. “Okay, I guess I’ve never prop­erly told you this. So I will. Be­cause it’s just like your dumb self to worry about that of all pos­si­ble things…”

He hadn’t been that wor­ried. Just… a lit­tle.

“Look, you’re the best thing that ever hap­pened to Natani. You’ve made him hap­pier than I thought was even pos­si­ble.” Zen sighed. “Hap­pier than he thought was pos­si­ble. He… af­ter we were linked, he never once imag­ined he could be with some­one. He just… wrote it off as im­pos­si­ble, never even gave it a thought.” The wolf barked a laugh. “I wanted to dis­agree, but… what was I go­ing to say? That he was go­ing to meet a nice ba­sitin boy?” He laughed more gen­uinely now. “Man, that’d be a con­ver­sa­tion. I’d love to know what he would have said. Called me in­sane, prob­a­bly.” Zen smiled. “But he did meet a nice ba­sitin boy, if a grumpy and gloomy one. You’re a mir­a­cle, Keith.” He sighed. “Hell, you’ve done bet­ter by my lit­tle brother than I have.”

Grumpy and gloomy? … It wasn’t the least kind way Zen could have de­scribed what he’d been like. Keith felt warmer for both what he’d said and how he’d said it, but…

 He looked at Zen im­plor­ingly. “Thank you, but then what’s wrong?”

Zen laughed at his ex­pres­sion and reached his hand into Keith’s hood to tou­sle his hair. The mo­tion made his ears rub against the fab­ric of the hood, send­ing a shiver down his spine. Zen’s hand lin­gered a mo­ment, and Keith wel­comed both the ges­ture and the warmth. “It’s noth­ing for you to worry about. Now shoo, get in out of the cold. You’re shiv­er­ing, and you’ve kept him wait­ing long enough.”

Keith bid him good­bye and made his way back to­wards the tent, more con­fused than he’d been. He turned Zen’s words over in his mind, com­mit­ting them to mem­ory.

 

Keith closed the tent flap be­hind him. It felt warmer in­side than it should have; he sus­pected some magic had been ex­pended for his ben­e­fit. Natani was sit­ting cross-legged on their bed­ding, a book in his lap. He was wear­ing a robe much like his brother’s.

Gods, but he was beau­ti­ful. When he turned to look at Keith, with a smile, Keith’s tail made an in­vol­un­tary swish­ing mo­tion, be­tray­ing no se­crets. He could no more have stopped the smile on his face. The wolf’s tail mir­rored the mo­tion.

Natani rose to meet him, ex­tend­ing his hand. Keith took it, and let him­self be pulled close. The large wolf’s warmth en­veloped him, and he was home.

“You’re cold! How long were you out there? Get out of that robe.”

Well, the robe was prob­a­bly colder than he was. Keith pulled his tail through the tail-hole, then the en­tire gar­ment over his head, be­ing care­ful with his ears. He found that Natani had done the same, and was pre­sent­ing him with the robe he’d been wear­ing.

Keith quirked an eye­brow at him, but took the robe and put it on. It was much too large for him; he quickly gave up try­ing to get his tail through the hole, and when he pulled one shoul­der up, the other flopped off. The hem dragged the ground.

But it was warm, and had Natani’s scent. He wouldn’t have traded back, then and there.

Natani was cov­er­ing his mouth with one hand. It did noth­ing to hide his amuse­ment. “It… suits you.”

But he sounded like he was only half jok­ing, so Keith gath­ered up the hem and made a clumsy twirl, his bal­ance ham­pered by his tail be­ing trapped in the robe. He fin­ished by giv­ing Natani his best curtsy and a wink. “You like?”

Natani had the weird­est ex­pres­sion on his face. He cleared his throat. “Have you ever tried on a dress?”

Keith’s mouth quirked. “I’ve been tempted. Haven’t you?”

Natani burst out laugh­ing at his cheek­i­ness. “Well, there was that one time… it was pink. Very pink.”

Oh?

“Pink?” Keith tilted his head and nar­rowed his eyes. “I think that’s more my color.”

Natani raised a hand to touch Keith’s cheek, a slight smile on his face. Keith leaned in to the ca­ress.

The wolf sounded thought­ful. “I’ll have to re­mem­ber that.”

Had he got­ten him­self into some­thing again? Well, no mat­ter. Af­ter a mo­ment of si­lence, Natani leaned down to kiss him. It was so ten­der it brought tears to Keith’s eyes.

Natani wiped them away with a smile. “I love you, Keith.”

It still struck him, some­times. Natani was the mir­a­cle, not him.

He placed his hands on the wolf’s shoul­ders. Natani oblig­ingly low­ered his head, and Keith put ev­ery bit of the love he felt into the re­turn­ing kiss. It wasn’t quick work.

He fi­nally pulled back and let his hands fall from Natani’s shoul­ders, slid­ing them down to the wolf’s hips. “I love you, too.”

Natani’s ex­pres­sion… it’s hard to re­as­sure some­one who needs no re­as­sur­ance, but Keith thought he might have suc­ceeded. Natani made a small sound and grabbed his shoul­ders, pulling him tightly to him­self. Keith ended up with a face­ful of breasts and mane.

Even with just the three of them, Natani went bound more of­ten than not. Keith didn’t re­ally mind ei­ther way; the im­por­tant thing was that when he chose to show, there was no shame in it for him. And if Keith some­times had a part in the wrap­pings be­com­ing ac­ci­den­tally un­done in the heat of the mo­ment, well, they re­ally were rather nice breasts.

Keith wrapped his arms around Natani and re­turned the em­brace, rel­ish­ing the wolf’s af­fec­tion. The only thing be­tween them was the coarse fab­ric of the robe he was wear­ing, and it pro­vided an in­ter­est­ing tac­tile sen­sa­tion as he rubbed against Natani. He felt his lust be­gin to rise.

Keith loos­ened his hold, sig­nalling the wolf to af­ford him some free­dom of move­ment. He be­gan to trace the mus­cu­la­ture of Natani’s back with his hands. He could feel the slow move­ment of the wolf’s tail, wag­ging, and re­al­ized his own was do­ing the same. He moved his hands to Natani’s sides and kept them there, fo­cus­ing in­stead on bury­ing his face in the wolf’s am­ple bo­som. The sen­sa­tion of his ears rub­bing against Natani’s breasts was some­thing he didn’t think he’d ever tire of; but Natani might, so he didn’t over­stay his wel­come. He stood straighter and looked up, to find the wolf low­er­ing his face for a kiss, right on cue. Keith kissed him more hun­grily this time, speak­ing word­lessly of his need for his lover.

He’d ex­pected Natani to re­spond to his kiss more ag­gres­sively, but he seemed re­cep­tive in­stead. The wolf was let­ting him take the lead. How long would he stay docile?

Keith stretched for all the height he could get and rubbed his hard­ness against Natani through the robe. The wolf broke the kiss to let out a small moan.

Keith moved his hands up Natani’s sides, ruf­fling his win­ter coat, and elic­it­ing a shiver from the wolf. He moved on to Natani’s breasts, mas­sag­ing them gen­tly and teas­ing his nip­ples, all the while ob­serv­ing his re­ac­tions. When he saw the wolf’s lips part slightly, he started mak­ing his way down Natani’s body, first with his hands, then with his mouth. When he gave one nip­ple a friendly lick, he could feel Natani’s stom­ach trem­bling against his touch. When he gave the other a play­ful nip, the trem­bling be­came what he knew to be the first tremors of a quake.

He moved lower still, go­ing down to sit at the wolf’s feet, bring­ing his face in line with his ul­ti­mate goal. The scent of Natani’s arousal was al­most over­pow­er­ing.

He moved his hands down Natani’s thighs, en­joy­ing the feel­ing of the pow­er­ful mus­cles there trem­bling slightly un­der his fin­gers. He gave a nudge with his muz­zle, and the wolf opened his legs wider.

For a mo­ment, Keith felt fresh won­der at what he was do­ing. Their early days had been a huge song and dance of awk­ward­ness and al­most-mo­ments… and the truth of it was, Keith would have been happy with that. That’s what he had been ex­pect­ing, given Natani’s cir­cum­stances. But even­tu­ally the wolf had lost pa­tience with him­self—or maybe lost pa­tience with Keith’s pa­tience—and de­cided to mas­ter his body.

And what Natani de­cides, goes.

Keith put his tongue to work in ways he had hardly dared dream of in those early days, lap­ping up the ev­i­dence of Natani’s arousal and teas­ing his way closer to the source. The wolf shud­dered un­der his at­ten­tions, shud­dered more when he used his hands to guide Natani to his mouth.

He ex­plored Natani care­fully, stay­ing in easy range of base camp with oc­ca­sional far­ther for­ays. The wolf’s moans were grow­ing louder, and more fre­quent… but so was the trem­bling in his legs. Natani was still will­ing to let him have his way, but this was no po­si­tion to take his time in. He picked up his pace.

Natani was pant­ing now, and Keith could tell that he was get­ting close… but also that his legs would give out first. He was a lit­tle dis­ap­pointed that he couldn’t fully cap­i­tal­ize on this op­por­tu­nity at hav­ing the big wolf at his mercy, but needs must. Maybe in a chair? Some­thing for later. Not let­ting up his as­sault, he found Natani’s hands and guided them to his head.

Natani needed no fur­ther prompt­ing to take con­trol. He pulled Keith’s head even tighter to him­self and started mov­ing his hips, push­ing against him. The wolf ground out his plea­sure on his face, and Keith fo­cused on keep­ing his tongue busy and his teeth out of places they had no busi­ness be­ing. Natani’s pant­ing be­came more des­per­ate, which meant the mo­ment was close—and it came. Keith drank deep from the source as the wolf made a se­ries of longer thrusts with his hips, peak­ing with each. Four, five, six, seven… and when he thought it was done, an eight, ac­com­pa­nied by a hoarse gasp. Natani’s knees buck­led, and Keith guided him down as best he could, sup­port­ing him with his arms and catch­ing his rump with his chest. They ended on the floor with not too much of a jolt, the wolf strad­dling his torso.

Keith gazed up at him. Natani was still pant­ing, his eyes closed tightly. Keith reached up to ca­ress the wolf’s face, and smiled when Natani leaned into the ges­ture.

Fi­nally the wolf opened his eyes, and let out a sigh. His voice was hoarse. “We should do that more of­ten.”

Keith grinned up at him. “How about right now? You could just scoot up a lit­tle…”

Natani laughed. “You…” he shook his head, and Keith let his hand fall back to his side. “No, I think that’s quite enough of that. And…” Natani reached be­hind him­self with one hand and found Keith’s still erect mem­ber, brush­ing it through the fab­ric of the robe. “I think you’re all warmed up.”

He had for­got­ten cold ex­isted.

The ca­sual touch brought his own arousal back into fo­cus, and he sighed hap­pily as he con­cen­trated on the sen­sa­tions of Natani gen­tly stroking him. “Y’know, you’re go­ing to get your robe dirty.”

Natani was amused. “Am I? I sup­pose I’d bet­ter do some­thing about that.”

The wolf rose off him and sat down by his side, in­spect­ing the rather un­mis­tak­able tent­ing at his groin and mas­sag­ing it again. He glanced back at Keith. “Is this the prob­lem?” Natani took his hand away and nuz­zled the bulge with his muz­zle, in­spect­ing it from all di­rec­tions.

Keith moaned.

“Nope, all clean here. Maybe you didn’t wipe your feet? You might have got­ten the hem dirty…”

Keith shiv­ered with an­tic­i­pa­tion as Natani made his way down his legs.

“Let’s see…” The wolf traced the arches of Keith’s feet with his fin­gers, send­ing ex­quis­ite sen­sa­tions up his spine. “Seems okay… but bet­ter take a closer look.” He nuz­zled at Keith’s an­kles and arches, all the while us­ing his hands to play with the ba­sitin's pads.

Keith made a stran­gled sound.

“Well, bet­ter safe than sorry!” And with that, Natani spent a few glo­ri­ous min­utes care­fully lick­ing at his pads and teas­ing his toes. Keith gasped and quiv­ered un­der his at­ten­tions.

Natani licked his lips and winked. “Yup, all clean.”

Keith sighed hap­pily. Maybe the snow wasn’t so bad, af­ter all.

Natani grabbed the hem of Keith’s robe and started rolling it up, and Keith wig­gled help­fully to keep it from bunch­ing up un­der him. When the wolf reached his groin, he stopped.

