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 ——————— 


* Chapter 1: Awakening *


The Day Before Everything


The morning started like any other.



Mira woke to sunlight slanting through her curtains and Bear's wet nose nudging her hand. She groaned, pulled the pillow over her head. His tongue rasped across her knuckles.



"*Bear.*" She pushed at his broad chest, fingers disappearing into thick fur. "Five more minutes."



He didn't give her five more minutes. He whined, pawed at her blanket, shoved his muzzle under the pillow to lick her ear. Wet tongue lapped inside her canal, shattering the haze of sleep. She yipped and sat up, fur rumpled, tail kinked from sleep.



"Okay! I'm up!"



Dad was already in the kitchen when she padded downstairs, coffee brewing, pancakes on the griddle, his broad back turned to her as he worked the spatula. He'd raised her alone since Mama died. Over four years now. She couldn't imagine anyone doing it better.



His chipped *WORLD'S BEST DAD* mug sat by the stove, steam rising. She'd made it for him in first grade, the letters wobbly, the glaze uneven. He used it every morning. On the fridge behind him, a constellation of her old drawings held by magnets: a purple Bear with six legs, a house with a too-big sun, a family portrait from when she was five, just the three of them, stick figures holding hands.



He looked up when she came in, and his nostrils flared slightly, just once. His ears angled forward, then settled back. Something she didn't quite catch.



"Morning, cub." His voice was warm. Normal. "Sleep okay?"



"Bear woke me up." She slid into her chair, tail threading through the gap in the back. "He's been weird lately. Following me everywhere."



Dad glanced at Bear, who had settled under the table with his head on Mira's foot. "He's just protective. You know how he gets."



She did know. Bear had always been her shadow, an Akita with a muzzle like his namesake, broad and watchful, all heavy paws and dense fur. He'd been Mama's dog first. Dad said he'd transferred his loyalty to Mira after Mama died. Like he knew she needed watching over.



Dad slid a pancake onto her plate, a fox head with pointed ears, the same shape he'd been making her since she was small enough to need a booster seat. His own plate held a plain circle. She reached for the syrup.



"Easy on that." But he was smiling.



She poured anyway. Watched the amber pool spread across the plate, soak into the edges. *Perfect.*



"Homework done?"



"Mm-hmm." She stuffed a forkful into her mouth.



"Art project?"



"Almost. I just need to finish the tail." She chewed, swallowed. "Ms. Chen said we could work on them in class today."



"Gym clothes?"



She froze. Fork halfway to her mouth.



Dad raised an eyebrow.



"*Be right back.*" She bolted from the table, taking the stairs two at a time, Bear scrambling after her with an excited bark. Her gym bag was right where she'd left it, crumpled in the corner of her closet, shorts and shirt still balled up inside.



She grabbed it, thundered back downstairs, slid into her chair slightly out of breath.



Dad hadn't moved. Just sat there with his coffee, watching her with that quiet amusement she loved.



"What would you do without me?" he asked.



"Fail gym, probably."



He laughed. The sound filled the kitchen, warm and familiar, and her ears relaxed forward.



But her belly felt warm today. Not sick-warm. A heat she couldn't place, low and restless, and she shifted in her chair without knowing why.



She didn't think about it too hard. It was Wednesday and she had to get ready for school.



 ——————— 


Westbrook Elementary was a ten-minute drive through quiet suburban streets, the last patches of March snow melting into mud and April along the curbs. Dad dropped her at the loop, same as usual, kissed her forehead through the window.



"Have a good day, cub. Love you."



"Love you too, Dad."



She watched his truck pull away, then turned to face the brick building. Two stories of brown brick with a faded woodland mural painted across the entrance, the flag snapping overhead, yellow buses idling along the curb in a haze of exhaust and wet mulch. Her tail swished behind her. Nervous habit. Couldn't help it. Today felt *charged.* Like the air before a thunderstorm.



"*Mira!*"



She turned to see Sage bounding toward her, a coyote girl with sandy fur, piercing grey eyes, and a permanent grin, her backpack bouncing with each step. Behind her came Theo, a quiet pine marten with dark brown fur and a cream-colored throat patch, who always had his nose in a book, and Juniper, a rabbit with soft grey-brown fur, long floppy ears, big blue eyes, and paint-stained paws.



