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The Little Blue Book

There was a knock at the door. Nick dis­en­gaged at Keith’s sig­nal.

“Come in!”

Zen poked his head in, then en­tered. The wolf was car­ry­ing a pitcher and some glasses, and put them down on the ta­ble oc­cu­py­ing one cor­ner of the room.

Keith was clearly amused to see Zen, and the wolf shot him back a wry grin. Nick didn’t quite grasp the sub­text, but smiled as well. He’d thought Keith had seemed a bit con­cerned ear­lier, and this looked to be a good out­come. The wolf had al­most seemed more thrown by Natani and Mad­die than Keith had been, and Nick didn’t quite un­der­stand why. Was there some­thing there? He’d looked for clues in how Zen and Mad­die had be­haved the pre­vi­ous evening, but had come up with noth­ing. But then, Mad­die’s fo­cus had seemed to be hos­til­ity to­wards him­self; he didn’t think there was any­thing typ­i­cal about what he’d seen. Still, surely Natani wouldn’t do that to her brother, if that were the case—so what was it?

“Thought you could use some wa­ter, the way you’ve been go­ing.”

Keith smiled at the wolf, quite charm­ingly. “Did you have a good nap?”

Zen stuck out his tongue. “Well, you lot kept shak­ing the walls. How’s it go­ing?”

“We’re just play­ing around. Nick’s tak­ing it easy on me.”

Nick grinned at him. “Hey, I’m just not used to hav­ing to watch my hem­line.”

Keith grinned back. “You should try fight­ing in a dress.”

Should he? … maybe he should.

Zen took a spot next to the ta­ble, lean­ing against the wall. “Well, don’t let this old wolf dis­tract you.”

Nick would have been cu­ri­ous to see the ‘old wolf’ fight, but not cu­ri­ous enough to throw away the op­por­tu­nity to keep grap­pling with Keith. “Well, shall we?”

*

The ba­sitins re­sumed their spar, and Zen spec­tated. In­deed, it was far from se­ri­ous; and at least as far as he could see, Alaric didn’t re­ally have any trou­ble with the robe. He was tak­ing his steps with con­fi­dence, wrapped an­kles flash­ing as he moved. No punches or kicks were be­ing thrown, and the fo­cus seemed to be en­tirely on grap­pling and po­si­tion­ing. Bouts ended up on the walls, or oc­ca­sion­ally the floor. They were… play­ful. It lifted Zen’s heart to watch Keith in this con­test, smil­ing, laugh­ing, whether he came up on top or not. Per­haps this harkened back to some ex­er­cise for ba­sitin youth.

Though if that was the case, Zen rather sus­pected they weren’t play­ing by reg­u­la­tion rules. Oc­ca­sion­ally, one would catch the other in a vul­ner­a­ble po­si­tion, and rather than tak­ing mar­tial ad­van­tage would nip, or lick, or nuz­zle, usu­ally elic­it­ing laugh­ter. Not all of the open­ings were forced, ei­ther.

And some of the holds looked rather sus­pi­cious.

Still, while it wasn’t ex­actly in­no­cent, he didn’t feel like he was in­ter­rupt­ing any­thing, ei­ther. At least yet. And who knows, maybe they’d had enough for the day. There had to be some limit, even to ba­sitin stamina.

He hadn’t dared check on the con­di­tion of the bath.

Alaric was still some­thing of a mys­tery to him. From all the things Keith had said over the years, he’d have ex­pected a be­ing of pure mis­chief. But even though Alaric had thawed from yes­ter­day, Zen still hadn’t caught more than a glimpse of that. The ba­sitin still seemed… watch­ful, al­most, open af­fec­tion to Keith not­with­stand­ing. And that was ba­si­cally un­avoid­able, given Keith him­self. Keith never left any room for doubt about how he felt, and that drew a re­sponse. To love him, to be loved by him, was to show it. For Zen, for Natani, and, ap­par­ently, for Alaric.

How… would it work? While it was still of­fi­cially only to­day, it seemed a safe enough bet that it wouldn’t stay that way. So what would that mean? From the mo­ment Keith and Natani had be­come Keith and Natani and Zen, the ba­sitin had never ex­cluded ei­ther of them, never left ei­ther of them feel­ing un­wanted or unloved. It had fallen to him and Natani to sort out whether pri­vate time was nec­es­sary, and for whom. And if some­one bowed out, it was most of­ten Zen; Keith and Natani’s re­la­tion­ship had in­tri­ca­cies that even he, with the link, didn’t fully un­der­stand, but which he re­gard­less felt called for the oc­ca­sional mo­ment of ab­so­lute pri­vacy. Even if the two were by no means shy in ex­press­ing them­selves.

Natani usu­ally rolled her eyes and called him broth­erly.

He was fine with that.

All of that was as easy as breath­ing for them, be­ing who they were, know­ing each other’s minds, agree­ing on what mat­tered most. He guessed Keith would keep to the same strat­egy, at least try it; in­deed, Zen wasn’t sure what else the ba­sitin could do, be­sieged by three peo­ple. Even on his best gal­li­vants, Zen had never quite got­ten in that sit­u­a­tion—though he never set out to to break hearts, and he’d done pretty well at that.

Though, some­times, when he re­turned home, Keith would show just a hint of jeal­ousy… Zen was al­most cer­tain that it was feigned, for his ben­e­fit, but that sus­pi­cion did noth­ing to blunt its ef­fec­tive­ness. Those mo­ments al­ways seemed to re­sult in pri­vate time for Zen, so he could as­suage Keith at length.

He pulled his mind back on track. So what of Alaric? He didn’t quite see Keith get­ting all three of them—though, if it was just to show Keith a re­ally, re­ally good time, then per­haps…

Back on track. Alaric. How would they sort it out? Al­ter­nat­ing days? That just felt… silly. Play it by ear? How well could that pos­si­bly work? He seemed def­er­en­tial—es­pe­cially to Natani—and it couldn’t come down to them dol­ing out Keith to him. The idea just felt wrong. They had hopes for Alaric—hopes for Keith—and those hopes wanted an equal. A wor­thy equal, to be sure, but an equal.

Alaric slammed Keith into the wall next to him, in­ter­rupt­ing Zen’s reverie. Their strug­gle reached sta­bil­ity, and they dis­en­gaged. Keith ro­tated his shoul­der with a wince.

Alaric didn’t look too con­cerned. “Too hard?”

Keith shook his head. “Didn’t brace right. It’s fine. Let’s take a break, though.” He grinned at Zen. “Could use some­thing to drink.”

Zen poured a glass of wa­ter and handed it to him. When Keith took it, his hand brushed the wolf’s. Quite de­lib­er­ately. The lit­tle… Natani’s laun­dry list of Things To Do With Keith flick­ered through his mind, and Zen al­most reached out. The way the ba­sitin was look­ing at him, it wouldn’t have stopped at a touch. Or a kiss. Zen stuck his tongue out at him, then ges­tured with the pitcher and raised his eye­brows at Alaric.

“Yes, please.”

Zen poured an­other glass. Alaric’s hand didn’t brush his.

“Thank you.”

“So, does this lit­tle con­test of yours have rules?”

He hadn’t ad­dressed the ques­tion to ei­ther of them in par­tic­u­lar, but it was Keith who an­swered. “It’s pretty ba­sic. Get­ting your op­po­nent on their back gets you a point.”

“Oh? That sounds some­how fa­mil­iar.”

Keith rolled his eyes and smiled. “Care to give it a go?”

He looked at Keith, and the ba­sitin al­most blushed. It would be a match to one point, and damn the con­se­quences. He was about to refuse—

“I’d like to see that as well.”

Huh. He looked at Alaric. “Then how about you show me how it’s done?”

*

“Sure. If you’ll step this way…” Nick was con­fused. The way the two of them had been look­ing at each other… what was that, if not his cue to take a step back? But here he was, about to face the wolf, won­der­ing whether he should throw the match.