“Well, well. There seems to be a stain here af­ter all.” There was, in fact, a rather no­table wet spot on the fab­ric. Keith could only imag­ine the state of his mem­ber af­ter Natani’s treat­ment.

“Sorry about that. Don’t know what came over me.”

Natani grinned at him. “Well, you can think about how you’ll make it up to me while I fix the leak.”

Natani started at his belly and slowly mi­grated south, lick­ing his fur clean as he went. When the wolf reached his quiv­er­ing man­hood, Keith could feel ev­ery lick as that tongue slowly worked its way all around the base of his shaft, spend­ing per­haps more time than was strictly nec­es­sary on his sack. Keith let out a happy sigh as Natani turned his at­ten­tion on the shaft it­self, metic­u­lously pol­ish­ing it with his tongue un­til it must have shone. Fi­nally, Natani en­gulfed his mem­ber up to the base in one smooth mo­tion, and Keith groaned. He was al­ready very close.

He thrust his hips lightly to make sure Natani un­der­stood. The wolf came up to the tip to give him a wink, then slowly made his way back to the base and held still. Natani be­gan to gen­tly mas­sage Keith’s sack with his fin­gers. The wolf was barely mov­ing his head, but his tongue was re­lent­less.

Keith could feel his balls tighten un­der Natani’s touch, and his world turned into plea­sure and re­lease. His hips con­vulsed as the or­gasm wracked his body, his mem­ber re­leas­ing jet af­ter jet into the wolf’s ready mouth. He could dimly feel the move­ments of Natani swal­low­ing.

His body re­laxed with a sigh, and the mo­ment was over. He could feel Natani swal­low­ing again, and then had to keep from squirm­ing as the wolf licked the length of his now-sen­si­tive mem­ber clean. This done, Natani popped back into his field of view, lick­ing his lips.

“So?”

Keith smiled at him. “I think it’s my turn to do the laun­dry any­way.”

Natani quirked an eye­brow at him. “Enough ‘dirty talk’?”

Keith snick­ered. “Come here,” he bid, and the wolf obliged, bring­ing his face close for a kiss. There was shared hu­mour in it, and sat­is­fac­tion, but those weren’t all. Not break­ing the kiss, Keith raised his hands to Natani’s breasts, teas­ing his nip­ples slowly. The un­der­tones of hunger be­came more pro­nounced. The kiss went on, and he kept stok­ing Natani’s flames. The wolf’s hunger grew, the un­der­tones be­com­ing over­tones, and Keith could feel him­self be­gin to get firm again in re­sponse.

He slid his hands down Natani’s sides, and when he couldn’t quite reach, Natani shifted him­self up along Keith’s body and arched his back to bring his hindquar­ters in reach. Keith gave his back­side a friendly squeeze and tugged at the base of his slowly wag­ging tail.

He moved his hands to the wolf’s belly, briefly teas­ing out the shape of the mus­cles there. He re­turned one hand to Natani’s breasts, then sent the other one to feel the wolf’s wet­ness and tease at his most sen­si­tive place.

The kiss was pure love and lust, now. Keith took his hand from be­tween Natani’s legs, in­tend­ing to pull the wolf to him, but Natani dropped his hips him­self as soon as the hand was clear. Keith shiv­ered as the wolf’s stom­ach rubbed against his hard mem­ber. Natani be­gan grind­ing against him, and Keith be­gan slowly mov­ing his own hips, grind­ing back. He grabbed at Natani’s hips to pull him tighter against him­self, earn­ing a grunt from the wolf.

Af­ter a few more mo­ments of tan­ta­liz­ing fric­tion, Natani be­gan mak­ing big­ger move­ments. Guess­ing at his pur­pose, Keith stopped mov­ing and loos­ened his hold to give the wolf more free­dom. Natani po­si­tioned his hips and pushed down, only to have Keith’s man­hood slip away. Once. Twice. Three times.

Frus­tra­tion en­tered into the kiss. Four. Five.

Natani broke the kiss and lev­ered him­self off his el­bows onto straight arms. The wolf looked down at him crossly. “Oh dammit, just put it in al­ready!”

Keith grinned, and used one hand to steady his mem­ber. He rubbed the tip against Natani’s open­ing, and the wolf’s ex­pres­sion soft­ened. Natani pushed down again, slowly, and Keith held him­self steady as Natani’s tight wet­ness en­veloped his man­hood, inch by inch, un­til fi­nally he was in all the way to the base. It was a snug fit.

Natani held still a while, and Keith took in the sights and the sen­sa­tions. The wolf’s weight on him, the hot, sen­su­ous slick­ness sur­round­ing his mem­ber. Natani look­ing down at him with ev­i­dent sat­is­fac­tion, his fall­ing hair fram­ing his face. Ab­so­lutely beau­ti­ful.

Natani be­gan mov­ing, slowly at first, gy­rat­ing his hips. The feel­ing was ex­quis­ite. The wolf be­gan to raise his hips, ever so slightly, be­fore bring­ing them down again, and Keith watched as his ex­pres­sion turned into one of plea­sure.

Natani pulled him­self up straight, free­ing his hands from sup­port­ing him­self and putting them to bet­ter use. He grabbed his breasts, be­ing rather rougher with them than Keith would have had the heart for.

Most of Natani out of reach to him, Keith set­tled his hands on the wolf’s hips, adding a bit of his strength to the down­ward mo­tions.

Slowly, slowly, the move­ments sped up un­til Natani was rid­ing him with reck­less aban­don, pant­ing. Keith be­gan strain­ing against him when he slammed down, lend­ing some of his own grow­ing des­per­a­tion to the move­ments, elic­it­ing moans from the wolf.

Natani let his hands fall to their join­ing, and ex­pertly pushed him­self over the edge. He threw his head back and let out a long, low moan, and Keith felt the wolf shud­der to the core for a long mo­ment as his plea­sure took him.

Keith had been get­ting close, but not close enough to fol­low Natani past the point of no re­turn. He took his joy in the wolf’s plea­sure, in­stead, and waited for Natani to make his way back to him.

Even­tu­ally, the wolf re­laxed and let out a long sigh. He leaned for­ward on his arms and looked down at Keith, a goofy smile on his face. Keith re­turned the smile and lev­ered his up­per body off the floor to try and reach him with a kiss. They made it work. Break­ing the kiss with a grin, Keith wag­gled his eye­brows at Natani ques­tion­ingly and gave his hips a thrust to drive the point home.

Natani laughed, and col­lapsed on top of him, bring­ing him back down to the floor and giv­ing him an­other face­ful of breasts. A neat bit of full-body co-or­di­na­tion later, they had man­aged to roll them­selves over with Keith still in­side.

He propped him­self up on his arms and found his po­si­tion. He knew he was still close, so he be­gan mak­ing long, slow, steady strokes to pro­long his plea­sure. Natani mur­mured some­thing, in­audi­ble, and placed his hands on Keith’s neck, stroking his cheeks. Keith turned his head to kiss the palm of the wolf’s hand.

Some­times, Keith wished he was a lit­tle taller. He would have dearly liked to be able to reach Natani’s mouth, in­stead.

… then again, it worked out fine when he was on the re­ceiv­ing end. He smiled into Natani’s palm and gave it an­other kiss, and shook his head at him­self. You take things as they are.

His plea­sure built up, he switched to a faster, shorter stroke. As he made his slow ap­proach to the edge, he looked at Natani, smil­ing back at him. He couldn’t imag­ine what the look on his own face was, but the wolf seemed to en­joy it, at least.

When he be­gan to thrust er­rat­i­cally, Natani wrapped his legs around him and pulled him in. With a jerk, he thrust one last time, deep, bot­tom­ing out. The wolf pulled Keith’s head tight to his bo­som and held him close, and he was gone, lost in the throes of spend­ing him­self deep in­side his lover.

*

Keith was still ly­ing on top of him, head snug against his breasts, prac­ti­cally purring. Natani stroked the ba­sitin’s ears idly, not in any par­tic­u­lar hurry to be do­ing any­thing else. See­ing Keith happy was some­thing he never got tired of.

Af­ter a while, Keith let out a con­tended sigh. “Round three?”

Natani laughed. Not an im­pos­si­ble thought… “Not sat­is­fied?”, he asked, giv­ing one of the ba­sitin’s ears a tweak.

Keith wrig­gled. “Sat­is­fied. And sa­ti­ated. For the mo­ment.”

He was im­pos­si­ble. Natani smiled to him­self.

They lay there a mo­ment longer, but Keith stirred much sooner than he’d have ex­pected. The ba­sitin rolled off him and scooted up his side to put their faces next to each other. Natani rolled to his side to look at him, cu­ri­ous.

“Ac­tu­ally… there’s some­thing I wanted to talk to you about.”

Keith looked se­ri­ous, so Natani booped him on the nose. He rolled his eyes.

“It’s Zen. There re­ally is some­thing up with him.”

Natani was sur­prised. Keith had asked him if he thought there was, and he’d said no. Would still have said no af­ter think­ing about it. But if Keith was sure, he’d have a good rea­son.

“What is it?”

Keith frowned. “He wouldn’t tell me, but he in­di­rectly ad­mit­ted there was some­thing. So now I have no idea.”

“When did you talk to him?”

“Oh, just be­fore I came here. We talked for maybe five min­utes.”

That was a lit­tle odd. He had the link walled off, now, but he’d only done that af­ter Keith came back. He’d have ex­pected a cour­tesy call… but then, maybe Zen sim­ply hadn’t thought of it.

Keith was silent a mo­ment, then con­tin­ued with some dif­fi­culty. “I thought maybe he’d changed his mind about us. I didn’t re­ally think that was it, but… it was the only thing I could think of.” He shook his head. “But that’s def­i­nitely not it.” The ba­sitin cleared his throat. “He… called me a mir­a­cle.”

Natani smiled at Keith. This was too good. “Mir­a­cle, huh? I’ve used that word be­fore.”

Keith blushed beau­ti­fully. Natani never did get tired of see­ing him happy.

But his thoughts quickly turned back to the mat­ter at hand. “Tell me what he said, and how he said it.”

 

The cool air felt won­der­ful on Natani’s body. He’d left Keith with his robe—he looked adorable in it—and come out naked for the chance to cool off a lit­tle af­ter all that ex­er­cise. Some­times, his win­ter coat got to be a lit­tle much.

It was full dark, now, but light enough for his night vi­sion to make his way around, es­pe­cially with all the snow. There was a good three inches of it, and it was still com­ing down in large quiet flakes. He fol­lowed the faint tracks, crash­ing through the snow along­side them at his usual gait.

He turned the prob­lem around in his head a few times as he went, but there re­ally was only the one so­lu­tion. He hadn’t told Keith, but he was sure. That the ba­sitin hadn’t seen it… he sighed to him­self. He shook his head, won­der­ingly. There were still an­swers he needed be­fore he’d know what to make of it. 

He slowed down and went qui­etly as he ap­proached his des­ti­na­tion. The tracks veer­ing off at an an­gle, the copse of trees… this had to be the place.

He ad­dressed the big­gest tree around and kept his tone neu­tral. “You have a thing for Keith.”

Zen fell out of the tree with a crash.

Natani un­walled the link at his end. Zen was be­wil­dered, but none the worse for wear for his tum­ble. Natani leaned his shoul­der against the tree, arms crossed, and waited to see what his brother would do.

Zen cursed with feel­ing, got up, dusted him­self off, and sighed. He glanced at Natani, only to half turn away. Wary. It was darker in the copse, and Natani couldn’t re­ally make his face out that well—but he didn’t need to. The link could serve as well as ex­pres­sions could.

Zen’s an­swer was a sin­gle word. “Yes.”

Natani let some amuse­ment show. “So you want to… how did it go? ‘Feel his short, sandy fur against you?’” 

Zen looked at him, clearly ex­as­per­ated. “Yes! Yes, I do. And it was ‘warm’, not ‘short.’”

Natani smiled at his brother. “It’s both. But…” he let his con­cern show. “Is it the link? Is that why you didn’t say any­thing?”

Zen was sur­prised. “No, it’s got noth­ing to do with the link.” He scratched his head. “Egh. No, of course it’s got some­thing to do with the link. But no, these are my feel­ings.”

Good. “Show me?”

Zen looked at him for a long mo­ment. Dis­be­lief. This was be­yond per­sonal, even for them. Even­tu­ally, res­ig­na­tion. Zen thought Natani was within his rights. A cu­ri­ous rea­son to agree.