"Did you finish the self-portrait?" Sage grabbed her arm, already pulling her toward the doors. "Ms. Chen's giving us time to finish in class today. I spent like three hours on mine and it still looks like a blob."



"It's not a blob," Juniper said. "It's abstract."



"It's a *blob.* It's a blobby coyote having feelings. That's not a self-portrait, that's a cry for help."



Juniper tugged Mira's sleeve and held up a smudged sketch. Paint on her nose, her paws, the hem of her shirt. "What do you think? For the self-portrait. It's supposed to be me but it looks like a cloud."



It did look a little like a cloud. A soft grey cloud with long ears.



"I like it," Mira said. "It's impressionistic."



Juniper beamed. Her ears perked and she tucked the sketch back into her folder, satisfied.



Mira laughed, letting herself be swept into the flow of her friends. "Mine's almost done too, I just need to finish the tail."



The weird buzzing feeling faded a little, drowned out by her friends.



"So my brother let me play his new game last night," Sage was saying, practically bouncing. "It's rated T but I didn't tell Mom. There's this part where you fight a dragon with a *chair*—"



"The main character in my book just found out she's actually a princess," Theo said. "Which seems statistically unlikely."



"Nobody asked about your book, Theo."



"Nobody asked about the chair either."



 ——————— 


First period was math. Mrs. Patterson had them on fractions, and the room smelled like dry-erase markers and someone's breakfast burrito. Mira had never noticed the smell of her own classroom before. Today it was everywhere.



Sage finished first, doodling wolves in her margins. Theo was two pages ahead. Juniper erased and re-erased, ears pinned, tongue poking out the side of her mouth.



The restless feeling was back, stronger now, a pulse of warmth that made her shift in her seat. She crossed her legs, uncrossed them. The plastic chair was all wrong.



"Mira? Number four?"



"One and one-fourth." She hadn't solved it. The answer came from somewhere automatic while the rest of her was elsewhere.



"Correct." Mrs. Patterson moved on. Mira pressed her thighs together and didn't solve another problem for the rest of the period.



 ——————— 


Art class was better.



Ms. Chen had them finishing their self-portraits. Not realistic ones, but *emotional* ones. "I want to see how you *feel,*" she'd said last week. "Not just how you look."



Mira had painted herself as a fox made of stars. Orange and white fur dissolving into points of light at the edges, tail trailing off into a comet's tail, eyes bright and wondering. She'd spent hours on it, working in her room after homework, getting the colors just right. The comet was her final focus and was nearly complete.



Ms. Chen stopped at her easel and went quiet.



"Mira." Her voice was soft. "This is beautiful."



Her tail curled. Pride. "Really?"



"The way you've captured movement here, the sense of becoming..." Ms. Chen shook her head. "You have real talent, sweetheart. Have you thought about taking advanced art next year?"



"I... no?" She'd never thought of herself as *talented.* Just someone who liked making things.



"Think about it." Ms. Chen squeezed her shoulder and moved on.



Sage leaned over from the next easel. "Show-off," she whispered, but she was grinning.



 ——————— 


Lunch was loud and chaotic, the way it always was. Mira sat with her friends at their usual table by the window, picking at her sandwich while they talked.



"So my brother says there's this secret level," Sage was saying, "but you have to beat the boss without taking any damage, which is basically impossible—"



"Not impossible," Theo said mildly. "Just improbable."



"Same thing."



"Factually incorrect."



Mira half-listened, her mind drifting. The warmth was back, had been building all morning, settling low in her belly like a second heartbeat. She pressed her thighs together under the table, felt a strange pulse of *something* that made her breath catch.



"Mira? You okay?"



She looked up. Juniper was watching her with those big rabbit eyes.



"Yeah." She forced a smile. "Just tired, I think."



"You look flushed." Juniper's nose twitched. "Are you getting sick?"



"Maybe." It was easier than explaining. Easier than admitting she didn't know what was happening to her body. "I'm fine, though. Really."



The bell rang. She gathered her things, followed her friends to class, tried to ignore the way her fur felt too tight and tugged at her clothing.



 ——————— 


Recess was worse.