Keith was clearly amused by the sit­u­a­tion. “Nick! He’ll get you if you let your guard down!”

So that was a no on the throw, then.

*

Alaric fought… po­litely. It didn’t stop Zen from get­ting com­pletely trounced, but at least he was get­ting man­han­dled in an im­mac­u­late man­ner. The ba­sitin was all quiet ef­fi­ciency and calm de­meanour. This was prob­a­bly how these things were sup­posed to go, if maybe not so one-sided. Zen took it well, tak­ing Keith’s ex­am­ple to laugh or smile even when get­ting ut­terly de­stroyed, so as not to dis­cour­age his op­po­nent. If he was go­ing to get a point, he wanted it to count. He’d been ex­pect­ing to be the un­der­dog, of course; he could rarely beat Keith or Natani, and watch­ing them spar he’d got­ten some idea of Alaric’s abil­i­ties—Natani’s strength in a ba­sitin-sized frame, with tech­nique that put Keith’s to shame. So he’d went in hold­ing back, con­ceal­ing the full ad­van­tage of his reach and a few choice tricks, look­ing for an op­por­tune mo­ment.

He knew it had come when he saw Keith pull up a chair and sit down, pulling his legs up into the seat, not mind­ing his hem­line. Naked an­kles on full dis­play. If that didn’t do it, he was out of luck. On the next bout, Zen ma­neu­vered, po­si­tion­ing Alaric so that he should just see Keith from the cor­ner of his eye, then played for time. The mo­ment Alaric glanced at Keith, he struck with ev­ery­thing.

*

Through a se­ries of events it took him a mo­ment to piece to­gether, Nick found him­self flat on the floor with Zen sit­ting on his chest. The de­feat stung. He’d un­der­es­ti­mated the wolf, and it had been ex­actly as Keith had warned him. The mo­ment he let his guard down. But as the mo­ment stretched, with Zen still sit­ting on him, grin­ning down and catch­ing his breath, he just started to feel ridicu­lous. He raised his eye­brows. “I think that counts al­ready.”

Zen laughed. “Let me sa­vor it. I’m not sure I’m go­ing to get an­other one.”

This… Nick laughed as well. This wasn’t some­one to fight. This was some­one else to play with.

*

The next bout started with Nick grab­bing Zen by the tail, much to the wolf’s ap­par­ent dis­may. Keith watched on, smil­ing, as the melee de­te­ri­o­rated. It quickly be­came some­thing that, while not in­ti­mate, was clearly friendly. Now that was more like it. He pro­vided more dis­trac­tions, aid­ing this com­bat­ant or that as they vied for po­si­tional ad­van­tage—or dis­ad­van­tage. The score was cast aside and the match, such as it was, be­came more even as Nick took on hand­i­caps and Zen stepped up his game. Free-form suited him bet­ter. Per­haps suited both of them bet­ter.

It went on for a while, but the last bout ended with Zen on his back and Nick sit­ting astride. Of course, it was only the last one be­cause that was when Zen de­cided to call it. Nick of­fered his arm and the wolf took it, quite the­atri­cally us­ing it for lever­age to hoist him­self up, be­fore, also quite the­atri­cally, dust­ing him­self off and find­ing nu­mer­ous com­plaints with his body. Nick seemed the right amount of skep­ti­cal, and Keith had to grin.

When Zen came walk­ing past, Keith smiled at him and gave him a ‘well, what now?’ ex­pres­sion. Zen tou­sled his hair in re­sponse, then was slow in re­mov­ing his hand. Keith, not want­ing the mo­ment to pass, put one hand on the wolf’s waist. The mo­ment drew longer… but Zen tou­sled his hair again, this time with­draw­ing his hand, and stuck his tongue out. Keith let his own hand fall away, brush­ing the wolf’s leg through his robe as he stepped past. Zen was be­ing… so very him­self. He might ac­tu­ally have to ask Nick to give them a mo­ment, so he could force the is­sue and give the wolf a proper tum­ble.

In­deed, Nick was look­ing a clear ques­tion at him. He shook his head in re­sponse. Not yet. He grinned in­stead. “So, did that lit­tle con­test of yours have rules?”

Nick grinned back. “Not that I no­ticed. Care to give it a go?”

Keith stood up and stretched, lux­u­ri­ously, aware of both Zen be­hind him and Nick in front. “Sure.”

*

Zen had been in­tend­ing to make his ex­cuses—maybe go take that nap, maybe even for real—but the sight of Keith stretch­ing broke his re­solve just long enough for him to de­cide to sit down, first, just for a mo­ment. To catch his breath. The chair was still warm from Keith, and some­how that mo­ment kept stretch­ing as he watched the ba­sitins at play.

And play they did. It was more or less a wrestling match by now, al­most all ground­work as they tan­gled, on some level prob­a­bly still try­ing to pin the other, on some other level per­haps try­ing to get pinned in­stead. It looked glo­ri­ous fun, had been glo­ri­ous fun af­ter that first point. Even an old wolf can feel young at heart.

Still. As their play once again took on more sug­ges­tive el­e­ments, Zen sighed in­wardly. There was only one way this was go­ing to go, and he fig­ured it would go that way sooner with him out of the room. But he knew where that would leave him, and he wasn’t even sure he could find all of the cards again.

He glanced out the win­dow at the rain. Less heavy than yes­ter­day, but it was yet an­other thing to re­mind him that, a day or so ago… he’d been about to grap­ple Keith him­self, when Mad­die had come knock­ing. And the ba­sitin was so, so very grap­pleable. Rarely, in fact, had he looked more grap­pleable than at this very mo­ment, get­ting pinned by Alaric and putting up sus­pi­ciously lit­tle strug­gle.

He could wait. Of course he could. But… maybe…

He propped his feet up on the ta­ble. If he didn’t much miss his guess, this would tell him what he wanted to know. Keith just grinned at him and laughed when he saw, and Zen winked back. Alaric glanced at him to see what was up, then did a dou­ble-take. Zen tugged at his robe, to bring the hem a bit far­ther up his shins, and splayed his toes, and Alaric was dis­tracted enough for Keith to ex­e­cute a sud­den and very ef­fi­cient take-down.

“Col­lu­sion!” Came the muf­fled com­plaint.

So there was, per­haps, in­ter­est. If that hadn’t just  been shock value. But how to pro­ceed? The key, he de­cided, was to go over the top. Make it so it can be laughed off. Se­ri­ous hopes, buried in hu­mor. Go big or go play soli­taire. But what would do it?

An idea flashed into his head.

No, surely not.

But…

Some thoughts, once thought, can­not be dis­missed. He put on his best grin. “How about a dif­fer­ent con­test?”

The ba­sitins had got­ten off the floor again. Keith raised his eye­brows, clearly amused. “What did you have in mind?”

“Feet only.” Zen wig­gled his toes to make the point. “He who comes first loses. Win­ner gets a treat.”

Keith looked shocked at his for­ward­ness, then laughed. “And the treat?”

Alaric looked… spec­u­la­tive.

Zen shrugged mag­nan­i­mously. “Win­ner’s choice. I’m will­ing to bend over if that’s what it takes to get some ac­tion around here.”

Keith was pure amuse­ment. “And you’re not usu­ally?”

Zen stuck out his tongue with a smile.

*

Nick was a fast thinker, and he had plenty of time to get past his ini­tial sur­prise while Keith and Zen ban­tered. He had lit­tle doubt the wolf was se­ri­ous, but couched in hu­mor it would be eas­ily shrugged off.