Zen put more of his feel­ings into the link. It wasn’t Natani’s place to put words to it, but it was def­i­nitely love. And it was def­i­nitely dif­fer­ent from his feel­ings for Keith.

His heart went out to his brother. He un­der­stood that long­ing. “Why didn’t you say any­thing?”

Zen shook his head. “What was I go­ing to say?”

Natani smiled. “‘I love him too’ seems ap­pro­pri­ate.”

“And then what?”

Natani shrugged. “I don’t know! We’re about to find out, though. You have to tell him.”

Zen was in­cred­u­lous. “Why? What’s he go­ing to do, feel bad for me?”

Natani grinned. “Beats me. But if I know him at all, he’ll try to do some­thing. And he al­ready feels bad for you, he just doesn’t know why.” He shook his head and went on. “He was look­ing at you more clearly than I was, brother. I should have used my eyes and not the link.” How to get to the heart of the mat­ter? “Look. I know you’re look­ing out for me, and I ap­pre­ci­ate that, but… you don’t need to pro­tect me from you. Or Keith. Or my­self. If you’re mis­er­able, I need to know about it.”

And he showed Zen his feel­ings for Keith. It was only fair. Love flooded the link, love with a core of ab­so­lute, un­shake­able trust. Zen sat down sharply, and Natani reined his emo­tions in.

His brother swal­lowed and shook his head. His voice was shaky. “Gods. I never imag­ined…” He sighed. “I can see why you’re not wor­ried, at least.”

Natani smiled at him. “You’ll tell him how you feel?”

Zen shrugged. “Lit­tle point in hid­ing it now.” He sighed. “Lit­tle point hid­ing it in the first place, I guess. Maybe get­ting shot down will help.”

Natani kept his sus­pi­cions to him­self. “Maybe. I’m go­ing to send him out here, so just…” He looked around, re­con­sid­er­ing. “Ac­tu­ally, let’s get back to the camp.”

Natani set off, and Zen fol­lowed.

*

Zen was fid­get­ing. Natani had planted him within eye­sight of the tent and went in, and he’d grav­i­tated to the near­est tree.

What was go­ing on in there? What were they talk­ing about? Why was it tak­ing this long? How was he pre­par­ing Keith? There were no an­swers in the link.

He sighed and rubbed at the bump on his head. It had been a while since he’d fallen out of a tree. Natani had been… calm. He’d com­mis­er­ated, and even been a lit­tle amused. He cer­tainly hadn’t been wor­ried in the least. And why would he have been? Even if Zen could some­how steal Keith away from his brother—laugh­able as that idea was, it had crossed his mind—he’d have sooner killed him­self than done that to Natani. Killed Keith for let­ting him do it, too, while he was at it. He hated that he felt this way. Noth­ing good could come of it. But he couldn’t let go of his feel­ings. He knew; he’d tried.

Keith fi­nally emerged from the tent and started mak­ing his way in Zen’s gen­eral di­rec­tion. He was car­ry­ing the lantern, and wear­ing…

“… is that Natani’s robe?”

Keith was hold­ing the hem bunched up in one hand to keep it off the ground. The ba­sitin’s voice was dry. “He seems to think I look adorable in it.”

He did. Poker face. “And you…?”

Keith nar­rowed his eyes at him, then smiled. “I sus­pect he might be right.”

The ba­sitin hooked the lantern up on a likely branch and stood, wait­ing, look­ing up at him. He was clearly cu­ri­ous to find out what he was do­ing out here. Zen sighed. Noth­ing for it. He forced the words out. “Look, I like you.”

Keith looked at him for a mo­ment, then tilted his head. “And? I like you too.”

Zen had to look away. “No, you id­iot, I like you like you.”

“Oh. Oh! Ooooooooooh.”

He cursed him­self for his cow­ardice, but couldn’t bring him­self to look back at Keith. Af­ter a long mo­ment of wait­ing for the axe to fall, he was star­tled to feel the ba­sitin’s hand on his face, turn­ing his head, bid­ding Zen to look at him. Keith had a small smile on his face. “Isn’t this where you’re sup­posed to kiss me?”

Zen’s heart went in his throat. It made speak­ing dif­fi­cult. “I… I couldn’t.”

Keith seemed to con­sider for a mo­ment. “Then how about a hug?”

Zen was torn.

“It’s a lit­tle chilly out here, you see, and—”

He grabbed Keith and pulled him to his chest. The ba­sitin felt plenty warm to him. Keith laughed, and wrapped his arms around Zen, and he had no idea what to feel, any­more. “Why… why are you be­ing like this?”

“What was I go­ing to say? That you’re not my type?”

He hadn’t re­ally thought about that. “That you’re taken, if noth­ing else. Y’know, nice guy, name of Natani, maybe you’ve met, hap­pens to be your brother?”

Keith laughed again. “You have no idea how good it feels that you’re mak­ing fun of me again.” The ba­sitin leaned back and looked up at him. He still had that small smile on his face. “You know what Natani said?”

Zen shook his head. “He just told me to tell you.”

“He said, ‘please try to find a way.’”

Zen was speech­less. “But, it’s…”

There was hu­mour in Keith’s eyes, but there was steel, too. “Im­pos­si­ble? Un­think­able?” 

That gave him pause. “But… how would it work? How could it work?”

Keith nod­ded at him ap­prov­ingly. “That’s a much bet­ter ques­tion.”

Sud­denly, hope. “So you’re re­ally think­ing about it?”

Keith raised his eye­brows. “Natani said please and try in the same sen­tence. I half ex­pected to hear you were dy­ing of some­thing.”

Zen chuck­led. “It feels a lit­tle like I am, some­times.”

Keith rolled his eyes at him. “So kiss me al­ready, you id­iot. I can’t fig­ure this out if you don’t.”

Zen’s chest con­stricted. He’d… he hadn’t even dreamt of this. Keith was look­ing up at him, ex­pec­tantly. He took one arm from around the ba­sitin to ca­ress his cheek for a mo­ment, then leaned in.

It had never felt like this be­fore, and it wasn’t just be­cause he’d never kissed a ba­sitin. He held back, didn’t dare re­veal him­self com­pletely, but he let some of his lonely, long­ing, des­per­a­tion show. Keith was re­cep­tive, feel­ing him out.

Zen broke the kiss and straight­ened up. Keith swal­lowed. His voice was a lit­tle shaky. “You make a good ar­gu­ment.”

There were tears in his eyes. Zen was aghast. “You should have stopped me!”

Keith shook his head. “No, no, no! It’s not that.” He wiped the tears away and smiled at him, some­what shak­ily. “It was just… you re­minded me of some­thing.” He sighed and seemed to col­lect him­self. “Now get back down here so I can kiss you back.”

Zen obliged him. Keith’s re­turn kiss was gen­tle and com­pas­sion­ate, with maybe just a hint of some­thing stronger. To his great em­bar­rass­ment, Zen could feel his body re­act to that hint.

To his even greater em­bar­rass­ment, Keith hugged him and found the ev­i­dence.

“O-ho!” Keith grinned at him. “I think that an­swers a fol­low-up ques­tion I might have had.”

Zen blushed. “It’s ridicu­lous! I’m not ex­actly young any­more, but just a kiss from you and…”

He trailed off. Keith’s grin had faded. “Not young, huh?”

Of course. “Come on! You’ve got years left with Natani.”

The ba­sitin’s ears drooped. “Years, huh?”

He pulled Keith into a tight em­brace, and the ba­sitin sighed hap­pily. That had to have been more de­lib­er­ate than not. Zen sighed, and let go. “How does my brother keep his hands off you when you do that?”

Keith gave him that half-smile of his. His ears perked up. “Um, he mostly doesn’t.”

Of course. Zen laughed, and then mar­velled that he was laugh­ing. Keith’s kiss had re­ally lifted his spir­its.

Among other things.

He shook his head. “So what do you think now?” He smiled sug­ges­tively. “Or do you need more kisses? A mas­sage? Maybe a footrub?”

Keith had the strangest ex­pres­sion on his face. “That… was a lot less funny than you think. But I think I can find my way now.” He grew se­ri­ous. “I think all three of us want all three of us to be happy. I think there has to be a way, be­cause it would be too sad if there wasn’t.” He smiled. “I think that’s what Natani thinks as well.” He hes­i­tated. “And I think there are peo­ple I should have done bet­ter by, and I don’t want you to be one of them.”

Zen smiled at him and shook his head. “I don’t think you need to worry about that last one. So, what now?”

“What else? Now, we talk to Natani.”

They made their way to the tent through the fresh snow, side by side.

 

Natani was SLEEP­ING. Zen sighed.

“There’s ‘un­con­cerned at hav­ing just sent his lover on an assig­na­tion’, and then there’s this.”

Keith laughed, and sat down next to Natani. “Maybe make some cof­fee? This might be a late night.”

“Some cof­fee, com­ing right up.”

Zen grabbed his gear and traipsed out­side to make the prepa­ra­tions. It gave him some time to think about this sud­den swerve his life was tak­ing. He won­dered what Keith had in mind, or if there even was any­thing in par­tic­u­lar. What the ba­sitin had said, about Natani wish­ing there was a way, had rung true. Maybe that’s all it was. But if so, that went for all three of them… and that added up to hope.

He won­dered about Keith’s re­ac­tion to his kiss, too. He’d like to ask him about that, some day… Zen shook his head. Some day. Hope. How would it work? He thought about how he felt, when he saw Keith and Natani to­gether, and tried to make sense of it. Could some­thing like that be shared? What would it be like for Natani, if he was like that with Keith?

His throat went dry at the thought. Him and Keith, like Natani and Keith. That was surely too much, even for hope. Maybe it was be­cause of his pe­cu­liar cir­cum­stances, but he didn’t think he’d ever seen a pair like them. So no, surely not like that. But some other way. Maybe that was the key…

He poured the cof­fee into the three cups. That was what his kit made, three cups. Used to be he’d had a kit that made two cups.

He shook his head at him­self and re­turned to the tent. More cof­fee, less phi­los­o­phy.

Keith was still sit­ting where he’d left him, look­ing at the sleep­ing Natani with a smile. The ba­sitin looked up as he en­tered, and Zen handed him a cup. He held an­other a strate­gic dis­tance from Natani’s nose.

Natani opened one eye. “Buh?”

“Cof­fee’s up.”

His brother let out a huge yawn and sat up, stretch­ing, be­fore ac­cept­ing the cup and tak­ing a sip.

Natani looked from Keith to him, then back, and raised his eye­brows. “So, what have the two of you been up to?”

Zen had no idea what to say.

Keith shrugged. “Oh, you know. Talked a bit. Made out a bit.”

“That’s all?” Natani ac­tu­ally sounded dis­ap­pointed. Zen choked on his cof­fee.

Keith shook his head and smiled. “I need to de­cide be­fore I act.”

“Ah.” Natani smiled, and took an­other sip of his cof­fee. “So, what do you need, to de­cide to act?”

Keith re­turned the smile, then looked at both of them in turn, se­ri­ous. “Firstly, I need the two of you to be per­fectly hon­est with each other about what you’re feel­ing right now.”

“The link?”

Keith nod­ded. “I don’t claim to un­der­stand how it works, but for Zen to have been keep­ing this to him­self… I want none of that right now. I need both of you to know the score, and one of you to tell me.”

And just like that, they were both in the link, deeply enough that they couldn’t hide any­thing im­me­di­ate with­out the other notic­ing. They looked at each other, in­side and out.

Natani spoke first. “He’s hope­ful and cu­ri­ous.” He smiled, and stage-whis­pered to Keith. “And a bit horny.”

Zen blushed. “And my es­teemed brother is amused and cu­ri­ous. Looks like you have us both won­der­ing.”

Keith nod­ded ju­di­ciously. “Sec­ondly, I need Zen to fin­ish his cof­fee.”

As if to em­pha­size the point, the ba­sitin downed the rest of his own cup and put it down. Cu­ri­ous, Zen fol­lowed suit. As he was putting his cup down, he re­al­ized that Natani’s cu­rios­ity had van­ished; he was all amuse­ment now. What­ever was about to hap­pen, he knew.

Zen put his cup down, and Keith pounced him. The ba­sitin’s tackle car­ried him to the ground and Keith strad­dled him, lean­ing down to kiss him. It felt a lit­tle staged to him, af­ter the one ear­lier, but there was real heat in it as well. Some­how, he had enough pres­ence of mind to keep an eye on Natani’s re­ac­tion.