Sage wanted tag. She always wanted tag. Theo leaned against the oak and refused to run unless directly tagged, and even then only walked briskly. Juniper was uncatchable, all rabbit reflexes and sharp cuts that left Sage yelling.



Mira lasted two rounds. Every sprint sent the warmth flaring through her hips, and by the time Sage tagged her she was flushed and breathing wrong.



She sat on the swings. Pushed off once, felt the drop in her stomach on the downswing hit different today. Gripped the chains. Didn't push off again.



Juniper dropped onto the swing beside her. Didn't ask. Just sat there, kicking her legs, ears bobbing. Keeping company the way she did.



*What's happening to me?*



 ——————— 


Dad picked her up at three-fifteen. She took the bus some days, rode home with her friends, but not today.



His truck was parked in the pickup lane, same faded blue it had been since before she was born, same dent in the rear fender from backing into a mailbox, same coffee cup in the holder that he swore he'd wash eventually. Dad leaned against the driver's door, arms crossed, tail swaying lazily as he watched for her.



Dad was tall for a fox, broad-shouldered, with rust-red fur tinged silver at the muzzle and around his ears since Mama passed. He worked with his hands, always had, and it showed in the way he carried himself. Steady. Capable. Safe. She used to think he could fix anything. Broken toys, scraped knees, bad dreams. Sometimes she still thought that.



He spotted her coming through the crowd of kids and his ears perked forward. "There's my girl."



"Hi, Dad." She climbed into the passenger seat, buckled her seatbelt, tried to arrange her tail comfortably against the worn upholstery. "Ms. Chen liked my art project."



"Yeah?" He slid behind the wheel, and she caught the familiar scent of him. Sawdust and coffee and the cedar soap he used. "The star one you've been working on?"



"She said I have *talent.*" The word still felt strange in her mouth. "She wants me to take advanced art next year."



"That's my cub." His smile was warm, proud, but his nose gave one quick twitch as he looked at her, ears angling forward. "You feeling okay? You seem... different today."



"I'm fine." The word felt hollow. "Just tired."



He held her gaze a moment longer than usual. His whiskers twitched, and his ears settled back. Calm. Then he nodded and put the truck in gear.



"Straight home," he said. "You look like you could use some downtime."



She didn't argue. He reached over, ruffled the fur between her ears the way he'd done since she was small. "My little artist."



They drove through the quiet streets, radio playing softly, and Mira watched her father's hands on the wheel. Big hands. Steady hands. The same hands that had held her when she was a kit, that had bandaged her scrapes, that tucked her in every night.



She didn't know why everything felt so *present* today. So vivid.



Bear snorted in the backseat and pressed his head into her paw dangling next to the passenger door. That thick double coat, tawny and dark, heavy as a blanket.



She looked down. Bear was in the back, had been waiting in the truck, the way he sometimes did when Dad ran errands. But he wasn't lying down like usual. He was sitting up, alert, his dark eyes fixed on her with an intensity she'd never seen before. He caught her eyes in the gap between the seat.



His nose twitched. Once. Twice.



Her fur bristled and settled just as quickly. A tingle in her core at the eye contact.



 ——————— 


Home felt different in a way she couldn't explain.



Everything was the same. The sagging couch with Dad's old quilts draped over the arms, the photos climbing the stairwell wall, Bear's chew toys scattered across the hardwood, the smell of coffee and dog and *Dad.* But she was aware of it all in a way she hadn't been before. The textures. The scents. The way the air moved against her fur.



Bear followed her inside. Followed her to the couch, where she tried to do homework. Followed her to the kitchen, where she got a glass of water. His nose kept finding her, pressing against her hip, her thigh, the small of her back.



"Bear, *stop.*" She pushed him away for the third time. "What is *wrong* with you today?"



He whined. Pressed closer.



Dad watched from the kitchen doorway. "He can smell it," he said quietly.



"Smell what?"



A pause. Long enough to make her nervous.



"Your body's changing, cub." His voice was gentle. Careful. "You're growing up. And Bear... he can sense that. Animals are sensitive to these things."



"What things?" She didn't understand. Didn't *want* to understand, suddenly.



"It's natural, happens to all girls becoming women. Don't worry, we'll talk about it tomorrow." He crossed to her, pressed a kiss to the top of her head.