But it was a no-loss for him, if he was of a mind to go for it. Oh, Keith would win the ‘con­test’, that much was cer­tain, but that was a loss he would have paid dearly to ex­pe­ri­ence. That idea was on the se­cret list. And if he should win, well, it would be his call; he could pass. Or… not. Look­ing at Zen, he found him­self en­ter­tain­ing new pos­si­bil­i­ties. He wouldn’t mind find­ing out what that muz­zle felt like. Or… he glanced at the wolf’s feet again, as he wig­gled his toes… other parts of his body. And one good turn would, of course, de­serve an­other. He found him­self won­der­ing about parts of Zen’s anatomy not on dis­play… and needed to pull his mind back on track. Quite apart from the fact that Nick found him easy enough on the eyes, there was the wolf’s dis­po­si­tion. There was a ready warmth to Zen that would surely have put him off, had it come from an­other ba­sitin, but he found dis­arm­ing in­stead com­ing from some­one wholly out­side the stric­tures of his so­ci­ety. The wolf treated him like he was an equal—like that was ob­vi­ous.

And above all else, he was Keith’s lover—and more. There could be no bet­ter rec­om­men­da­tion.

It couldn’t hurt his case with the wolves, ei­ther, as far as he could see—though it was be­com­ing ob­vi­ous that their only con­cern about him was whether he was good for Keith, or not. But if Zen was ac­tu­ally in­ter­ested in him, it might be bet­ter to… no, he didn’t think this was re­ally about him, not with the way the two were look­ing at each other. But given the way they were look­ing at each other… it also fol­lowed that it had to be about him, in some way. Was this the wolf think­ing ahead, to what some­thing be­yond just to­day might be like? Was the real ques­tion ‘can we share?’

He knew what he wanted the an­swer to that to be.

Well, what­ever else it was, it was an op­por­tu­nity for him to do some­thing. He’d been stuck fol­low­ing Keith’s lead—and a good lead it was!—be­cause he didn’t quite un­der­stand how any­thing worked here, and he wasn’t go­ing to risk any­thing by mak­ing care­less moves. It had been one un­ex­pected turn af­ter an­other, but even though this was yet an­other such, he felt for the first time that he un­der­stood the sit­u­a­tion. Keith was go­ing to turn Zen down, be­cause of course he was. Zen would know that as well, so this ploy was aimed at him. His first op­tion was to be quick on the draw, make some ap­pro­pri­ately in­ap­pro­pri­ate joke, and ex­cuse him­self to give them a clearly much-over­due mo­ment. Al­ter­na­tively, if he did noth­ing, the sta­tus quo would be pre­served and the wolf would prob­a­bly end up ex­cus­ing him­self… or maybe not, de­pend­ing on how they played it.

He waited for Keith to be­gin his in­evitable line. “I think that might be a lit­tle—”

Alaric raised his eye­brows. “Keith Keiser… turn­ing down a chal­lenge?”

*

Yes! Alaric had bit­ten! But Keith quickly pulled him into a hud­dle in the cor­ner, and Zen was left watch­ing them con­fer, os­cil­lat­ing be­tween wor­ried and very wor­ried. What were they talk­ing about? It was no use try­ing to over­hear ba­sitins whis­per­ing.

Keith nod­ded to Alaric one last time, then turned to walk to­wards Zen, pulling his tail into his robe as he came. The way he did that… Keith’s ex­pres­sion was pure mis­chief, but it soft­ened into love as they looked at each other. He leaned over Zen, to whis­per into his ear. “We’re up for it, but… are you sure you wouldn’t rather just have a lit­tle match with me? Nick wouldn’t mind step­ping out.”

Keith leaned back to look at him, con­cerned, so… Keith. Zen fought hard not to wrap his arms around the ba­sitin and never let go. But as tempt­ing as that of­fer was, there were rea­sons to go through with this. He grinned at Keith. “And if I don’t?”

The ba­sitin grinned back, mis­chief re­turn­ing. “You have no idea what you’re in for.”

“Prom­ise?”

Keith leaned close to whis­per again. “Prom­ise.” The ba­sitin pulled away, rub­bing his cheek against Zen’s as he went, tempt­ing him even more. Keith turned around, pulling his robe off in one clean mo­tion. Now fully naked, he swat­ted Zen lightly with his tail, then let it trail through his lap as he walked away. Zen’s eyes be­ing glued to his rear was the only thing that saved him from hav­ing his tail grabbed. Zen tore his eyes away to glance at Alaric, and found that the ba­sitin was as pre­oc­cu­pied with the front half of Keith as he’d been with the rear. And who could blame him? Alaric, like­wise, vis­i­bly strug­gled to glance back at him, and they shared a smile and a mo­ment of un­der­stand­ing. Good taste, he thought at the ba­sitin, and even with no link to carry it he felt that the idea got across.

Alaric pulled off his own robe, smooth in his mo­tions de­spite the weird cir­cum­stance, and let it fall away. He was nearly of a size with Keith, but gen­er­ally girthier; more clearly mus­cled and a bit broader of chest and shoul­der… though nar­rower at the hip. Zen’s eyes wan­dered to his ba­sit­in­hood, al­ready at full at­ten­tion at the sight of Keith. Ah, youth. Yup. Gen­er­ally girthier.

Zen re­al­ized Keith was look­ing at him, an amused ex­pres­sion on his face and in the tilt of his ears. Was that an­other ‘good taste’? He smiled back. “I hope the idea isn’t to just keep teas­ing me as long as pos­si­ble.”

A grin. “We’ll see.” It wasn’t very re­as­sur­ing. Still, Keith turned to Alaric. “It seems our judge is feel­ing im­pa­tient.”

Judge? Good enough an ex­cuse to feel a lit­tle less like a com­plete per­vert, watch­ing them. Zen grinned. “Yeah, I haven’t got all day. Busy sched­ule and all that.”

Alaric snapped a salute, which Keith for some rea­son found ut­terly hi­lar­i­ous. He mim­icked the ges­ture, un­able to keep a straight face. “Your honor.”

Some­thing to do with ba­sitin pro­to­col, Zen guessed. Alaric had been jok­ing about chal­lenges ear­lier; maybe this was to do with that. He set­tled back in the chair, prop­ping his chin up with one arm, and tried his best to look bored and im­par­tial. He ges­tured with his free hand and reached for some likely words. “You may pro­ceed. May the best ba­sitin win.”

An­other burst of laugh­ter from Keith, and Alaric smiled. Prob­a­bly close enough. Both ba­sitins bowed from the waist, then turned to face each other. An­other salute, and for a mo­ment they just looked at each other, smil­ing. Keith stepped closer and kissed Alaric, and go­ing by how the other’s tail curled it wasn’t ex­actly in­no­cent. Zen smiled and mag­nan­i­mously let the (prob­a­ble) breach of pro­to­col go. He’d have to ask about that one day. Keith broke the kiss and stepped back, leav­ing Alaric look­ing a lit­tle stunned.

Both ba­sitins sat down, lean­ing back on their arms to leave their legs as free as pos­si­ble. Zen re­al­ized that Alaric still had his feet wrapped, and ap­par­ently in­tended to re­main that way. “Wrap­pings?”

Alaric grinned at him. “A rul­ing, your honor?”

Zen con­sid­ered. That should feel… in­ter­est­ing. And it’d be new for Keith, at least as far as he knew. He waved his arm. “I’ll al­low it.”

There was some vy­ing for po­si­tion, and for a mo­ment only feet met feet… but it seemed quickly de­cided that play­ing de­fense was out, as quick, care­less moves were un­likely to ben­e­fit… well, any­one, re­ally, in that ter­rain. Thus, a de­mil­i­ta­rized zone was born, and both adopted a pol­icy of un­fet­tered ac­cess, lay­ing the ground­work for a truly mu­tu­ally ben­e­fi­cial ar­range­ment, promis­ing growth and pros­per­ity for both.

Zen shook his head, amused. Natani would have re­ally let him have it for that one. I need to stop read­ing Keith’s books.