… which was to egg him on. Roll him over and give him some pay­back!

A com­pelling thought. Zen threw the ba­sitin, pin­ning him un­der him­self. He re­turned the heat in his kiss, and then some. Keith trem­bled un­der him; it made his lust rise higher. He was painfully aware of his erec­tion, rub­bing against the ba­sitin’s thigh. With some dif­fi­culty, he sum­moned enough self-con­trol to break the kiss and roll off.

Keith looked a lit­tle dazed, and Zen no­ticed—with con­sid­er­able sat­is­fac­tion—that the ba­sitin’s robe was tent­ing. Natani was ra­di­at­ing ap­proval.

Keith cleared his throat, still flat on his back. “Well. Any­body care to tell me what we just learned?”

Natani laughed. “Well, I might be crazy, but I think he likes you. But…” he grew more se­ri­ous. “He was hold­ing back. He’s ter­ri­fied of hurt­ing you.”

Keith turned his head to look at Zen, and gave him a re­as­sur­ing smile and a pat on the leg. “S’okay. I’m pretty tough.”

Zen just nod­ded. He wasn’t go­ing to get into this, not right now.

Natani con­tin­ued. “And now he’s hid­ing why he’s so ter­ri­fied of hurt­ing you.”

Zen sighed. “Please don’t pry. It’s… not rel­e­vant.”

Keith looked at Natani, who nod­ded. He’d been telling the truth. Keith sat up, and looked back at Zen. “And Natani?”

He was grate­ful they’d dropped it. “He en­joyed that. That lit­tle ma­neu­ver was his sug­ges­tion.”

Keith grinned at him. “Well, thumbs up for ex­e­cu­tion. And now, if Natani is done with his cof­fee…”

Natani was. Keith crossed the short dis­tance over to him on all fours, a sight that Zen found some­what dis­tract­ing.

Af­ter a mo­ment, Keith’s voice. “Well?”

Natani an­swered, amused. “I think he was star­ing at your ass so hard he may have missed the kiss en­tirely.”

He blushed. Keith laughed. “Zen! Eyes front!” And the ba­sitin kissed Natani again, with con­sid­er­able en­thu­si­asm. Zen set Natani’s ela­tion aside and fo­cused on his own feel­ings in the link. Cu­ri­ously, the fa­mil­iar pang of jeal­ousy was nowhere to be seen.

Af­ter they fin­ished, Natani looked at him thought­fully. “He ex­pected it to hurt, but it didn’t.”

Zen cleared his throat, and looked for the ex­pla­na­tion. “I think… I think it’s be­cause I’m a part of it, some­how. I feel like I… be­long, here, now.”

Natani and Keith looked at each other.

“Sound about right?”

“Sounds about right.”

Keith looked at the both of them, mock-se­ri­ous. “And it’s the full and hon­est opin­ion of the both of you that the other is okay with this?”

They nod­ded in uni­son.

Keith sat down, cross-legged, an equal dis­tance from both of them, gath­er­ing his hems to let his tail out. “Then I’m okay with this as well, but I have a con­di­tion.” He rubbed at his ear. “The first time I’m with Zen—” he smiled “—which I sus­pect might not be far off—Natani should be there.” He cleared his throat. “Well, con­sid­er­ing the events just now… there might be less call for pri­vacy in gen­eral in the fu­ture.”

Not an is­sue for ei­ther of them. Eas­ily enough done. The broth­ers nod­ded their as­sent.

Keith sounded a lit­tle strained. “That was the con­di­tion. I also have a… re­quest.”

Natani was mir­ror­ing Zen’s cu­rios­ity. His brother didn’t know what this was, ei­ther. Keith hes­i­tated for a long mo­ment, look­ing at both of them.

“I… I re­al­ize I don’t know what I’m ask­ing. But…” he blushed, and forced the words out. “I’d like Natani to be my first.”

Sev­eral things hap­pened at once. They were both con­fused, then shocked when they re­al­ized what Keith meant. Zen stayed at shocked, but Natani flashed to hurt, then out­rage, then laugh­ing up­roar­i­ously all in the space of a sec­ond.

Keith looked at Natani, rolling on the floor in the throes of mirth, then raised his eye­brows at Zen. Zen shook his head. “I couldn’t fol­low it. He was shocked, then hurt, then an­gry, and then… this.”

There was a flicker of some­thing in Keith’s eyes when he reg­is­tered the word ‘hurt’. Zen won­dered if he should have left that part out.

His brother sig­nalled re­as­sur­ance. It’s fine. He’d pre­fer the hon­esty.

Natani lay on the floor, gasp­ing. “Oh, Keith…” An­other burst of laugh­ter, and he con­tin­ued. “You may not know what you’re ask­ing, but you know ex­actly why you’re ask­ing it.”

Keith smiled at him in­no­cently. “I’m sure I have no idea what you might mean.”

Zen was still reel­ing. This was com­pletely un­think­able, and surely Keith had to know that. Is he for real?

He is, and he isn’t. He prob­a­bly isn’t ex­pect­ing us to grant it. 

Zen was per­plexed. So he doesn’t even want it?

Natani shook his head. No, he does. But he al­ready got some­thing by ask­ing.

Clearly. What was that about?

His brother grinned. Oh, just set­tling a very old ar­gu­ment. Again. He doesn’t let win­ning stop him. Natani could see that he didn’t get it. I used to ac­cuse him of only lik­ing me be­cause of my body. I just got an­gry at him for lov­ing me de­spite of it. Ten­der love for the ba­sitin. He finds a way.

Zen sud­denly re­al­ized some­thing. You’re ac­tu­ally will­ing to do it.

Natani just nod­ded. Yes.

He was taken aback. You’re sure you… He hes­i­tated. This was some­thing they never ad­dressed di­rectly.

Natani un­der­stood. Brother, close your eyes and look at me. Re­ally look.

He did. Ig­nor­ing all the men­tal short­hand, all that was learned and re­mem­bered, all that he thought he knew, he looked at Natani as his brother truly ap­peared to him in the link at that mo­ment. It was an ex­act match of his phys­i­cal body. He was amazed. … what does it mean?

Natani shrugged and smiled. Noth­ing. And ev­ery­thing. Brother, I’m fine with my body. I think that lets me be fine with yours, too, if we de­cide to do this. Natani was thought­ful. He wouldn’t ask this lightly, so he must have rea­sons be­yond the ob­vi­ous. And, it re­ally is a rather sweet ges­ture to me. Natani looked at him. But, not so much to you, I think. Even if you grant it, he’ll feel bad about ask­ing.

Zen hes­i­tated. He’d re­gret it?

Natani smiled at him warmly. Not un­less one of us did. He raised his eye­brows sug­ges­tively. But he’d want to make it right.

Now there was a thought. Zen swal­lowed and looked away. Natani laughed gen­tly. Not that you’d need that crutch. But you might like it. Pause. He prob­a­bly would.

Bluh. Zen shook his head to dis­lodge the men­tal im­ages and sighed. I take it you’re more than just will­ing?

Just teas­ing my brother. But yes, I would choose it. I’m cu­ri­ous. But I won’t ask.

Be­cause if you did, I’d agree.

Natani nod­ded. You go too far for me.

A sim­ple state­ment of fact.

Zen con­sid­ered.

It was un­think­able.

He thought about it. Ei­ther one of them could have con­vinced him so eas­ily. Natani, with a word. Keith, with a touch. He smiled wryly to him­self. A look, prob­a­bly. Well, and where was the harm? What would it lose him, re­ally? He wasn’t thrilled about the idea, but all his se­ri­ous ob­jec­tions were mooted by Natani be­ing in fa­vor. Two votes yes, one ab­stain?

He opened his eyes to look at the two of them. Natani was sit­ting with his eyes closed, pre­tend­ing to be con­sid­er­ing. Zen un­der­stood why; he was plan­ning on do­ing the turn­ing down, so Zen wouldn’t need to. As for Keith, he had his hands in his lap and was was idly play­ing with the tip of his tail, not look­ing at ei­ther of them.

Natani opened one eye to peek at Keith, then opened the other and looked at the ba­sitin with such love and amuse­ment that it took Zen’s breath away. He shared Natani’s un­der­stand­ing; Keith was mak­ing any ruse of theirs un­nec­es­sary, on pur­pose.

Some­thing clicked in­side of him.

“Yes.”

They looked at him, star­tled. He looked back with a smile. “Yes. Three votes yes.” He shrugged. “Hey, should be in­ter­est­ing.”

 

It ac­tu­ally took some do­ing. Bor­row­ing one an­other’s bod­ies was some­thing they did at need; not com­mon, but eas­ily enough done and a nat­u­ral ex­ten­sion of shar­ing their senses. Them both do­ing it at the same time re­quired some fairly in­tri­cate men­tal con­vo­lu­tions, and they couldn’t get com­fort­able with it un­less they left the link rather wide open.

Natani groaned. “First, stand be­hind each other…”

That was a good way to put it.

Zen sat back up, only to feel like he wasn’t quite sit­ting up straight. He shared a look with Natani, who was slightly crouched over. They smirked at each other and set­tled into more nat­u­ral po­si­tions.

He stretched ex­plorato­rily, only to be­come acutely aware of his al­tered cen­ter of mass. Em­bar­rassed, he crossed his arms and wrapped his tail around him­self. Be­ing in this body wasn’t a new ex­pe­ri­ence. Be­ing in it naked and un­bound…

He re­al­ized that Keith was look­ing at him with the weird­est ex­pres­sion. Hm? He cocked his head at the ba­sitin, cu­ri­ous.

Keith and Natani shared a look. Natani nod­ded, and the ba­sitin turned back to Zen. Keith ap­proached slowly, al­most as if not to spook him, then knelt down in front of him, not quite touch­ing. He had one of the gen­tlest smiles Zen had ever seen. The ba­sitin leaned in to kiss him, still not touch­ing any other part of his body, equally gen­tly.

He re­sponded in kind. Not hav­ing the equip­ment to do what he ac­tu­ally wanted to do took the edge off, and he was able to ex­press some of the sub­tleties of what he felt for Keith. The why in­stead of the what. The kiss turned play­ful, and they went back and forth for a long time, ap­pre­ci­at­ing each other. He could feel his tail wag­ging slowly of its own vo­li­tion.

When they fi­nally broke it off, they sat for a while just look­ing at each other with silly smiles on their faces.

He’d have to re­mem­ber that feel­ing.

Keith raised an eye­brow at him, some­how mak­ing it the most sug­ges­tive ges­ture he had ever seen. He shook his head and laughed. “Thanks for that, but this was about my brother, re­mem­ber?”

Keith sig­nalled mock(?)-dis­ap­point­ment with his ears, and re­turned to Natani. “I got shot down.”

Natani quirked a smile. “Well, maybe I can con­sole you.”

They kissed, and Zen mar­velled at their fa­mil­iar­ity with each other. You’d have thought the dif­fer­ent body would have mat­tered, but it was like they didn’t even no­tice.

Then again, maybe not. Keith sat back on his haunches and grinned up at Natani. “Okay, let’s see you.”

Natani stood up to dis­robe. Not be­ing par­tic­u­larly in­ter­ested in his own body, Zen watched Keith’s re­ac­tions in­stead. The ba­sitin seemed ap­pre­cia­tive. Zen fol­lowed his train of thought past its sta­tion, and be­came rather dis­tracted with thoughts of a fe­male Keith. Did Natani know any trans­for­ma­tion magic?

He’s re­sis­tant.

… and you KNOW THIS?

Zen couldn’t de­cide if he was se­ri­ous. Laugh­ter echoed in the link.

You could prob­a­bly get him to wear a dress if you tried, though. Pink would be the colour.

Zen’s brain shut down for a mo­ment. Is there any­thing you haven’t got­ten up to?

Sat­is­fac­tion. There’s al­ways some­thing new, brother.

Natani was stand­ing with his hands on his hips, look­ing back down at Keith. “You too. I think my brother needs some­thing to look at to keep his mind from wan­der­ing.”

Keith shot him a cu­ri­ous glance, and he blushed, but def­i­nitely did not look away as the ba­sitin stood. Keith pulled the over­sized robe over his head slowly, and Zen’s eyes scoured ev­ery inch of his body as it was re­vealed.

Some inches more than once.