A soft dripping sound came from the kitchen. Dad's ears swiveled, and he sighed. "Oh, for—" He ducked back to check, and she heard him swear under his breath while he shut the valve, water pooled on the floor. "Pipe under the sink finally gave out. I need to run to the hardware store. Will you be okay for an hour?"



"I'm eleven, Dad. I think I can survive."



He smiled. But his eyes lingered on her, on Bear, pressed against her legs, and his ears tilted forward, nostrils flaring once before he caught himself.



"Back soon," he said. And then he was gone.



 ——————— 


Slipping


The book wasn't holding her attention.



Mira stared out the window, Bear settled at her feet, aware of that buzzing again. She'd been having it a lot lately, this weird restlessness under her skin, especially at night. Dreams she couldn't quite remember but made her blush. A sensitivity she didn't understand.



She shifted on the couch, and her foot brushed Bear's side. He lifted his head, looked at her with those dark eyes.



A twinge, low in her belly. She ignored it.



"I'm going to take a shower," she announced to the empty room, to Bear. She set down her book. The restless feeling was worse today. Maybe hot water would help.



She padded to the bathroom, Bear following the way he always did. She didn't think anything of it; he often lay on the bathmat while she showered, some protective instinct that had never bothered her. He was her shadow.



She undressed without thinking, dropping her clothes in the hamper. Caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror. Still small, still kit-shaped, her green eyes blinking back at her from a pointed fox muzzle. Orange-russet fur fading to cream at her throat and belly, the black tips of her ears like little lightning bolt ink marks. Her hips were just starting to hint at a curve, though her chest was still flat, barely anything there yet. *Maybe soon.* She turned sideways, checking, then did a little twirl that made her bushy white-tipped tail fan out behind her. She stuck her tongue out at her reflection and hopped into the shower.



The shower helped a little. Hot water on her shoulders, instantly matting her fur, steam filling the small space. She stood under the spray longer than necessary, letting her mind go blank. She massaged shampoo into the short fur between her ears, working suds up as she moved down her cheeks, careful of her eyes and snout. Next she focused on her hips and flat but sensitive chest. More shampoo for her tail; she worked it carefully into the longer fur as water ran off the soaked tip, orange-brown fading to the white tip that looked almost like an art brush.



When she finished, she turned the handle, cutting off the stream. Took a deep breath in the warm humid air, then did a rolling full-body shake from head to tail tip, once, twice, going from soaking wet to damp. She would use a towel, then the blow dryer to get the rest.



Mira wrung out her tail for good measure and stepped out. Cool air hit her damp fur and she shivered. Bear was right there. Waiting.



She reached for her towel, and he nosed at her thigh.



"Bear, move." She pushed at him gently, but he didn't budge. His nose pressed against her hip, sniffing—really *sniffing,* deep inhales that made his whole body move with them.



"What's gotten into you?"



She tried to step around him, but the bathroom was small. Her back hit the counter. The cool edge pressed against her bare ass, tail on the counter, and Bear pressed closer from the front, his nose trailing along her damp fur.



She gasped.



His nose was cold and wet against her hip, but his breath—oh god, his *breath* was warm. Hot, even. It washed over her thigh in steady pulses, and something in her belly responded. Not a twinge this time. A *throb.*



"Bear—"



He licked her.



Just once. Right at the crease of her thigh, where her leg met her body. His tongue was wide and rough and impossibly *warm,* and her knees nearly buckled at the sensation.



What was *happening?*



She should have pushed him away, grabbed the towel, locked herself in her room. Pretended this wasn't—



He licked again. Higher this time. The edge of his tongue brushed against something that sent electricity straight up her spine. She heard herself moan—involuntary, reflexive, honest. Surprising.



"Oh god, Bear, what are you—" Strangled. Half a whimper.



But she wasn't pushing him away. Couldn't make herself. Her hands found the counter edge and gripped hard as his tongue dragged across the place between her legs, and her whole body shuddered.



*Dad said to wait,* some distant part of her brain whispered. *Not yet. Not ready.*



But her body didn't care about waiting. And Bear wasn't a boy like her Dad warned about—Bear was *Bear.* Her body was coming alive under his tongue—raw, rough, *animal.* The restlessness she'd been carrying for days was suddenly *focused*—concentrated into that single point where his tongue kept returning, again and again.