Keith got the first touch, slowly trac­ing the pad of one foot up the un­der­side of Alaric’s erect shaft. When he reached the tip, he grabbed one side with his toes and pulled op­po­site, bend­ing. Alaric’s re­ac­tion was pal­pa­ble. As was Zen’s. He knew how that felt, was right there with the ba­sitin in his imag­i­na­tion, and felt his own body stir­ring, un­bid­den. Keith pulled back, rest­ing both feet against Alaric’s groin, the other ba­sitin’s balls cupped be­tween his naked an­kles. Alaric ral­lied, ca­ress­ing Keith’s sack with his toes while his other foot tried to catch the base of his shaft. Keith’s tail thrashed and he arched his back, giv­ing Alaric an op­por­tu­nity to trap his man­hood against his stom­ach, giv­ing it a long stroke with his wrapped foot, pay­ing Keith back. Alaric fo­cused on the head, mas­sag­ing it with his pad, push­ing against Keith. With a gasp, Keith went lax, caus­ing Alaric to lose his hold; but he quickly pushed his ad­van­tage, shift­ing closer and trap­ping Keith’s shaft be­tween his wrapped an­kles.

Keith seemed to be let­ting him­self get lost in the plea­sure, barely putting up a fight. Zen didn’t quite trust his per­for­mance—was he toy­ing with Alaric? Or… was he look­ing to throw? Was that what the warn­ing had been about? What would Alaric ask for, if he won? He re­ally didn’t know what he’d be in for. Still, look­ing at Keith, the ba­sitin’s ex­pres­sion one of pure plea­sure, his fore­most thought was that he wanted badly to be a part of it. Though he sup­posed in a way, he was. Who knew how ex­tra-spe­cially kinky a ‘judge’ be­ing present made this for the ba­sitins? Not him. That was the prob­lem. Maybe he should have made it a three-way duel, with a penalty for the loser… He would’ve been lucky to last a minute, and then he would have owed them both a treat… he lost him­self for a mo­ment, in imag­in­ing all the ways that might have turned out. Or what if Keith had thrown? He sighed to him­self, though it was close to a whim­per. He hadn’t quite been re­duced to paw­ing at him­self, but he was painfully hard, will­ing the ba­sitins to end this tor­ture and do some­thing, any­thing to him.

It looked close. At some point, Keith had re­cov­ered, and both ba­sitins were clearly feel­ing it now, eyes locked, bod­ies strain­ing, nearly pant­ing. Alaric was us­ing one of his feet the way he’d used Keith’s stom­ach, ear­lier, pin­ning the ba­sitin’s mem­ber against it with his other, mas­sag­ing the head with his pad, push­ing against the toes of his other foot, shift­ing them, press­ing back… an Alaric win looked all but in­evitable—un­til Keith broke out all his best tricks at the last mo­ment, and as both ba­sitins jerked and groaned, Zen had no idea which had fin­ished first. As they both col­lapsed, gasp­ing for breath, Zen re­al­ized there had been no great ex­plo­sion; hardly any is­sue, and what there was was mostly clear. That gave him some idea of just how busy they’d been, ear­lier. Guess that rules out cleanup duty.

Keith was the first to lever him­self back into a sit­ting po­si­tion. He wiped him­self off on his dis­carded robe, then cleaned Alaric’s feet, still near the scene of the crime, be­fore toss­ing the robe at the other ba­sitin with a grin. “Let’s try to keep the laun­dry down.”

Alaric laughed, still on his back. “Oh gods, that towel…” He too lev­ered him­self up and wiped him­self down, be­fore clean­ing Keith’s feet… per­haps un­nec­es­sar­ily thor­oughly. He ac­tu­ally blushed! Keith nudged him to leave off, but his smile made it clear he meant no re­proach.

That’s all well and good, but… Zen cleared his throat. “So, who won?”

They both looked at him, seated on his throne, pitch­ing a tent. Keith raised his eye­brows and grinned, and Alaric did an­other dou­ble-take, then quickly came back for a third look. Zen winked at him with a grin. Al­ways nice to get a re­ac­tion.

Keith smiled a smile that Zen did not trust at all, but which left him tin­gling with an­tic­i­pa­tion. “You’re the judge. Who came first?”

“… nei­ther of you?”

The ba­sitin grinned. “Cor­rect. Would you re­mind his honor of the rules, Brother Alaric?”

“I be­lieve the ex­act stip­u­la­tion was: ‘He who comes first loses. Win­ner gets a treat.’”

Keith was still look­ing straight at him, though from his tone he spoke to Alaric. “And if nei­ther of us lost?”

“I be­lieve it fol­lows that ei­ther nei­ther of us gets a treat… or we both do.”

“So, your honor…” Keith stood up and stepped closer, his tail swish­ing slowly, on the hunt. “Which shall it be?” It wasn’t much of a ques­tion, but as Keith drew nearer, Zen couldn't get the word out. The ba­sitin once again leaned over him, nuz­zling his neck be­fore giv­ing it a play­ful nip. “Well?”

“Both.” It was al­most a groan.

Keith grinned. “Up.”

Zen rose, very aware of the con­fines of his robe. Keith tugged up at the side of the gar­ment, and he got the idea, reach­ing into the neck to pull the whole thing off and send it fly­ing. Giv­ing him no time to take stock, Keith guided him, firmly, back­ing him against the nar­row end of the ta­ble. Well. That gave away some of the game. Zen leaned against the ta­ble, grab­bing the edge for sup­port, and tried not to let his ex­cite­ment show too much. Was that re­ally what Keith had in mind?

*

Keith knelt down, wall-side of Zen, and looked at Nick. Time to make in­tro­duc­tions. It was a bit of a de­tour from the plan, but he was cu­ri­ous, and he needed to know. Nick had gone along, but was it just that? And how on board was Zen, re­ally? What he had in mind prob­a­bly wouldn’t work if this was just half-hearted ex­plo­ration for one or both  of them, so in that case… Well. Keith caught Nick’s eye and sig­naled him to ap­proach, point­ing him to Zen’s very hard mem­ber, knot and all. There was no putting this ge­nie back in the bot­tle, but there was more than one way to make a wish.

Nick ap­proached, kneel­ing op­po­site him, and Keith thought he liked what he saw. The other ba­sitin seemed un­able to take his eyes off Zen’s knot. Keith smiled. The wolf would like that, too.

Nick tore his eyes away to look at Keith. “Is this…?”

“Yeah.”

“Huh.”

The other ba­sitin glanced at the knot again, then looked the en­tire thing over. Keith thought he seemed rather… in­trigued. Nick opened his mouth, but didn’t seem to find the words. Then, as if re­mem­ber­ing it was ac­tu­ally at­tached to some­one, he glanced up at Zen, blush­ing a lit­tle. Keith glanced up as well, to see Zen look­ing rather adorably smug.

Nick re­turned his eyes to the prize, and once again opened his mouth only to close it again with­out say­ing any­thing. But then, maybe it wasn’t words he was look­ing for… Keith ex­tended his tongue and gave his side of Zen’s shaft a lick, look­ing at Nick. Care for a taste?

The other ba­sitin blushed again, and Keith won­dered that in all the years they’d known each other he’d never seen that un­til to­day. Never re­ally seen Nick, be­fore to­day. He’d spent all that time look­ing away. Nick got his blush­ing un­der con­trol and ex­tended his tongue, first get­ting just a taste, then giv­ing a long lick down the side. The lat­ter was ac­com­pa­nied by an ap­pre­cia­tive sigh from Zen. Keith saw that he’d closed his eyes. Prob­a­bly meant that the wolf was try­ing to hold back.

Yeah, he didn’t think he needed to worry much.