Af­ter the robe fell to the floor, Keith noted his ex­pres­sion and gave him a wink, fol­lowed by a lit­tle twirl to show off his body. Zen sighed hap­pily.

He’s… No. He cleared his throat in­stead of his mind, and smiled at the ba­sitin. “You’re beau­ti­ful.”

Keith gave him a bash­ful grin and nod­ded his head to­ward Natani. “You too.” He turned to Natani. “And you.”

The ba­sitin put his hands on Natani’s chest, let­ting his fin­gers sink into his thick win­ter coat. Through the link, Zen was aware of the phys­i­cal sen­sa­tions of his body. Keith was trac­ing his con­tours and the shape of his mus­cles. Zen shiv­ered at the ghost sen­sa­tions. He could tell that Natani was tak­ing it in as well; he’d prob­a­bly never been this aware of Zen’s body.

Keith slowly went down to his knees in front of Natani, and Zen was puz­zled that, for a mo­ment, his brother felt weak at the knees.

Amuse­ment. Just a mem­ory of ‘some­thing new.’

Zen would prob­a­bly have been done for at this point, but to his sur­prise Natani wasn’t even hard.

His brother was sar­donic. I’m sure you’ve had a lot of prac­tice with it.

Well. No com­ment.

Zen re­al­ized that Keith was hard now, and felt ob­scurely glad that the ba­sitin could have that re­ac­tion to just touch­ing his body. Surely that couldn’t be just be­cause of Natani. A com­bat-ready ba­sitin was a new sight for him; the shape was un­fa­mil­iar but not un­ap­peal­ing, and the size seemed just about right…

Natani raised a men­tal eye­brow at him. Good eye, brother.

He made a hint of a nod. You too, brother.

Keith pressed his nose against Natani’s lower ab­domen and made his way down­wards, nuz­zling his mem­ber. Tak­ing in the scents? The sen­sa­tions com­ing through the link were im­pos­si­ble. Zen felt strangely frus­trated at his body’s lack of re­ac­tion.

Natani cleared his throat the­atri­cally. “My brother in­sists that this has never hap­pened be­fore.”

Zen rolled his eyes. Keith chuck­led, but did not in­ter­rupt what he was do­ing. He slowly made his way down to Natani’s sack.

Natani yelped. “Nope! Nope nope nope.”

Keith looked up at him cu­ri­ously.

“Too weird. Let’s just leave those alone, okay?”

Zen cleared his throat. “Does not go for me, by the way.”

Natani snorted. Keith laughed. “Noted. And…” he gave Zen a side­ways glance that made his in­sides heat up. “… noted.”

Keith gave the head an ex­per­i­men­tal lick, and Natani shud­dered. The ba­sitin took the tip into his mouth and be­gan to mas­sage the un­der­side with his tongue. The mere echoes of the sen­sa­tion made Zen whim­per. He could feel his brother’s mind rac­ing faster than he could keep up with, and then, sud­denly, clar­ity.

Natani surged to full hard­ness in a mat­ter of heart­beats. Keith backed off and looked at it. He swal­lowed au­di­bly. “Well, it’s big­ger than that toy of yours.”

What.

Natani looked at Keith, and his an­swer to Zen was dis­tracted. Just a gift from some­one with a sur­pris­ing amount of fore­sight.

Natani tweaked one of Keith’s ears and gave him a grin. “Think you can han­dle it?”

Keith grinned back. “Not sure. I’ll have to take a closer look.”

Keith kissed the tip, then slowly traced the length of the shaft with his tongue and mouth. He came to rest against the knot. He poked it with his nose and looked at Natani, a lit­tle breath­less. “Is this thing sup­posed to fit?”

Natani quirked an eye­brow and looked at Zen. “I’m not the owner.”

Zen cleared his throat. “It’s not un­heard of. It’s… nice… if it hap­pens.”

Keith gave the knot a kiss. “Un­der­state­ment?”

Un­der­state­ment.

Natani laughed. “Un­der­state­ment.”

Keith swal­lowed again and shook his head. “Well, I ex­pect we’ll find out…”

Zen looked away, torn.

Natani was thought­ful. That’s for you to find out, I think, brother.

He didn’t know what to feel. But…

His brother was firm. It’s for you. Zen let his grat­i­tude show. Natani con­tin­ued. I will not pry. But we will talk one day, I think, about this thing with all the jagged edges that you hold so close to your heart.

He sent grudg­ing as­sent. One day.

But not a far away day, if it keeps hurt­ing you. And if it keeps con­nect­ing to Keith, I will pry.

… yes.

Mean­while, Keith had slowly teased his way back to the busi­ness end of Natani’s busi­ness end. “Oh?” The ba­sitin shot Natani a glance. “You seem to have sprung a leak.”

Natani let out a long sigh. “How care­less of me.”

“Well, it would be a pity to let it go to waste…”

And Keith slowly, care­fully licked Natani’s mem­ber clean. Both wolves trem­bled with it.

Keith sat back on his haunches, seem­ingly con­sid­er­ing the ter­ri­tory he’d been fa­mil­iar­iz­ing him­self with. Natani poked him on the nose with it. Keith laughed.

His brother tou­sled the ba­sitin’s hair. “Well, what do you think?”

Keith smacked his lips. “Re­fined. Fine bou­quet. Good mouth­feel.”

Natani tweaked his ear again. Keith grinned. “Well, it doesn’t taste like straw­ber­ries. But I think I could get used to it. In fact…” and he opened his mouth, en­gulf­ing as much of Natani’s mem­ber as he could. He could han­dle the girth—with no teeth, to Zen’s re­lief—but not the length. He gagged, backed off, and started ex­plor­ing his lim­its.

The urge hit Natani hard, and he thrust his hips for­ward, gag­ging Keith again.

Keith sput­tered, then laughed. “Dammit, Natani, I don’t have your muz­zle! Now lay down and let me get the hang of this.”

Natani gave him a kiss on the way down. “Sorry about that. Didn’t ex­pect it.”

Keith nar­rowed his eyes in re­sponse. “A likely story. Now lie down! Hands be­hind your head! Ass on the ground at all times.”

Natani laughed, and did as he was bid. Keith leaned over him and shot him a quick smile be­fore go­ing back to work. The ba­sitin went slower this time, tak­ing just the head into his mouth.

Zen had tried to shut the sen­sa­tions out. He should have been able to. Would have been able to. But he couldn’t.

Natani came across as pure prac­ti­cal­ity. Look, it’s your dick. What’s wrong with en­joy­ing it?

It’s not on me at the mo­ment!

Amuse­ment. I keep mine in a box. It came with a har­ness.

Zen let that one go by. Look, he’s not do­ing it to me, okay? I shouldn’t… and I can’t…

No use in any of that. He’d like to be do­ing it to you, too. Though… Thought­ful. You might not want to clue him in that you’re feel­ing it. I think he’d rather like an­other first time with it.

Zen sighed. Fine, fine, fine. But you don’t re­al­ize, I have no way to—

He felt the urge hit Natani again, sud­denly, over­pow­er­ing. His brother sighed, but didn’t move a mus­cle. Zen’s jaw dropped open.

How did you…

Wry smile in the link. This isn’t so bad. Care to pe­ruse my mem­o­ries of es­trus?

Zen re­ally, re­ally didn’t, but Natani also sent an im­pres­sion. Like a glass to a bar­rel. He choked. How…? And you never…?

Natani hes­i­tated a mo­ment, and the bar­rel shrunk to a half-bar­rel. That first one was the one af­ter I met Keith. You know how it is with us, more… spe­cific. Sigh. I lost to that one af­ter a few days.

Days. Zen swal­lowed.

Amuse­ment. Well, it’s not a bat­tle I need to fight any more.

True enough. But hang on. So you…?

Fierce, fierce love for the ba­sitin. I didn’t have the self-con­trol, but Keith did. He guarded me. Love and ex­as­per­a­tion. Even against my­self.

Zen found the where­withal to ig­nore the sen­sa­tions.

As Keith honed his tech­nique, Natani be­came in­creas­ingly pre­oc­cu­pied with keep­ing his hips where they were sup­posed to be. Even­tu­ally the ba­sitin changed his an­gle of at­tack, mov­ing over to strad­dle Natani’s chest rather than his legs.

Natani looked at the view with con­sid­er­able in­ter­est. “Do I still have to keep my hands be­hind my head?”

Keith laughed and shot him a glance. “Yes!”

“Aww.” 

Natani tried to reach some­thing with his head—no re­stric­tions had been stip­u­lated—but couldn’t. “You’re too tall, brother!”

Keith snorted, and thwapped him with his tail. Natani nipped at it. “You’re both too tall. Now set­tle down, I’m start­ing to get the hang of this.”

Natani grum­bled, but stopped wrig­gling and pur­su­ing the ba­sitin’s tail.

Zen mar­velled at their in­ter­play. It wasn’t at all like he’d thought. Well, he’d tried not to think about it at all, but… it wasn’t at all like he’d thought. Granted, it was his body, so… it was def­i­nitely noth­ing like he’d thought. Or felt.

Con­cern from Natani. Re­grets?

Not this. Just… ev­ery­thing else.

Word­less cu­rios­ity.

Zen couldn’t put it into words, so he showed his brother how he felt.

Natani an­swered im­me­di­ately. Ah. You’ve come in from the cold.

Zen laughed qui­etly. Yes.

Af­fec­tion. Well, get warm, brother.

Keith got se­ri­ous, and all of his Natani’s fo­cus was sud­denly on not hav­ing the un­fa­mil­iar body be­tray him. Zen only re­al­ized that his brother had been help­ing shield him from the forces in the link when that pro­tec­tion was re­moved. He ground his teeth as the phan­tom sen­sa­tions of Keith’s mouth on his mem­ber snapped into fo­cus. He couldn’t look away, not with his eyes, not with his senses. He could feel the ba­sitin ca­ress­ing him with his tongue, the heat of his mouth, just as clearly as he could see him strain to cap­ture as much as he could.

It wasn’t just the sen­sa­tions, ei­ther. Natani was be­com­ing more fa­mil­iar with the body, and his lust for Keith was find­ing shapes that were fa­mil­iar to Zen. Those feel­ings were over­lap­ping with his own, echo­ing and am­pli­fy­ing in the link. But while Natani could make the feel­ings re­al­ity, he could not. He was be­side him­self with de­sire. It was a spe­cial kind of tor­ture; what he saw whet his ap­petite and what he felt through the link stoked the flames, but nei­ther of­fered any re­lief. Un­able to use his own body, un­will­ing to use this one.

Do I need to ex­plain to my big brother how to find the cli­toris?

THAT’S NOT THE PROB­LEM AND YOU KNOW IT

More prac­ti­cal­ity. You have that choice, if you can take it.

He coun­tered with his ex­as­per­a­tion. And you know I can’t.

Un­der­stand­ing. Should we stop this? Or would you like Keith to… some rather com­pelling men­tal im­ages wafted through the link.

Zen shook his head. No. I’ll deal with it. Just… try to be done be­fore I com­pletely lose my mind?

Natani spoke up. “We need to speed this up.”

Keith turned to look at Natani, who nod­ded to­wards Zen.

He was sit­ting cross-legged, with his hands squeez­ing his knees to keep them from do­ing any­thing else. He couldn’t guess what his face looked like, but he tried for a smile. The heat had stopped build­ing when Keith had re­lented, but that was all. What was there was al­ready too much. The ba­sitin looked at him with ob­vi­ous con­cern. Some­how it helped to quell the flames. A lit­tle.

“What’s hap­pen­ing to him?”

Natani an­swered diplo­mat­i­cally. “Strain from the link.”

Keith quirked an eye­brow. “And you want to speed up?”

“It’s com­pli­cated.”

Keith looked at Zen for con­fir­ma­tion, and he loved the ba­sitin a lit­tle more for it. He sighed, and nod­ded. “Please. It’s get­ting to be a lit­tle much.”

Keith scratched his head. “Well, let’s see here…” He went back to his orig­i­nal po­si­tion, strad­dling Natani’s feet, and took a mo­ment to stretch, re­lax­ing his neck and shoul­ders. Zen was amused de­spite him­self, and he could feel it echoed in Natani.

Keith stroked Natani’s mem­ber a few times with his hand, slowly. Natani groaned.

“How close are you?”

“I’m not sure.”

Zen was. Close. If you… let go.

“Prob­a­bly not far.”