She found herself spreading her legs wider. Tilting her hips. *Letting* him.



"*Bear—*" His name became a moan. "*Oh, Bear—*"



His tongue pushed *inside* her.



Mira's hands slapped against the mirror behind her, leaving wet prints on the glass. *Heavy wet slap.* That thick, rough tongue pushing, the texture so different from anything she'd known, every ridge of it dragging against her walls.



On shaking legs she tried to step past the Akita, bracing against the counter as she turned. Now she faced the mirror. Green eyes wide and staring back at her but lidded with... what was she feeling? This felt so good. She looked behind her at Bear, buried muzzle-deep, and lifted her tail for him, leaning forward. Looking forward again, her breath fogged the glass. She started panting.



He was thorough. Methodical. Licking her open with an animal patience that didn't care about her whimpers, her gasps, the way her thighs were trembling uncontrollably. His nose bumped against her clit with each stroke, and every bump sent another shock through her system.



The feeling welling up inside her was building. Something familiar but *wilder*—a pressure low in her belly, coiling tighter with each pass of his tongue.



"*I'm going to—*" She knew this feeling. Knew what came next. But not like this. Never this intense. "*It's too much—I can't—*"



Then he stopped.



She almost cried out at the loss. Her body was *humming* now—her clit swollen and pulsing, her entrance clenching around nothing, her whole being desperate to be filled again.



"*Bear, please—*" She was begging a dog. She didn't care. "*Please, I need—*"



She looked down and saw.



His cock.



It had emerged from his sheath while she wasn't looking—wet and strange and *alive,* nothing like what she'd imagined when she'd wondered. She could see the blood moving through it, could see it twitch with each thump of his heart. Something at the base was already starting to swell.



She couldn't look away.



Before she could move, before she could think, Bear reared up and his front paws landed on either side of her on the counter, claws clicking against the laminate. The weight of him slammed against her back—every pound of Akita, all muscle and intent, pressing her forward, bending her over the sink.



His fur pressed against hers, meshing. Heat radiated from his body, so much warmer than her own. His cock *prodded* at her, searching blindly for the entrance his tongue had prepared.



"*Wait—*" she gasped. "*I don't know if I can—*"



He found his target.



The tip pressed against her opening. Slick, *hot.* Like a brand against her core.



Her breath caught.



He thrust and Mira yelped.



Not from pain—though there was that, a brief bright *stretch* as her body opened around him. Mostly it was *sensation.* Overwhelming, impossible, her body suddenly *full* in a way nothing had prepared her for—all at once, no warning, no gentleness.



His cock slid into her in one long stroke, spreading her open around its thickening girth. She felt every inch, felt herself stretch around him, felt the texture of him dragging against her insides as he pushed deeper.



"*Oh—*"



He bottomed out. She felt his sheath press against her, felt his full length buried inside her, felt the tip of him buried deep, nudging and pressing against her innermost barrier.



And then he started to move.



Bear didn't wait for her to adjust.



He started thrusting immediately—fast, so *fast,* a rhythm nothing like her own heartbeat, animal and relentless, his hips hammering against her ass before she could draw a full breath.



Every thrust drove him deep—that tip hitting her barrier, *punching* it. Every withdrawal dragged his ridged shaft along her walls, the texture rougher than anything she'd known, lighting up nerves she didn't know she had. The *sounds*—wet, obscene, her own slickness being churned into foam around him.



She couldn't think. Could barely breathe. The counter was the only thing keeping her upright as Bear fucked her, his paws gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. Every thrust punched a sound out of her—high, desperate noises she didn't recognize as her own voice.



"*Oh god oh god oh god—*"



It was too much. It wasn't enough. Her body had taken over, pushing back against him, meeting his thrusts, clenching around his cock like it was trying to pull him deeper. Her tail instinctively flipped to the side and over her back giving him access. The pressure in her belly was building again, that coiling sensation from before, tighter now, more urgent.



Her legs gave out.



One moment she was bent over the counter, the next her knees were buckling—turning to jelly under the relentless pounding. She slid down against the cabinet, hands scrabbling for purchase, and Bear came with her. His paws slipped off the counter as she sank, claws scraping laminate, and then they were both on the bathroom floor. Her paws and knees hit cold, damp, tile. Bear's weight settled heavy on her back, his hips never stopping, that animal rhythm continuing without pause even as they found this new position.