Keith gave his side an­other lick, nudg­ing it to­ward Nick, who nudged it back with a grin. They bat­ted it be­tween them for a mo­ment, be­fore Keith started slowly mi­grat­ing wolfward. Nick matched his pace, and they both nuz­zled up to Zen’s knot at the same time. It throbbed be­tween them and the wolf groaned, then groaned louder when they started lick­ing at it. The knot swelled slightly, and Nick’s eyes went wide. Keith grinned at him and drew back. Nick fol­lowed suit. Zen’s mem­ber twitched be­tween them, and the wolf whim­pered. Keith stroked one of his legs gen­tly, and slowly, the twitch­ing sub­sided. That had been very close, and if Zen had moved at all… the wolf must’ve been dy­ing to buck his hips. Hmm. Could they take a longer de­tour? He eyed the room. They’d prob­a­bly set a new dis­tance record… No, too am­bi­tious. Some other time. If there was such a thing. No, bet­ter to just—

Nick got his at­ten­tion with a twitch of his ear, then glanced at the tip of Zen’s mem­ber, then looked a ques­tion at Keith.

Nod, smile. Go for it. A tip of the ear to sug­gest mod­er­a­tion. Nick moved to di­rectly in front of Zen and care­fully licked the tip clean, then took it into his mouth, get­ting a good taste. Zen vis­i­bly throbbed again, and Keith was tempted to let the other ba­sitin get more than a mouth­ful… but, again, some other time. He put his hand on Nick’s chest. Let’s not get car­ried away. The other ba­sitin re­leased Zen, look­ing a lit­tle dis­ap­pointed and lick­ing his lips. Keith tilted his head, sig­nal­ing for him to re­sume his place, op­po­site.

They grabbed Zen by the legs, lift­ing, and tipped him onto the ta­ble.

*

Nick was left hold­ing Zen’s legs, watch­ing Keith as he stepped to the side of the ta­ble. Keith put his hand on the wolf’s wrist and looked down at him. “You okay with this?”

Zen growled. “Gods yes. Just get on with it!”

Keith leaned down to kiss the wolf at some length. As he did, he rubbed one of Zen’s cheeks with a hand. There was that ges­ture again… and Nick had to sti­fle a laugh as the wolf’s tail banged into his legs.

Keith broke the kiss, and Zen looked up at him with long­ing. “… or you could do that.”

Keith smiled at the wolf, and gave his cheek an­other stroke. “Just gotta get the lube. Okay?”

Zen sighed. “Okay.”

Keith grinned. “That’s a good wolf.”

Zen growled, and Keith darted away, draw­ing Nick’s eye as he went… to a cup­board in the cor­ner. “Does ev­ery room in this house —” Nick looked at Zen, and in­ter­rupted him­self. “— that’s a yes, isn’t it?”

The wolf grinned at him. “Not the vestibule.” Nick con­sid­ered. That’d prob­a­bly be be­cause— “We haven’t fig­ured out where to put it.”

Nick laughed. Yeah. He looked at Zen, who was grin­ning back at him with his hands be­hind his head. Some­thing about the sit­u­a­tion caught at him. He smiled at the wolf. “Com­fort­able?”

“Yeah, I’m good.” Zen sighed, then grinned. “My balls are killing me, though.” The grin mel­lowed into a smile. “You?”

It wasn’t his body Zen was ask­ing about. Nick grinned. “Yeah. I think I am.” And I may feel like my dick is about to fall off, but say­ing that would be go­ing off-script. Keith seemed to be un­der the im­pres­sion that he had in­fi­nite stamina, prob­a­bly be­cause he him­self seem­ingly did. Nick hadn’t had to dis­abuse his friend of the no­tion yet, but it was be­com­ing a very, very close thing. The wolf, mean­while, seemed to have the op­po­site prob­lem. Balls, hm? Alaric fig­ured his lever­age and de­cided that yes, he could just ad­just his grip a bit, shift one foot back and crouch a lit­tle… He nuz­zled Zen’s heavy sack care­fully, and the wolf gasped. He’d found he rather liked the wolf’s scent, and this didn’t do any­thing to change his opin­ion. He started lick­ing, slowly, teas­ing the large orbs, the short fur tick­ling at his tongue. Some­thing like a growl, a low rum­ble, be­gan to em­anate from Zen.

Af­ter he’d thor­oughly slathered the wolf, he straight­ened back up to see Zen look­ing a lit­tle dazed… and that the wolf had dripped a fresh mess on his stom­ach. He grinned. “Any bet­ter?”

Zen let out a con­tented sigh, then laughed. “No, not re­ally. But… thanks. For the ef­fort.”

Nick shrugged. “Any time.”

The wolf laughed again. “Don’t say that un­less you mean it.”

His in­stinct was to re­peat him­self, but he hes­i­tated, and while hes­i­tat­ing re­al­ized that Keith was lean­ing against the wall, hold­ing a small jar, grin­ning at him. How long had…? He… might have got­ten a lit­tle car­ried away. But… he didn’t blush this time. “Come here and give me a kiss?”

Keith went from brief sur­prise to a wide smile, and stepped closer, to put his arms around Nick’s neck and give him ex­actly what he’d hoped for. It was very, very ten­der. When he was done, Keith leaned his head against Nick and looked at Zen. “What d’you think?”

“I think you should get on with it!”

Keith laughed and put the jar on the ta­ble, al­most against the wall. He re­moved the lid, and Nick could see that it held a white-ish salve of some sort. Good. Any more of the nuts, and his dick re­ally might fall off. 

Keith—some­how still hard—quickly lubed him­self up, thor­oughly… then stopped and looked at Nick, smil­ing. “Mmm… could have asked you to do that.” Yes, he could have. But Keith didn’t wait for a re­sponse, in­stead mov­ing on to ap­ply­ing more of the lube to Zen’s ass. There was an in­take of breath from the wolf.

Prepa­ra­tions com­plete, Nick passed his place—and Zen’s legs—to Keith, who let the legs fall on his shoul­ders while he po­si­tioned him­self. Nick couldn’t help but look at Zen’s feet, right in front of his face, and missed the mo­ment en­tirely. There was a sat­is­fied sigh from the wolf, and when he turned to look, Keith was al­ready mov­ing, thrust­ing in and out of Zen. Keith quickly found his pace, and Nick took in how he was stand­ing, how he was hold­ing Zen’s legs, how and how far he was mov­ing… and built an idea of how it would feel to repli­cate it. Ap­par­ently, this was a very pre­cise thing.

Zen sounded amused. “Does that re­ally take both of you?”

Keith glanced at Nick, grin­ning. “I think he wants some­thing to do with his mouth.”

Well, he’d pretty much got­ten it down any­way. Nick stepped up the side of the ta­ble, feel­ing a lit­tle too con­scious of the wolf’s eyes on his not-quite-stiff man­hood. Zen raised his head up a bit, ap­par­ently in an­tic­i­pa­tion.

*

Alaric looked down at him. “Er…”

Zen rolled his eyes and made the first move him­self. He wanted to do this be­fore the… dis­trac­tion… got too much for del­i­cate work. He stretched his neck to get closer and gave Alaric’s semi-hard shaft a play­ful lick. Not that far from how Keith tasted—a dif­fer­ent mo­tif on the same fla­vor. The ba­sitin didn’t seem to have an ob­jec­tion, so, main­tain­ing eye con­tact, he gath­ered the whole thing into his muz­zle, suck­ling lightly. Alaric looked suit­ably en­tranced.

For a few of Keith’s thrusts Zen just held there, let­ting the slight sway­ing of his body do the work for him. Keith felt amaz­ing in­side him, and ev­ery thrust was like an­other drop in a bucket, build­ing to­wards… some­thing. They’d got it all fig­ured out; the speed, the depth, the an­gle. Too fast, didn’t re­ally work. Too slow, didn’t work enough. Keith had given it a good try—was al­ways will­ing to give it a good try—but no mat­ter how good it felt, it al­ways got to be too much for Keith be­fore it got to be too much for Zen. He took that as a com­pli­ment, re­ally. They’d given it a try with Natani’s lit­tle im­ple­ment of doom, as well, but that had dis­solved into laugh­ter. He just couldn’t take it se­ri­ously. But… two ba­sitins? That, that was se­ri­ous.