Keith nod­ded. He wrapped a fist around the base of Natani’s mem­ber, snug against the knot, be­fore lean­ing down to hover over it. “Natani…” the ba­sitin gave his brother a quick look Zen couldn’t de­ci­pher. “At will.” And he took the re­main­der not cov­ered by his hand into his mouth. Natani’s hands shot out to the top of Keith’s head. With a grunt, his brother pulled the ba­sitin tighter to him.

Sat­is­fied that Keith could han­dle this, Natani’s con­trol started peel­ing away, layer by layer. He be­gan thrust­ing his hips, and Keith gave him some room to move, to slide back and forth in the ba­sitin’s tight fist and hot mouth.

Natani gave the urges free reign and his pace grew fran­tic, his mo­tions er­ratic, un­til fi­nally he thrust deep, ev­ery mus­cle in his body tense, his back arched, strain­ing, try­ing to pierce the heav­ens. He was right at the edge. Keith ad­justed his grip minutely, let­ting Natani pull him closer, and he ex­ploded in re­lease, the edge fall­ing be­hind.

Natani tried to slam the link closed, but it would not go. Zen took the full brunt of his brother’s sky-shat­ter­ing or­gasm, and none of the re­lief it should have brought. Af­ter fir­ing his sec­ond ex­quis­ite jet deep into Keith’s mouth, Natani col­lapsed to the ground, his hips twitch­ing weakly as his body wrung his plea­sure out, pump­ing more of his essence into Keith with each slow throb. Keith was swal­low­ing, clearly try­ing to keep up, but some of his brother’s is­sue es­caped.

As the or­gasm eased, the im­mense wave of sat­is­fac­tion from Natani helped, a lit­tle, but the dam­age was re­done when Keith be­gan gen­tly, care­fully, and metic­u­lously clean­ing up what he’d let spill.

His brother squirmed and laughed un­der the ba­sitin’s at­ten­tions. “I feel like I just learned some­thing about af­ter­care.”

Keith fin­ished by giv­ing the tip a kiss. The ba­sitin gave Natani a wry smile be­fore start­ing to lick his hand clean. 

Zen squeezed his eyes shut and whim­pered. He rocked back and forth, but even that move­ment was enough to send un­fa­mil­iar shocks through this body, so he stopped and sat still, trem­bling. His whole world was im­pos­si­ble de­sire, and his mind was thick with it. He had thought of re­turn­ing to his body, but there would be no re­lief there, ei­ther, not im­me­di­ately.

He could feel some­thing start to give out in­side of him. About that thing with Keith you sug­gested…

Natani was a sea of calm, de­mand­ing his fo­cus, and he was sub­sumed. A step too far, brother. You can’t let the body choose for you. You must choose. Natani lent him sta­bil­ity, and he was him­self again. I will help you fight it. Calm, sta­bil­ity, amuse­ment. If you want to fight it. He is quite good.

Zen re­laxed. He was in­su­lated, for the mo­ment. With­out the dis­trac­tions, the de­ci­sion was easy. And not the one he ex­pected.

I want to do it.

Ap­proval. This you choose to do?

This I choose to do.

No re­grets?

Not for any­one.

En­joy!

And Natani with­drew from the link, set­tling into Zen’s body much more com­fort­ably than ear­lier. He was left al­most alone with his lust for Keith. His eyes snapped open. Keith was look­ing at him, not far off. It seemed he’d started to come over, but Natani had grabbed him by the arm to stop him.

Natani let go and slapped him on the ass. “Now you can go.”

Keith shot him a mock-in­dig­nant glance and made his way over to Zen. He knelt down fac­ing him again, not quite touch­ing him, again. Zen sighed. The ba­sitin’s gen­tle­ness was tor­ture.

Keith looked wor­ried. “What’s wrong? You look like… I’m not sure what you look like, but I want to do some­thing about it.”

Zen laughed weakly. “Please do.”

Keith kissed him a ques­tion, and, fi­nally hav­ing some chan­nel for his de­sire he dared to use, he an­swered in de­tail.

Keith pushed him down, and he sprawled on his back while the ba­sitin show­ered him with at­ten­tion. Keith went first to his breasts, touch­ing, nuz­zling, lick­ing. Zen heard him­self moan and clapped his hands on his mouth, mor­ti­fied.

Natani sounded en­tirely too pleased with him­self. “I think my brother fi­nally no­ticed I have tits.”

Zen laughed. It was the only thing he could do. You’ve been keep­ing me sane, haven’t you?

Love. Mostly just heck­ling.

He gave up try­ing to stop the moans and let the re­ac­tions come as they may. And come they did, as Keith con­tin­ued to lav­ish him with ten­der care, nuz­zling his bo­som. Zen reached out to give the ba­sitin’s ear a small pinch. It seemed the thing to do. Keith looked at him with a smile, then started mak­ing his way lower. Across Zen’s stom­ach. He shiv­ered with an­tic­i­pa­tion as the ba­sitin made his ap­proach. He cir­cled around teas­ingly, and then, in one fell swoop, laid siege to his citadel. A shock ran through Zen. So pow­er­ful! Keith re­treated a ways, test­ing his de­fenses. He tried to breach the gates with his tongue.

“Nope! Nope! Nope!”

Keith laughed and re­lented.

Natani com­mented archly. “Does not go for me, by the way.”

Keith snorted. Zen rolled his eyes, then let out an­other moan as Keith re­turned to the bat­tle­ments.

Cu­rios­ity and hu­mour. Why do you think of cun­nilin­gus in terms of siege war­fare?

Oh, would you just shut up!

Laugh­ter, both in the link and out­side. Keith had re­turned to his main ob­jec­tive, and soon had him com­pletely en­cir­cled. Zen found a space to sigh be­tween his moans. “That’s amaz­ing.”

Keith stayed at it, but Natani re­sponded with glee. He’ll tease you for hours if you let him.

Zen whim­pered at the thought. Do you ever let him?

Un­told sat­is­fac­tion. Some­times.

The thought was… but no, he was al­ready far past any lim­its. “Keith… please. I can’t take much more of this.”

The ba­sitin kissed an an­swer on his thigh and re­dou­bled his ef­forts. He brought more force to bear, his tongue work­ing Zen re­lent­lessly, knead­ing him from all an­gles. Just the slight­est, barest hint of teeth. Zen’s mind raced, try­ing to find the path his re­lease would take, but it wasn’t there.

Natani nudged his mind gen­tly. Stop think­ing.

He did.

He’d been ex­pect­ing a bolt of light­ning, but it came in swells in­stead. His plea­sure filled him to burst­ing, then more still. It crashed over him and car­ried him away, and it was a long mo­ment be­fore he thought again.

 

When he did, he laughed with sheer re­lief. Then with some­thing else. “Dammit, Keith, stop that and get up here!”

The ba­sitin ap­peared in his field of view, lick­ing his lips and look­ing mar­vel­lously in­no­cent. Zen didn’t buy it for a sec­ond. He pulled Keith down for a pro­foundly grate­ful and sat­is­fied kiss, and to his sur­prise, that’s ex­actly what he got back. And never mind the erec­tion he felt against his stom­ach.

He had to open the link to call to his brother, which meant it had to have been closed in the first place. How had that hap­pened? Is he re­ally like this?

Yes. It’s not like he’s com­pletely self­less, but… right here? Right now?

The broth­ers’ feel­ings for the ba­sitin over­lapped. A point of com­mon­al­ity in their dis­parate loves. It was a heady feel­ing, and for the first time, Zen felt more than hope. This could re­ally work, couldn’t it?

The an­swer was love. Brother, how could this not work?

Still awash in a sea of re­lief and with the feel of Keith’s short, warm, sandy fur against him, Zen be­gan to be­lieve. The joy of it was un­like any­thing he’d felt be­fore, and with a laugh, he pulled the ba­sitin into an em­brace. It felt won­der­ful. His brother sent him an im­age of what it looked like, Keith’s face buried in his breasts, the ba­sitin’s ears quiv­er­ing and his tail twitch­ing. Zen laughed again. And he’d re­ally be okay with stop­ping here?

He re­ally would be.

Surely we can’t let him get away with that.

Amuse­ment. Ex­actly so. What did you have in mind?

Zen gave him a rough sketch, and Natani sig­nalled his ap­proval.

He let the ba­sitin go. “Keith?”

“Hm?”

“That thing you’re pok­ing me with? Bring it where I can see it.”

Keith gath­ered him­self on all fours and hus­tled up un­til he poked Zen in the chin. “Oops!”

Zen rolled his eyes as Keith tried for more height, then took his hands to the ba­sitin’s mem­ber to po­si­tion it so he could see it. It was firm and warm and smooth, and he noted with some in­ter­est that there was some residue… he licked the tip, and felt Keith shiver at the touch of his tongue.

Not quite straw­ber­ries, no. But not un­pleas­ant.

He guided the tip into his mouth and twirled his tongue around it, and was re­warded with an­other shiver and some more not-quite-straw­ber­ries. He smiled to him­self. He could get used to these re­ac­tions.

He needed an ex­pert opin­ion. Think he’s close?

Af­ter ev­ery­thing? Fit to blow.

Then get over here!

Zen took a page from Keith’s play­book and used one hand to guide and con­trol the ba­sitin and keep him out of his teeth. He used the other to tap him on the rump, and with a sigh Keith low­ered him­self deeper into Zen’s ready mouth. He ex­plored more of the length with his tongue, be­fore push­ing back against the tip. The ba­sitin got the idea and started mov­ing. Slowly, care­fully. It was a pretty awk­ward po­si­tion, but then, some­times awk­ward could be nice.

Zen was dimly aware of Natani mak­ing his ap­proach. His brother touched Keith on the leg to let him know that he was there—Keith shud­dered.

Wait, what?

Amuse­ment. Not just to let him know I’m here. He mas­saged the arch of one of the ba­sitin’s feet gen­tly, and Zen got an­other taste of fla­vor.

Huh. He sud­denly un­der­stood why his footrub com­ment hadn’t been funny.

Natani laughed gen­tly. He’ll say it’s cul­tural. Don’t be­lieve it.

Not in a po­si­tion to laugh, Zen sig­nalled his own amuse­ment in the link. So do you think that would be bet­ter?

Non-com­mit­tal. We’ll go with yours.

And with that, Natani went for Keith’s sack with an ea­ger tongue. The ba­sitin gasped, and Zen fo­cused on his own part. They shared only enough aware­ness to co-or­di­nate their ac­tions, to dev­as­tat­ing ef­fect; they soon had Keith shud­der­ing un­der their at­ten­tions. Natani wan­dered up­wards, and Zen fo­cused all of his at­ten­tion on his own per­for­mance. The oc­ca­sional droplets be­came al­most a stream. Natani fi­nessed his fin­ish­ing touch, and Keith thrust deeper with a grunt as he re­leased his first jet. The ba­sitin sent pulse af­ter pulse into Zen’s mouth, thrust­ing in small move­ments with each one. He lapped it up ea­gerly and kept swal­low­ing, milk­ing the Ba­sitin un­til he ran dry.

Keith care­fully pulled out and gave Zen a lan­guid kiss be­fore rolling over to sprawl on his back, sigh­ing hap­pily. “The Magi Broth­ers make a dev­as­tat­ing com­bi­na­tion.”

Natani grinned. “Damn right.”

Zen sat up to look at Keith bask­ing in the af­ter­glow. It was a good sight, and he could feel his brother ap­pre­ci­at­ing it as well.

Af­ter a mo­ment, Natani made his way to be­tween the ba­sitin’s legs and set­tled into a com­fort­able po­si­tion. He looked at Keith with a smile and a “Let me know if it’s too much.” be­fore slowly gath­er­ing his en­tire ba­sit­in­hood into his mouth.

Zen’s eye­brows shot up. Af­ter­care?

We’ll see. Watch him for me.

Zen watched, and shared his vi­sion. Keith seemed to him to be on the edge be­tween plea­sure and dis­com­fort, and no won­der. He knew his brother was be­ing very care­ful, but still…

The dis­com­fort faded, and… He’s hard again?

Natani backed off to re­veal Keith’s glis­ten­ing man­hood in full fight­ing trim. He grinned at Zen. “Uh-huh.”

Keith got up on his el­bows and gave Natani a look, nar­row­ing his eyes. “Were you plan­ning on do­ing some­thing with that, or are you just show­ing off?”

Natani looked at him in­no­cently. “And if I’m just show­ing off?”

Keith fur­rowed his brows. “I… hope he’s im­pressed, I guess?”