*Better,* her body decided without consulting her. More stable. Her arms braced against the floor, her back arched, her ass pushed up to meet him, and the angle changed. He went deeper. Hit places the counter position hadn't reached.



"*Something's—something's happening—*"



Her fingers curled against the cold tile, nails scraping for purchase. She felt something at his base. Something that hadn't been there before—or had been there, but smaller. Now it was *growing.*



"*What—*" she gasped. "*What's—*"



The swelling caught at her entrance with each thrust. A firm pressure that pulled at her rim, stretched it slightly, then slipped free. *Catch, release. Catch, release.* Each time slightly larger. Each time stretching her opening a little wider.



"*Bear—*" She could feel it growing. "*Something's getting bigger—*"



*His knot.* A throbbing mass at his base, growing with each of his heartbeats. The size of her fist now, then bigger, still growing, radiating heat against her stretched entrance. The shaft moved easily enough—her body had already learned to take that—but this was something else. Something that wanted *in.*



"*Bear, it's so big—*" Her own heartbeat was racing to match his. They were synchronizing through the place where his body met hers.



The knot caught hard at her entrance. The widest part spread her impossibly wide with each thrust—her tissue went white, blood forced out, then flushing red as it rushed back when the knot slipped free. In, out, open, release. Each time yielding more. Each time closer to locking.



"*I can't—*" It was huge now. Impossibly huge. Her cheek pressed against the tile, her breath fogging the cold surface. "*Bear, I can't take something that big—*"



He thrust harder.



His haunches trembled with the effort, driving that burning mass against her opening. Her rim stretched white. Burned. Stretched wider.



"*Please*—" She didn't know if she was begging him to stop or to continue. Her hips pushed back against him, her entrance trying to *welcome* what her mind still feared. "*It's too big—I can't—*"



The knot demanded entry. She felt her own tissue screaming, felt the exact moment her body surrendered—



And then it sank inside her.



Mira *screamed.*



The knot pushed past her entrance in one sudden motion, her body giving way all at once. She felt it *lock* inside her—felt her entrance close around the narrower shaft behind it, trapping that massive swelling.



She was *stuck.* But Bear kept thrusting, each thrust tugged at her, pulling her ass higher to meet him, tied and hanging from him.



A few more shallow pumps, testing the lock, settling himself fully—and then Bear slowed above her, his cock buried to the root, his knot wedged deep. His animal thrusting calmed a little, smaller movements now that he was fully within her. That impossible fullness pressed against her inner walls, still swelling as the last rush of blood finished engorging him. He panted above her, satisfied, forelegs still clamped around her thighs, her chest pressed flat against the tile while he held her hips up against him.



"*Oh—*" Pinned beneath him, ass in the air, her pussy clenching helplessly around the mass that locked her to him. She gasped and panted, tongue lolling, drool slipping from her lips onto the tile. The fullness was *immense*—the knot pressing against every wall at once, spreading her from the inside in ways that bordered on too much. "*It's so big—I can feel it—*"



His heartbeat. *Through* the knot. *Thump. Thump. Thump.* Part of her now.



Then he started to cum.



He'd been drizzling thin, watery fluid since the beginning—she'd felt it, a constant warm trickle that had made everything slick and easy. But this was different. This was *real.*



The first true spurt hit her deepest place like a jet of liquid fire.



"*Ah*—"



His shaft flexed—a thick pulse that traveled his full length and *splashed* against that barrier, that gate, hitting it harder and hotter than anything she'd felt there before. Thicker than the watery drip that had been leaking. Heavier. *Scalding.*



"*Bear—*" Another spurt. Another flood of heat against her deepest wall. "*Bear, you're cumming inside me—*"



Knotted. On the bathroom floor. Bear's seed flooding into her—thick, hot spurts that hit her deepest wall every few seconds, each one a distinct *pulse* she could count.



One. Two. Three.



The second orgasm hit her before she could process the first.



She came, *shuddering,* tongue lolling, eyes rolled back, and he was still going. Her inner walls clenched in rhythmic waves, gripping his shaft, milking his cock, and each clench triggered another spurt of cum against that deep place. She'd squeeze, he'd pulse, she'd cum harder, squeeze again.