But Alaric hadn’t got­ten in­stantly hard in his mouth. Zen didn’t think it was in­dif­fer­ence, so… per­haps he wasn’t as in­de­fati­ga­ble as Keith, af­ter all? Zen started work­ing his tongue, gen­tly, gen­tly, and Alaric let out a long sigh, his ears droop­ing hap­pily. As his mouth grew full, Zen went for a smile. Yeah, I’m pretty good at this.

*

The wolf’s muz­zle was ex­quis­ite. As Zen gen­tly coaxed him into full hard­ness, Nick had to use the ta­ble for sup­port. His tail curled of its own vo­li­tion. The wolf’s ex­pres­sion war­ranted a re­sponse. “That is a good wolf.”

Raised eye­brow, cocked head. ‘Did you re­ally just say that?’

Nick laughed. “Sorry?”

A shrug, a look. ‘It’s fine, but… re­mem­ber who has your dick right now.’

The wolf was sur­pris­ingly ex­pres­sive with his mouth full. Nick gave it an­other go. “You’re amaz­ing.”

An­other smile. ‘That’s more like it.’

Nick was fully hard again, and with the way the day had been go­ing he should have been on fire… but some­thing about the soft heat of Zen’s muz­zle, the ten­der care of his won­der­ful, won­der­ful tongue, was al­le­vi­at­ing the sore­ness. And this was an awk­ward po­si­tion, too… What would it be like to have the wolf be­tween his legs? Zen strained to com­pletely en­gulf him, push­ing his nose against Nick’s stom­ach, and thoughts dis­persed. The wolf held there for a while, ap­par­ently with no trou­ble. His tongue never stopped, and Nick could do noth­ing but lean harder against the ta­ble and let out an­other long sigh as Zen lav­ished him. He let some of his weight fall against the wolf, push­ing back against his muz­zle. Zen didn’t seem to mind, and he wanted badly to start thrust­ing slowly. To let the wolf, so ob­vi­ously will­ing, coax an­other cli­max from his bat­tered body.

With re­gret, Nick pulled back. Zen let him go, look­ing up at him ques­tion­ingly, still hold­ing part of him in his muz­zle. As good as it felt, Nick still had a part to play, and if the the wolf could get him to spend him­self here—which Nick rather sus­pected he could—he might not be able to play it. No mat­ter how good Zen was. He smiled down, and the wolf seemed to get the idea, pulling back all the way. Nick found he ached more in the open air than he had in Zen’s mouth.

The wolf set­tled back on the ta­ble. That po­si­tion just now couldn’t have been very com­fort­able. But Zen wasn’t done. He turned his head to the side and nudged Nick with his free hand, beck­on­ing him nearer, up the ta­ble. Nick took the half-step to fol­low Zen, and… the wolf im­me­di­ately nuz­zled his balls. He gasped at the sen­sa­tion, and the wolf started lick­ing them, lap­ping at them slowly with his tongue. Nick shud­dered, his tail curl­ing again, his eyes al­most slid­ing closed. This… this prob­a­bly wouldn’t be too much stim­u­la­tion? Right? No mat­ter how good he was? He gasped again as Zen took one of his balls in his mouth, tug­ging at it care­fully—po­si­tion­ing him, he re­al­ized. He let the wolf guide him a bit more to the side, feel­ing guilty about for­get­ting to think of his com­fort when he was be­ing so… the wolf licked at him again, and he couldn’t find the words. What­ever it was, he wanted more of it. He looked down at Zen, speech­less. The wolf smiled at him again, then reached up with a hand to tou­sle Nick’s hair. He had to laugh at the un­ex­pected ges­ture. Who was this? He didn’t know how he had ex­pected Zen to re­act to Keith’s lit­tle plan, but this, some­how, wasn’t it. Zen’s hand with­drew, the wolf brac­ing him­self against the wall, and Nick let him­self get lost in try­ing to make sense of the wolf… and the sen­sa­tions of the wolf’s tongue on him.

His reverie was in­ter­rupted when, with a grunt, Zen’s tongue ceased, his eyes slid­ing closed. The wolf let out a long, low moan, and Nick glanced at Keith, sur­prised. The other ba­sitin looked in­tent, but smiled and winked when he saw Nick look­ing, then nod­ded at Zen. He’d just been fo­cused on what the wolf was do­ing to him… al­most for­get­ting what Keith was do­ing to the wolf. Nick’s eyes were drawn to Zen’s mem­ber, stick­ing out over the wolf’s stom­ach, fully hard—more fully hard than he’d thought pos­si­ble. The knot looked even big­ger than be­fore. How could that ever…? The wolf’s man­hood twitched and throbbed in time with Keith’s thrusts, and with al­most ev­ery thrust more pre oozed from the tip. There was a trail down the top of it, and the wolf’s stom­ach was a sticky mess. He swal­lowed at the sight, his mind fill­ing with im­ages of reach­ing out, of… he caught him­self, his hand al­ready ex­tended, and looked at Keith. The other ba­sitin shook his head, grin­ning, and Nick grabbed the edge of the ta­ble in­stead.

*

Zen snapped back into the present. His mind was start­ing to wan­der, turn­ing in on it­self, get­ting lost in the plea­sure. Ev­ery thrust pushed him in­finites­i­mally closer. The bucket had a leak, but the drops just kept… on… com­ing…

He snapped out of it again when his head shifted, plant­ing his nose right in the  Alaric fam­ily jew­els. His world filled with the ba­sitin’s scent, and he thought he heard a yelp. He blinked his eyes open, feel­ing mud­dled. “Sorry.”

Alaric laughed, so he did it again. Yup, a yelp. He grinned up at the ba­sitin, who had that cute slightly be­fud­dled ex­pres­sion again. In­stinct said to do some­thing about it, but he kept his hands where they were, re­new­ing his grip on the ta­ble, as an­other wave of plea­sure threat­ened to wash him away. Free hands were a li­a­bil­ity. Some­times, this ended with him grab­bing him­self. Needed to brace, hold on to some­thing else, give in­stinct other things to do. He forced him­self to fo­cus, re­new­ing his hold on the link. That, too, had threat­ened to slip.

He wanted to give Alaric an­other lick, to make up for the nose, but the ba­sitin had stepped back just a bit. That let him see that right at the tip of his ba­sit­in­hood, there was a pearly bead. He licked it away, get­ting his first real taste, and smiled at Alaric, sat­is­fied. Ha! Got you.

Then he heard him­self moan again, and there was no room in his world for any­thing ex­cept keep­ing his hands where they were, hold­ing the link for dear life… and Keith, mov­ing in­side him.

*

Nick watched Zen lose him­self again, his eyes haz­ing over with lust. Nick’s hand went to where the wolf had licked him. Some­how, Zen had coaxed some­thing out of him. He longed to feel the wolf’s tongue again, and found he was stroking him­self. To keep hard, of course. Not let it go to waste. He forced his pace slower.

Nick kept an eye on Keith, to make sure he didn’t miss his cue, but his eyes kept re­turn­ing to Zen’s feet, on Keith’s shoul­ders, sway­ing in time to his steady thrusts. One of the wolf’s legs was twitch­ing. It was mes­mer­iz­ing. Zen moaned and splayed his toes, and Nick found he didn’t have an ex­cuse to keep touch­ing him­self.

Even­tu­ally, the sig­nal came to ‘cir­cle be­hind.’ He was never go­ing to look at squad sig­nals the same again… There was room enough on the wall side of the ta­ble to sit­u­ate him­self, reach the jar of what­ever it was that passed for lube. The white salve felt slick and cool against him. The cool­ness was wel­come. He gave him­self a good coat­ing, then got so dis­tracted by one of Zen’s feet be­ing right there that Keith had to el­bow him to get him back on track.