Zen laughed. “Oh, I’m im­pressed.”

Im­pressed and in­trigued. Keith had sapped the worst of his reser­voir of de­sire, but there was still some left… He re­al­ized his tail was wag­ging.

Keith raised an eye­brow at Natani. “So, were you just show­ing off?”

Natani shrugged ex­pres­sively. “This body is still use­less, I’m afraid.”

Zen swat­ted at him. “Hey! Noth­ing wrong with my body. You were just backed up.”

Natani laughed up­roar­i­ously. “Truer words, brother. Truer words.”

Zen cleared his throat. “Ac­tu­ally, I might…” They both looked at him cu­ri­ously, and he found he was too em­bar­rassed to con­tinue. “That is… I’ve al­ways been cu­ri­ous… err…”

Natani’s glee was pal­pa­ble. “If you’ll al­low me to trans­late, I be­lieve my brother wants to be fucked in the ass.”

Zen blushed and gave him a glare, then forced him­self to look at Keith. “In so many words… yes.”

Keith smiled at him re­as­sur­ingly. “Hey, ev­ery­body’s got one.”

Wait. “So you…?”

Keith nod­ded. “Uh-huh.”

And that means…

Natani nod­ded. “Mm-hmm.”

Zen shook his head and laughed. “Why do I even ask any more.”

Keith sat up and set­tled into a cross-legged po­si­tion. He pulled at his ear thought­fully. “So… how is this to be? Will you be sort­ing your­selves out now?”

The broth­ers looked at each other. Zen had been ex­pect­ing to re­turn, but found he didn’t re­ally have a pref­er­ence at the mo­ment. An ass is an ass.

Natani did. Ac­tu­ally, you might have an eas­ier time of it with that one. Amuse­ment, the sug­ges­tion of an eye­brow. Un­less there’s some­thing you haven’t been telling me? Zen let the in­sin­u­a­tions wash over him. Natani con­tin­ued. And I might find an­other first yet, tonight. If you don’t ob­ject?

Zen didn’t. He looked at Keith and smiled. “It is to be like it is.”

The ba­sitin shot a side­ways glance at Natani. “Sounds a lot like my life.”

Natani leaned over to give him a kiss. Zen felt Natani’s ten­der­ness, and could see the ba­sitin’s ears quiver with it. Natani broke the kiss to smile at Keith, and stroked his cheek. “And would you have it any other way?”

Keith rested his head for a mo­ment against Natani’s chest. “Not for any­thing.”

Zen was glad for them, truly, and had half a mind to give the ba­sitin a hug, but… he rolled his eyes. “Are you try­ing to kill my boner here? Be­cause it’s not work­ing.”

They both laughed. Keith went to rum­mage through their gear, and Zen watched with in­ter­est. From the bag with Keith’s cer­e­mo­nial ar­mor, there emerged a by-now-highly-sus­pi­cious box, a small pot, and… were those nuts? The other ob­jects dis­ap­peared back where they came from, and the ba­sitin re­turned with the pot. He opened the lid to show Zen; it was some kind of white salve.

“What is it?”

Natani an­swered. “An in­ter­est­ing bit of herbal lore I picked up.”

“That’s… so you’ve been us­ing my mor­tar to… you know what? Good think­ing.”

Keith scratched his head. “There are other op­tions, but they’re, more, well, ex­treme. Any­way, how do you want to do this?”

Zen an­swered by turn­ing around and stick­ing his ass in the air, look­ing back at the ba­sitin and mov­ing his tail out of the way.

Keith snick­ered. “O-kay then. That should work.” He scooped a healthy dol­lop of the salve into his hands and coated his mem­ber with it lib­er­ally. “This will feel cold…” and it did, as he smeared the re­main­der against Zen’s open­ing. He shiv­ered, but not with the cold.

“Ready?”

Zen swal­lowed. “Yeah.”

Keith tried to po­si­tion him­self, then sighed and mut­tered some­thing about wolves. “Can you lean for­ward? Or move your legs? I need you to be a bit lower.”

Some semi-or­ga­nized wrig­gling later, they had ev­ery­thing lined up and Zen could feel Keith’s tip press­ing against him gen­tly. Keith chuck­led. “Still ready?”

He laughed. “Still ready.”

“Tell me im­me­di­ately if there’s any pain, okay? And that goes for you, too, Natani. I don’t want any fool wolf brav­ery.”

Zen grum­bled as­sent. To be hon­est, he was touched by the con­cern.

“Okay, here we go. And it’s go­ing to sound dumb, but re­lax is still the best ad­vice I can give you. You can trust me to be care­ful.”

Zen closed his eyes and fo­cused on the sen­sa­tions as Keith slowly, slowly pushed against him. He shiv­ered as first the tip, then, inch by inch, the shaft en­tered him. Un­til he could feel the ba­sitin's hips against his rear, and all of Keith in­side him. He felt full with it.

Keith cleared his throat. “Well. That was anti-cli­mac­tic.”

Zen laughed hap­pily. The sense of full­ness and con­nec­tion was won­der­ful. He’d been wor­ried for noth­ing. Now if only Keith had a knot…

Oh?

He hurled choice ex­ple­tives at his brother, but couldn’t stay se­ri­ous. Is this be­cause the body knows?

Natani con­sid­ered. Some of it must be. But not all, I think. Glee. You might be a nat­u­ral.

Fine, then he’d be a nat­u­ral. Natani sig­nalled af­fec­tion and… re­spect? Zen shrugged men­tally. “Keith? I’m fine, you can start mov­ing.”

Natani con­firmed. “Com­pletely fine. Might as well have been me.” Zen could hear the grin in his voice. “Or you.”

Keith be­gan mov­ing, ever so slowly, with­draw­ing un­til only the tip was in, then push­ing un­til Zen could feel his hips press­ing against his rear. He sighed hap­pily.

The ba­sitin an­swered his brother, and he could hear the grin there, too. “Care to try me?”

Natani sighed. “Be­lieve me, I’d like to. But I’m still sore.”

“Well, get over here, then. Maybe I can work some of that same magic you did.”

Natani was clearly in­ter­ested. Okay to dis­tract him?

Go ahead. I feel like my body has some­thing to prove, any­way…

Zen was dimly aware that Natani walked over to stand next to Keith, who ea­gerly went to work on that magic. But it didn't break Keith's rhythm, and Zen was quickly los­ing in­ter­est in ev­ery­thing that wasn’t what the ba­sitin was do­ing to him; and when Keith sneaked one hand un­der him, he lost the last of it. The world was heat and fric­tion and plea­sure and sheer Keith­lust, but it was also love and joy and af­fec­tion and ful­fil­ment. At some point the ba­sitin ma­neu­vered him down to the ground, and he started grind­ing against Keith’s hand, trapped un­der him, as his brother found the where­withal to ‘try’ the ba­sitin. Keith was ly­ing on top of him, his head rest­ing against Zen’s shoul­ders. The ba­sitin was barely mov­ing him­self, but Natani’s thrusts car­ried him deep in turn as well, time and again. His brother set to the task of wring­ing Keith dry with ob­vi­ous rel­ish, and as he did, Zen was car­ried away on the wave.

*

Keith woke up to a hint of sun­light and the won­der­ful warmth of Natani asleep next to him. They were on their sides, and he had his arms around the big wolf. Un­usual. Mem­o­ries flooded back, and it oc­curred to him that it might be Zen in­stead. He smiled to him­self. What a night!

He won­dered idly if it mat­tered all that much right this mo­ment which one it was. He de­cided it didn’t, but it did mat­ter where the other one was, and why. He ex­tri­cated him­self care­fully and gave the wolf a kiss on the shoul­der be­fore stand­ing up to stretch. He was sat­is­fied to find his body none the worse for wear, de­spite all the in­ter­est­ing new chal­lenges.

The camp­fire was go­ing, so he peeked his head out to take a look. The early morn­ing air was strik­ingly cold. There was the other wolf, tend­ing the fire, robed. Too far to be sure about eye colour, but he guessed Zen from the pos­ture.

“Hey, can you melt some snow for me?”

He got a nod in re­turn. “Sure”, and the wolf dumped some more into a pot that had prob­a­bly al­ready been used for the pur­pose. He also started pre­par­ing cof­fee, so… yeah, al­most cer­tainly Zen.

Keith re­treated in­side to grab a towel and wait. Not much point putting on a robe for the kind of wash­ing up he needed to do, so this was go­ing to be in­ter­est­ing. Then again…

“Snow’s up”, came the call. Must’ve been mostly wa­ter to start with to be that quick.

He re­turned out­side and made sure he had the right wolf when he grabbed the pot. “Thanks, Zen!”

He heard a “No prob­lem” as he quickly made his way off to the side with the warm wa­ter and towel.

 

Keith was shiv­er­ing when he re­turned from his ablu­tions, but at least he was clean and dry. No ici­cles. The fire was still go­ing, but Zen was nowhere to be seen. He hur­ried in­side af­ter re­turn­ing the pot, and there the wolf was, seated, wait­ing with cof­fee. Wel­come sights both.

Keith hung the towel up on a likely line, then turned to Zen. He did his best “freez­ing ba­sitin” im­pres­sion, lit­tle act­ing re­quired. “Warm me up?”

“Why don’t you just…” Zen shook his head and laughed, softly. “Of course. Come here, you.”

The wolf set the cof­fee down at a safe dis­tance and spread his arms, and Keith hap­pily col­lapsed into them. He wrapped his arms around Zen and nuz­zled the wolf’s neck, bury­ing his nose in the thick fur. The warmth was in­tox­i­cat­ing. Zen stroked Keith’s back gen­tly, and he sighed hap­pily.

Noth­ing felt wrong… But he hadn’t been there when Keith woke up. He pulled away a bit to look at the wolf. “So what were you do­ing out there? Should I be wor­ried?”

“Woke up, too many thoughts to sleep.” Zen chuck­led. “Kinda sticky, too.” He kissed Keith on the fore­head. “No need to worry.”

Keith dis­en­tan­gled him­self enough to get one of the cof­fee cups. There were two. He raised an eye­brow at Zen.

“I al­ready had mine, but it doesn’t look like Natani is wak­ing up this time so… I guess I’ll have that one, too.”

Keith handed it to him and snug­gled back up, fi­ness­ing a po­si­tion where he could drink and stay warm. He took a sip. It was hot and won­der­ful, not un­like some other things in his life. He rolled his eyes at him­self. “What kind of thoughts?”

Zen took a sip as well. “Last night was… I guess I still don’t have the words. Natani said I felt like I ‘came in from the cold’, and to ‘get warm’, and… I guess I did.”

Keith was puz­zled. “You’re not talk­ing lit­er­ally, are you?”

“Nope. It’s like my en­tire life… ah.” He laughed qui­etly. “I found what I didn’t even know to look for. It was my mir­a­cle.”

“What was?”

“You and Natani. And you. And Natani.”

Keith shook his head, but he smiled, as well. “Care to make any sense?”

Zen smiled. “Not re­ally. None of the best things in life do.”

“O-ho!” Keith con­sid­ered. “Well, you are in that cat­e­gory…”

Zen kissed him on the head again and smiled. “Con­sid­er­ing how you’re act­ing, I take it you don’t have any re­grets?”

Keith looked at Zen, and gave him his most hon­est smile. It came so much eas­ier than it once had. “No re­grets.”

Zen blushed beau­ti­fully. He’d have to re­mem­ber that.

The wolf cleared his throat and looked away. “That just leaves Natani.”

Keith turned to con­sider Natani as well. He smiled at the sleep­ing fig­ure. “Natani doesn’t do re­gret. Says ‘s my de­part­ment.”

Zen chuck­led. “Yeah, I’m not wor­ried. He was amaz­ing last night.” 

Keith sighed hap­pily. “I’ll say.” That got him think­ing, and he fin­ished his cof­fee. He ad­justed his ears strate­gi­cally and looked at Zen. “Should I apol­o­gize for mak­ing that re­quest yes­ter­day?”

Zen looked at him and nar­rowed his eyes. For a long mo­ment, he seemed to be strug­gling with some­thing. Then he sighed. “Okay, I’m pretty sure you’re just full of shit right now, but I don’t know all your tells when you’re be­ing cute, so I have to play this straight. So lis­ten up.”

Zen booped him on the nose. “Natani warned me you might feel bad about it, so I ac­cepted know­ing you might feel bad about it, so you’re not al­lowed to feel bad about it.” He thought for a mo­ment, then con­tin­ued with dev­as­tat­ing sin­cer­ity. “Ac­tu­ally, Keith, you’re not al­lowed to feel bad about me. Okay?”