"*I CAN'T STOP—*" She was sobbing now, cumming and crying at the same time, her body wracked with sensations too big to hold. "*He keeps—I keep—it won't stop—*"



Four. Five. Six. Seven.



The knot sealed her shut. Nowhere for it to go. Each pulse just pooled behind the last, thickening, settling, pressing her open from the inside.



"*So much—*" Her nipples burned against the cold tile. Below her navel, the pressure was growing. Her lower half hung from where her pussy clasped his knot, heavy and swaying when she breathed, bouncing with each shallow thrust Bear still pumped into her, warm and liquid and *real.* "*There's so much—I'm so full—*"



Another flex. This one made her gasp differently, this was deeper, duller. Her body softened around it. Accepting. Her walls barely clenched anymore. Just held him. Just let him deliver.



She could taste salt at the back of her throat. Drool slipped from her open muzzle onto the tile. Her tongue lolled. Her eyes unfocused. She was making sounds she couldn't hear anymore—small, wet, animal sounds, punched out of her with each pulse.



Eight. Nine. Ten. Eleven.



She came again—or maybe she'd never stopped. Her body just clenched and released, clenched and released, milking him in waves she couldn't control.



*Throb.* Her belly was heavy now. When she shifted her knees, the weight settled lower, thick and liquid. She was past counting. Her cheek rested on cool tile. Bear panted above her, forelegs locked around her thighs, holding her hips up against him. Everything had gone soft and magnified—individual veins pressed against her inner walls, ridges she could trace with muscles she'd never used before, every detail impossibly vivid.



The weight of her family dog emptying himself into her, and her body just taking it, taking all of it, warm and full and *gone.*



*Don't stop,* she thought, drifting somewhere warm, eyes rolled back, ass in the air, her tail curled against his belly. *Don't ever—*



Bear's hips slowed further, then held. Stilled. But the knot kept working, his seed pumping into her with each pulse.



Bear's forelegs released her hips, his front paws thudded to tile. Her lower half stayed up even as her nipples and cheek remained pressed to the tile—held by the knot alone, Bear braced foursquare above her, her body stretched and dangling from his knot, knees barely grazing the floor, her vulva dripping and clenching.



 ——————— 


The front door opened.



"Mira? I'm back, got everything I needed—"



Ice flooded her veins.



She jerked upright—or tried to. The knot caught behind her entrance and her body clamped down on it, hard, involuntary, every muscle seizing around the intrusion. The pull dragged Bear forward, his claws scraping tile, and the knot ground against her front wall and she flushed hot and moaned before she could stop herself.



Footsteps in the hallway. Coming closer.



 ——————— 


Understanding


Time stopped.



Dad stood frozen in the doorway, keys still in his hand. His eyes moved from Mira's tear-streaked face to Bear mounted on her back, to the place where their bodies were joined—the stretched rim of her entrance, pink and swollen, wrapped tight around the shaft just behind Bear's knot.



"Daddy." Her voice cracked. "I can't—he's stuck—I can't get him off—"



She scrambled. Pulled harder. Her rim stretched white around the narrower shaft, the knot bulging against it from inside, refusing to pass. Each tug made her pussy grip tighter, made the knot press harder against the spot that sent sparks up her spine. Bear growled, confused, his hind legs shuffling for purchase, and she felt him throb inside her, another spurt of warmth hitting deep.



She stopped. Panting. Defeated. Naked on the bathroom floor, belly heavy with dog cum, ass in the air, damp cheek against cold tile, tail flipped over her back. Bear's knot, big as a grapefruit, locked behind her entrance. She couldn't fight the physics of it. Her body wouldn't let her go.



Bear shifted his weight. Turned. One hind leg swung over her back in that rotation dogs do when tied, and the knot rotated inside her.



The whole mass of it dragging against her walls as it turned. Slow. Heavy. Her body was stretched so tight around it that every degree of rotation ground the bulb across new nerves. It caught her front wall first, that swollen spot behind her pubic bone, and the pressure was so deep and so wide she couldn't tell if it was pain or pleasure. Then it kept turning, dragging past, and her walls clenched around it involuntarily, which only pressed the knot harder against everything it was already crushing. Her thighs shook. Her claws scraped tile. The rotation squeezed something out of her, warm fluid forced past the seal of the knot, spattering the tile between her knees in a wet sound that filled the bathroom.