The switch went off with­out a hitch. Nick didn’t let him­self get dis­tracted by the sen­sa­tions and quickly matched what Keith had been do­ing—an­gle, depth, tempo. The other ba­sitin nod­ded, sat­is­fied, and Nick im­me­di­ately got dis­tracted by the sen­sa­tions—hot, tight, and very, very slick. Still, he kept the pace. The stim­u­la­tion was al­most un­com­fort­able, and again he re­mem­bered how much he’d been through to­day. Still, with Zen laid out like this in front of him…

He needed to get Keith on a ta­ble.

For com­par­i­son pur­poses.

Ob­vi­ously.

Nick set­tled in for the long haul, think­ing en­durance thoughts.

*

Zen whim­pered when Keith with­drew and he felt his legs passed, but al­most im­me­di­ately Alaric was there. The thought that it was him—an­other ba­sitin—made up the few lost strokes. Did it feel dif­fer­ent…? Keith was be­side him, now. He couldn’t think, could barely, just barely, hold the link. He’d never been this close, not like this, had no idea how far there was left to go. He felt there, in the mid­dle of it.

“Zen?” He fo­cused on Keith. All the gods, but he loved Keith. The ba­sitin reached out to stroke his cheek, gen­tle even now. All the gods and more. “Zen?” He thought he made some kind of sound in re­sponse. It seemed to sat­isfy the ba­sitin, be­cause he grinned and Zen could feel some­thing hot and hard press against his up­per arm. “Guess what this is?” He was still… of course he was. Wait, had he even…? Keith leaned closer, to stage-whis­per into his ear. “We can keep do­ing this for hours, you know? As long as it takes.”

The ba­sitin kissed him, the fi­nal drop, and his world un­rav­eled. All con­trol fled him, the link slam­ming open as his body could no longer con­tain him. It would be up to Natani to—

**

Oh crap! Oh crap! Oh crap! Oh crap!

They met in the mael­strom, and for a mo­ment, there was no Natani or Zen—only both. Both minds open to both bod­ies, too close, too im­me­di­ate, too fa­mil­iar to di­vide into them­selves. They spun, a roil­ing storm of need and de­sire, the charge build­ing ever higher, search­ing for a path to ground, shy­ing from any they could not both em­brace.

The kiss! Keith! The kiss!

Light­ning struck.

**

Nick had been start­ing to won­der if Zen hadn’t al­ready reached some kind of fi­nal des­ti­na­tion on his jour­ney, and was now just stay­ing there to spite their ef­forts. But no. The real deal left no ques­tion. Im­me­di­ately af­ter Keith kissed him, the wolf’s en­tire body tensed up, then erupted, shoot­ing his first jet. He clenched so hard that it broke Nick’s rhythm, and he couldn’t do any­thing ex­cept lean his weight against the wolf’s legs and hold on for dear life, try­ing to keep from get­ting kicked off as Zen thrashed. The wolf had wrapped his arms around Keith, and, judg­ing by the ba­sitin’s ears and tail be­ing near ver­ti­cal, was kiss­ing him back. He’d never seen any­thing quite like it. He’d never seen any­thing quite like any of it. Zen just… kept go­ing, paint­ing the walls. The only rea­son he hadn’t painted Keith was that most of it was go­ing over him. Nick, still in­side him, not dar­ing to shift in case he got thrown back, felt like he might come away from the ex­pe­ri­ence fit to be a Mes­sen­ger.

Fi­nally, fi­nally, the wolf be­gan to set­tle down, and Nick let out a sigh of re­lief. The kiss was still go­ing, Keith bent over the wolf. Slowly, Zen’s arms around him re­laxed, and the ba­sitin re­gained his free­dom… not that he went any­where. Just when all had grown silent, a bit of the bounty dropped from the ceil­ing, hit­ting Keith on the ear.

*

Keith checked his ear.

Huh.

He looked at the room—and the ceil­ing, the rather stag­gered-look­ing Nick, and the wholly passed out Zen—and had to laugh. Well. That had been a suc­cess. And… he’d seen the flash in Zen’s eyes. Of all the pos­si­ble things…

And the kiss. Gods, the kiss. He shook his head slowly in won­der­ment. He felt charged, like all his fur should be stand­ing on end.

“Help me with him?”

Keith looked at Nick, and… No. This will not do. Maybe some­thing had reached him in the kiss, or maybe it was just ev­ery­thing that had been go­ing on, but… for the first time, he thought he truly un­der­stood what the wolves saw when they looked at him, what those words meant. He found his own in­ter­pre­ta­tion of the idea, and grinned. It wasn’t that you take what you want. You give what you want. You give what can’t be taken.

His steps felt un­usu­ally light as he cir­cled around, com­ing up be­hind Nick. The other ba­sitin was clearly ex­pect­ing him to take Zen’s legs. In­stead, he em­braced Nick from be­hind, let­ting his erec­tion rub against the base of his tail, his hands trav­el­ling down to Nick’s hips. He was still half in­side Zen, which Keith took as a good sign.

In­take of breath. “Keith?”

He pushed slightly, and Nick slid deeper into the wolf, com­ing to rest against Keith’s hands, cush­ion­ing the two. He felt Nick’s tail twitch against him, and smiled. “You didn’t come yet, did you?”

“No, but… this was about him, right?”

“Uh-huh. But you did a re­ally good job, so… wouldn’t it be a lit­tle sad if it ended like that?”

“But… he’s asleep.”

“And what a way to wake up, huh? And, you know…” He pulled his hips back a bit, let­ting his cock draw a hap­haz­ard pat­tern on Nick’s but­tocks. “I didn’t come ei­ther.” He pushed against the un­der­side of Nick’s tail, mak­ing his mean­ing very, very clear, and felt the ba­sitin trem­ble against him. He shifted again, back to his orig­i­nal po­si­tion, hug­ging Nick from be­hind. His ears twitched. “I mean, if you want to put him to bed first, that’s fine. But…” he licked a very spe­cific spot on Nick’s neck, and felt his tail jerked be­tween them. Nick knew what that meant. “… I don’t think I can let you just get away.” Maybe it was some­thing like a prom­ise. But, with Nick al­most balls deep in Zen, maybe there was room for such a thing. He leaned his head against Nick’s back. “Un­less you want me to?”

Nick sounded hoarse. “No, I… please don’t.”

Keith smiled. “Please don’t what?”

“Let me get away.”

He gave Nick’s neck the light­est pos­si­ble nip, and felt his whole body trem­ble in re­sponse. “Okay.”

He pulled his hands free, then took a half-step to the side, dodg­ing around Zen’s leg to reach for the lube. He kept one hand on Nick at all times. Not let­ting him get away. Fresh dol­lop of the stuff in his hand, he con­sid­ered. Mm, might as well… No such thing as too much lube, and this stuff wasn’t as long-last­ing as the nuts. He pulled Nick back fur­ther, un­til just his tip was in Zen, then reached around with both hands to lube him up again. It was a very, very slick busi­ness. Nick trem­bled un­der his touch, enough to pop out of the wolf, his dick set­tling against Zen’s balls. Keith cupped the tip, rub­bing it against his salved palm, be­fore po­si­tion­ing him again. A nudge of his own hips en­cour­aged Nick to thrust for­ward, slowly slid­ing in. Keith got his hands out of the way, this time, and Nick sank all the way in, his balls com­ing to rest against the wolf’s ass. Zen’s tail gave a lit­tle twitch, prompt­ing Keith to lean to the side to get a look, but he was pretty sure the wolf was still com­pletely out.

Nick let out a long sigh. Keith smiled. “Feel good?”

“Yeah. But… asleep?”

“Un­der the cir­cum­stances? He’d think it was hi­lar­i­ous. But if you want it to be just the two of us…” Keith poked at him again.