It was his na­ture that it was those words, said with com­plete earnest­ness, that made it re­ally hit home. Zen loved him. He could feel the fa­mil­iar tears welling in his eyes. The wolf looked alarmed, so he laughed and wiped them away. “Don’t worry, that was the op­po­site of bad.” He hugged Zen. “Mes­sage re­ceived, loud and clear.” He sighed hap­pily. “That makes two wolves I’m not al­lowed to re­gret.”

Zen grinned. “We do have some things in com­mon.”

“Like me?”

“Like you.”

Af­ter a while, Zen con­tin­ued. “Ac­tu­ally… there is some­thing I should warn you about. When Natani and I feel the same way about some­thing, what with the link, it can… am­plify. There was some of that last night.”

Keith was cu­ri­ous. “Re­ally? What was it?”

Zen cleared his throat. “Let’s call it… Keith­lust.”

He choked. “Well. Thanks for the warn­ing, but I think I’m fine with that.” More than fine. He could feel his tail swish of its own vo­li­tion. He was sure Zen could, too.

“All warm now?”

Keith con­sid­ered. “Warm-ish.”

“And what would it take to get rid of the ish?”

He nar­rowed his eyes. “Are you us­ing your rogu­ish charm on me?”

Zen kissed him gen­tly. “Al­ways.”

It did help with the ish. “Maybe an­other?”

Zen obliged, and they held a long con­ver­sa­tion with no words in it. Zen was dif­fer­ent from both how he had been out­side, that first time, and how he had been in Natani’s body. He seemed to have found a mid­dle ground be­tween the two, and Keith got lost in it for a while.

He looked up at the wolf, breath­less. “And you’re sure I don’t need to apol­o­gize?”

Zen kissed him on the nose. “I’ll only love you for­ever for what you did.”

Keith’s ears perked de­spite him­self and he sighed hap­pily. There went any hope of that per­for­mance. Ah well. “And here I was hop­ing I could make it up to you.”

A beat. “Then again, it re­ally was quite heart­less of you.”

They both laughed.

“Just… hy­po­thet­i­cally, what did you have in mind?”

“I wanted an­other look at that thing you’ve been pok­ing me with.”

“You no­ticed, huh?”

“It’s re­ally hard to miss.”

Zen grinned at him. “Well, I’m sure a look can’t hurt…” He went to pull his robe off, and Keith gave him space. Zen let the gar­ment fall be­side him.

Keith ad­mired the wolf in all his glory, then glanced at him in­no­cently. “And if a look isn’t enough?”

Zen sighed hap­pily. “Keith, do what the hell ever you want with it.”

He grinned, and did. Re­mem­ber­ing what the wolf had said last night, he went im­me­di­ately for Zen’s sack. The wolf grunted ap­pre­cia­tively as he nuz­zled right up to it. Zen’s scent was al­ready be­com­ing fa­mil­iar to him; dis­tinct from Natani’s, but just as pow­er­ful in its own way. He set about lick­ing the wolf’s sack slowly, not-so-ac­ci­den­tally nudg­ing his mem­ber ev­ery once in a while.

“Yep, yep, yep!”

Keith chuck­led and moved on to lick­ing Zen’s knot. It was half again as wide as the rest of his not-in­con­sid­er­able mem­ber, and Keith had to won­der if… He knew Natani hadn’t been try­ing to get it in last night, but didn’t know if that was con­cern for him, or some­thing else.

It oc­curred to him that Zen was be­ing aw­fully timid. The most he’d got­ten out of the wolf was a happy sigh. Keith looked up at him from be­hind the im­me­di­ate ob­sta­cle, nar­row­ing his eyes. “Not do­ing any­thing for you?”

Zen let out a pained laugh. “You have no idea what you’re do­ing to me. But I learned some­thing very im­por­tant about self-con­trol last night, and I’m be­ing good.”

Keith smiled up at him mis­chie­vously. “And if I want you to be bad?”

Zen sighed. “Please don’t do that to me right now, I’m hav­ing a hard enough time as it is!”

Clearly this was im­por­tant to him. Keith changed tack. “Then be good a while longer”, and he slowly started lick­ing his way up Zen’s shaft, meet­ing some­thing mak­ing its way down on the way. Not un­pleas­ant at all. He stopped when he reached the tip, and looked up at Zen. He started play­ing with it with his tongue, teas­ing, watch­ing the wolf’s ex­pres­sions play out. Yes, he could get used to this.

He took the tip into his mouth, be­ing very care­ful with his teeth, and slowly be­gan to en­gulf Zen's wolf­hood. When the tip was near the back of his throat he stopped for a while, think­ing. He’d started to get the hang of this last night… He be­gan swal­low­ing Zen’s length, and the wolf let out a stran­gled sigh. He could feel Zen’s mus­cles twitch­ing and tens­ing, but that self-con­trol still held. Keith pushed far­ther still, un­til he kissed the knot. Zen groaned, but still did not move. And if he had that much con­trol…

Keith held there a mo­ment, then slowly, slowly backed off. He was amazed he’d pulled that off, and when he could see the wolf’s face again it be­came ap­par­ent he wasn’t the only one. Keith gave the tip a kiss, then smiled at the wolf and stood.

Zen blinked at him. “My turn?”

“Ac­tu­ally, since you’ve been so good I thought I should re­ward you…”

*

Natani was float­ing in that half-awake place where he pre­ferred to stay a while each morn­ing, if there was no press­ing need to do oth­er­wise. And this par­tic­u­lar morn­ing, there were the pleas­ing sounds that were reach­ing his ears and the faint echoes of pleas­an­ter yet sen­sa­tions in the link. Plea­sure with no ef­fort was a wel­come thing, of a morn­ing. Not that Keith didn’t some­times—

Natani!

Clear alarm. He snapped awake and sat up, get­ting his bear­ings, lean­ing on Zen in the link to get up to speed. The alarm was about Keith, who was… Natani’s eye­brows rose ap­pre­cia­tively as he took in the scene. Zen was flat on his back, and Keith was strad­dling him, fac­ing him, and very, very nearly knot­ted with him. The Ba­sitin’s whole body was shak­ing, and he was let­ting out one long, low moan. There was a con­stant stream from his mem­ber onto Zen’s stom­ach.

Thoughts were faster than words. It’s fine. Prob­a­bly. Stay still; don’t panic.

Natani did a quick bit of ex­ploratory magic to con­firm what he sus­pected, and to make sure what he had in mind was ac­tu­ally pos­si­ble. It looked to be. Natani grinned to him­self.

Yup, we’re okay.

Keith had his hands on Zen’s legs, aid­ing in sup­port­ing him, but he clearly wanted to be do­ing some­thing else with them. Keep his hands where they are.

Zen was puz­zled but did as he was asked, putting his own hands on top of Keith’s. Keith looked at him with tears in his eyes. “Please, Zen, I have to…”

Natani was at his side, and kissed him, as gen­tly as he could. Were there more tears? “We’ll take care of it, okay?”

Keith closed his eyes and sighed. “Please.”

This was go­ing to be tremen­dous. Natani got the lay of the land; if he— and then Zen— yup, that should do it.

He sent the chore­og­ra­phy to his brother. Here’s how this plays out. Though… Natani couldn’t re­sist mak­ing a bit of an ad­di­tion. He dropped to the floor and spent a few pre­cious mo­ments with Keith’s feet, lick­ing the pad of the one he could more eas­ily reach, and play­ing with the other. Keith cried out, and Natani could feel the ba­sitin’s toes twitch­ing.

Re­ally? Lick­ing?

Natani licked his lips and grinned. He keeps clean.

Amuse­ment. … he would, huh.

Natani got into po­si­tion. Right. Ready?

Ready.

Natani pushed at Keith just so while giv­ing the base of his tail a sharp tug down­wards. At the same time, Zen thrust up with his hips. Keith set­tled down with a jerk, the knot well and truly in. His en­tire body con­vulsed, and Natani hur­ried to catch his man­hood with his mouth. He made just it in time. The ba­sitin’s first jet erupted into his mouth, and at the same in­stant Natani could feel his brother go over. He slammed the link shut. No time to be dis­tracted. Even so, he was dimly aware of the strength of his brother’s or­gasm. Maybe there was some­thing to knot­ting… But Keith was his fo­cus. He kept one hand on the Ba­sitin’s back at all times, the other sup­port­ing him­self as he drank deep. He’d never been in po­si­tion to try and catch this in his mouth be­fore, and it was prov­ing chal­leng­ing. Swal­low as he would, some dripped out. Af­ter an end­less mo­ment it stopped com­ing, though Keith was still in the throes of it, twitch­ing in his mouth. The well had run dry, but the pump was still run­ning.

He straight­ened up and grabbed both of Keith’s shoul­ders, ready to sup­port him. He had time for the link again, and found that his brother had re­turned to earth.

What the hell was that?

Natani laughed. A very good time, brother. Good work. Now he’s sat­is­fied.

Zen shook his head in won­der­ment. I’ve never seen any­thing like that.

It hap­pens from time to time. Though, that was a huge one. Maybe the big­gest one yet. It’s still— Keith’s body went limp with a sigh and Natani caught him, care­ful not to let his weight do un­for­tu­nate things. Never mind, he’s done. He con­sid­ered the lo­gis­tics of the sit­u­a­tion. Err… how quickly can you get loose?

Zen was in­cred­u­lous. He’s out cold? There’s a men­tal trick to speed it up, but it’ll still take me a while.

I’ve got him, do what you gotta do.

I guess this wasn’t the best po­si­tion if that was go­ing to hap­pen.

A most dis­tinct men­tal im­age reached Natani. Keith, on his back with his legs in the air. Zen, hold­ing the ba­sitin’s legs to his chest, plow­ing into him, strain­ing to push his knot in. His face buried in Keith’s feet, the ba­sitin com­pletely lost to the world.

Natani was im­pressed. Good thought, brother. But I doubt it’s mak­ing you go soft any faster.

Mor­ti­fied si­lence from the other side of the link. Natani mused. And where would we find a ta­ble? That po­si­tion—

I’m not even into feet!

Natani laughed af­fec­tion­ately. I think you’ll find, brother, that one picks these things up when one’s in love.

… so does he ever… ?

It’s nice enough, but doesn’t do much for me, I’m afraid. Not that I mind if he keeps try­ing, who knows? Do­ing it to him, on the other hand… well.

Zen sighed. They were quiet for a mo­ment.

A point of cu­rios­ity oc­curred to Natani. So, this men­tal trick of yours… is that some­thing I’ll need to know?

I’m not sure. Zen was dead­pan. Maybe you’d like to stay knot­ted?

Natani grinned at his brother. I might, at that.

Zen was even­tu­ally able to ex­tri­cate him­self and they care­fully laid Keith down on the bed­ding. “Is he… purring?”

Natani smiled warmly and gave the in­sen­sate ba­sitin a kiss on the fore­head. “In­deed he is. Here’s what you do.”

And he showed Zen how Keith liked his ears stroked, not by way of the link, but by way of ex­am­ple. Zen took to it quickly, and for a time they were both do­ing it.

Zen had that ex­pres­sion that told Natani his brother was about to say some­thing he thought was funny. “You know, he said I was his type.”

Well, duh. “Yeah?”

“Think we should keep him away from the guild build­ing?”

Natani laughed. “For his sake, or theirs?”

Zen raised his eye­brows. “Good ques­tion. I’m not sure who’d come out on top…”

An­other mo­ment of com­fort­able si­lence, then Natani stood, sigh­ing. “I’ll be right back. Stay with him, okay? I feel like it mat­ters when he gets like this.”

Zen nod­ded, and Natani could feel that he un­der­stood. “I’ll be here.”

*

Keith came to slowly. It was full day now, the sun lend­ing some of its warmth to the tent. Un­nec­es­sar­ily. The two wolves were doz­ing by his side, one on each shoul­der. One had a hand on his stom­ach, the other his chest. He was en­veloped in their warmth and their fa­mil­iar scents, and felt like he could melt away into them. All had never been more right in the world.

A gust of wind some­how found its way into the tent, but could not touch him. It brought with it just the faintest hint of spring. Out­side, the snow would be melt­ing as fast as it had come. As he drifted back to sleep, there was one thought that lin­gered in his mind.

Es­trus was com­ing.
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