“I’ll… take your word for it.”

Good. Keith gave Nick’s neck an­other lick, and he re­laxed with a sigh, let­ting his weight set­tle against the wolf. Didn’t look like he was plan­ning on do­ing a lot of mov­ing… which suited Keith just fine. That might be just the ticket.

He lubed him­self, get­ting his cock ev­ery bit as cov­ered as Nick’s was. The po­si­tion could be chal­leng­ing. But… slow and steady gets the job done. Prepa­ra­tions com­plete, he po­si­tioned him­self with in­tent. “Okay?”

Nick sounded a lit­tle hoarse. “Okay.”

Keith let his tip rest against Nick’s tight en­trance, giv­ing the other time to re­lax him­self. He teased at the base of Nick’s tail gen­tly, and heard an ap­pre­cia­tive mr­row. He’d started to get a pretty good idea about some of the things that worked for his old friend. He in­creased the pres­sure a lit­tle. Nick gave, and it was his turn to mr­row. He could feel his own tail curl­ing just as Nick’s twitched un­der his hand. He kept push­ing in, slowly, watch­ful, not let­ting the sen­sa­tions over­whelm him. It was a tight an­gle. Again, Nick proved him­self more than able, and be­fore long he found him­self com­pletely en­gulfed, com­ing to rest against the ba­sitin, rest­ing against the wolf… he slid his arms around Nick, em­brac­ing him, and just held there for a while, oc­ca­sion­ally giv­ing a lit­tle twitch of his hips. He knew he liked that… and ev­i­dently, Nick did as well. He let out a long ex­ha­la­tion, his ears droop­ing, and Keith could feel him re­lax. “That’s…”

Keith smiled. “Yeah.” He started mov­ing, small, slow mo­tions, and nuz­zled Nick’s neck, oc­ca­sion­ally giv­ing a lit­tle lick to just the right spot. Keith let his hands slide down to Nick’s hips, re­gret­ting the loss of close­ness a bit but want­ing more room to move. As he pulled out far­ther he gave Nick a lit­tle nip to make up for it. An­other shud­der. He built it slowly, nip­ping a lit­tle harder with each longer stroke, un­til he had his full range; from barely in to bot­tom­ing out. Nick trem­bled and moaned, his tail twist­ing be­tween them. Keith moved one hand to the base of it, teas­ing at it gen­tly as he switched to lick­ing for a while, then tak­ing a firmer hold when he used his teeth again. Nick moaned louder, his tail go­ing stiff, his ears quiv­er­ing.

Keith took his other hand from Nick’s hips, brac­ing against the ta­ble in­stead, and now ev­ery time he was pulling back the other ba­sitin would fol­low a lit­tle, slid­ing out of Zen a bit—and ev­ery time he thrust back in, it would carry Nick home as well, bring­ing an even more pow­er­ful shud­der from him. Keith could tell Nick was get­ting close, so he let him­self get en­gulfed in the sen­sa­tions, not damming the plea­sure to pro­long it. A few more thrusts and Nick was al­most there, so he slammed home a lit­tle harder, grind­ing him into the wolf, and tugged on his tail, nip­ping. He felt Nick clench around him, and with a long, loud moan the ba­sitin be­gan to spend him­self in­side Zen. Keith kept the push and his hold on Nick’s neck, and re­paid ev­ery clench with a lit­tle tug on his tail. There was more than one way to milk a ba­sitin.

And stop­ping here… wouldn’t do ei­ther, so when he felt Nick was al­most done, he switched back to lick­ing and let his own in­stincts carry him away, hold­ing the other ba­sitin close and buck­ing his hips with small, tight thrusts. Just when his cup was about to over­flow, he felt Nick clench around him again, his en­tire body go­ing stiff. All thought ceased.

**

Keith had a goodly mo­ment to him­self—his arms around Zen’s legs, prop­ping up Nick—to con­sider the per­ils of be­ing too suc­cess­ful. He needed one of these jok­ers to wake up to help him with the other! Granted, he prob­a­bly could have wo­ken one or both up, but… he smiled. It was a prob­lem he was happy to have. Still, if he’d known that was go­ing to hap­pen—

Zen started to snore, and Nick be­gan to stir. Keith laughed qui­etly to him­self. Saved by wolf si­nuses.

“Mmh?”

“Wel­come back.” Keith kissed the back of Nick’s head. “Can you stand?”

“Yeah, I… whoa!” Maybe not.

“Take your time. I know what that can be like.”

“You… of course you do.”

Smile. “Yeah. Think I do, any­way. We can com­pare notes later. But first, we need to get sleep­ing beauty here to the bed.”

“Me too. I think.”

Keith leaned against him. “All of us.”

They even­tu­ally man­aged to ex­tri­cate them­selves and haul Zen over to the bed with­out bang­ing any­thing up too badly. The wolf, of course, be­gan to stir just when they fin­ished lay­ing him out. This bed wasn’t so huge—three would be a snug fit, es­pe­cially with one of them be­ing a stupidly large wolf. Keith saw no prob­lem with that. He slipped into bed, past Zen, tak­ing the wall-side, then beck­oned Nick to fol­low. He did, tak­ing the op­po­site side of the wolf, not at all shy about be­ing right against him. Good.

Keith smiled at Zen as he opened his eyes. “Wel­come back.” The wolf blinked, fo­cused on him, and then smiled with such ob­vi­ous love that Keith’s heart melted. He leaned down and kissed him gen­tly.

Zen sighed hap­pily. “I love you.”

Keith laughed. “Yeah, I got that. You too. And ear­lier… was that…?”

The wolf shook his head. Later.

Keith nod­ded. “How are you feel­ing?”

*

Zen closed his eyes for a mo­ment, tak­ing stock, con­sid­er­ing. He could tell that Natani was sleep­ing, and didn’t look deeper. He closed the link tight. Af­ter some­thing like that, you need to just be your­self. He let out a long sigh and opened his eyes. Squeezed be­tween two ba­sitins. Well, there was a thought. For later. Much later. He smiled at Keith again. “Never bet­ter.” But… two ba­sitins. “And…” he rolled to his side, slowly, and propped him­self up on an el­bow. Never hurt to loom a lit­tle, for a bit like this. “Alaric?”

*

Nick be­came freshly re­minded that Zen was big. But not threat­en­ing. He smiled up at the wolf. “I think you can call me Nick now.”

“Oh?” Zen smiled. “Well then. Nick?”

Yes, in­deed, the wolf could call him that. “Yeah?”

“I’ll have to pay you back for that.”

Nick grinned at him. “Oh? What—”

Zen leaned in and kissed him, and there was noth­ing sub­mis­sive about it. And… Nick found him­self want­ing to yield. He could tell Zen was leav­ing him enough space to pull away, but… here, away from the world, he was free to be who he wanted to be, and this was some­one Keith trusted with his life. He didn’t want to pull away. He didn’t want to have the room to pull away. So he gave some back, in in­vi­ta­tion, want­ing to see if he could draw the wolf in.

He was not dis­ap­pointed.

A long mo­ment later, the two looked at each other, a lit­tle breath­less. Nick re­cov­ered first, and flashed a slightly shaky grin. “In­ter­est pay­ment?”

*

Zen laughed, and rolled back on his back. Keith was propped up on one el­bow on his other side, look­ing de­cid­edly amused. The ba­sitin raised an eye­brow at him. “And what about me?”

Zen gave him a brief kiss, and a lick on the nose. “You, I have some credit with.”

Keith re­turned the lick, then set­tled down against him, with his head on Zen’s shoul­der and one arm around his neck. Af­ter a mo­ment, Nick did like­wise on his other side, and as the two ba­sitins jos­tled, try­ing to both get com­fort­able at the same time, Zen won­dered if this was what it was like for Keith, be­tween him and Natani.

He could get used to it.

“… wait, what hap­pened to the ceil­ing?”
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