A tiny, helpless mewl leaked out of her. Right there. In front of her father.



She expected horror. Disgust. Expected him to shout, to try to pull Bear away, to look at her like she was broken and wrong. He told her no boys.



Instead, his ears pressed forward. His breath caught, then released slow and deliberate, like he was breathing her in. His shoulders dropped. His tail uncurled from his leg. And his eyes went soft in a way she'd only seen when he looked at old photos of Mama.



"Oh, sweetheart." He set his keys on the edge of the sink. Knelt down beside her, right there on the bathroom floor, his face level with hers. His eyes were soft. "There you are."



"What?" She didn't understand. Bear's cock pulsed inside her. Another spurt of cum hitting her deepest place eliciting a gasp. "Daddy, I don't—he keeps—every few seconds he—"



"I know." Dad's hand found her cheek, wiped away tears with his thumb. "That's his knot, sweetheart. It locks you together while he fills you. It'll soften when he's done."



"How long?" Another pulse. Another gasp.



"Fifteen, twenty minutes. Sometimes longer." His voice was gentle, patient, the same voice he used when explaining math homework. "Just breathe. Let your body adjust."



"It feels—" She couldn't find words. The fullness was familiar but *more.* The heat so much hotter than she'd expected. The steady *pump-pump-pump* against her deepest places. "It's so much. I didn't know it could stretch this far."



"You can." Dad stroked her fur. "This is exactly what we've been getting ready for... I guess Bear just couldn't wait for his turn."



She stared at him, overwhelmed, and Bear's cock pulsed again. Her eyes rolled back.



"*Daddy—*"



"I know. I know, sweetheart." He kept stroking her fur. "Just feel it. Don't fight it. You're allowed to enjoy this. It's what your body needs right now."



What she *needs.* The word echoed.



Bear pulsed inside her again, and her mind drifted. Back. All the way back.



 ——————— 


Six months after Mama died. Sick, slow at first, then all at once.



She had just turned seven, and she couldn't sleep. The house was too big without Mama in it. Without *Autumn.* Too quiet, the wrong kind of dark. Aunt Summer had stayed for two weeks after the funeral, but then she'd gone home too. Dad cooked dinners that didn't taste right. Washed sheets that didn't smell like her anymore. The flowers people brought kept dying on the kitchen counter, and nobody threw them away.



But Daddy's bed was warm. The house got small again when she could hear him breathing.



She'd padded down the hallway in her nightgown, Bear padding behind her, heading for Dad's room the way she did most nights now.



The door was cracked open. She pushed it wider.



Dad was sitting on the edge of the bed, head in his hands. His shoulders shook. In the dim light from the hallway, she could see the wet tracks on his muzzle.



"Daddy?"



He looked up. His eyes were red, raw. He smelled different, something thick and sharp under the familiar Dad-scent. Something she didn't have a name for yet.



"Hey, sweetheart." He wiped his face quickly, tried to smile. "Bad dream?"



"I miss Mama." She climbed onto the bed beside him, the way she always did. "Do you miss Mama?"



He sighed, soft. "Every minute, baby girl. Every minute."



She crawled into his lap without asking.



It was the most natural thing in the world, the way she'd done it a hundred times since Mama died. Needing the warmth. The safety. The proof that she wasn't alone in this too-big house. She settled against his broad chest, her nightgown riding up as she curled her legs beneath her.



Dad was wearing his old flannel sleep pants, the loose ones with the single button at the front, soft from years of washing. The way she settled, straddling him, her bare center pressed to that button. Directly over where his sheath lay tucked beneath the fabric.



His arms wrapped around her. Held her close. She could feel his heartbeat against her cheek, faster than usual.



"Daddy's here," he murmured into her fur. "I've got you."



She nuzzled closer. Shifted to get comfortable. Her weight pressing down against that soft bulge beneath the flannel, and Dad made a small sound. Breath caught.



She didn't think anything of it. Just kept wiggling. Her warm little body finding its place against him the way it always did. Her weight shifting, pressing, settling with the fidgety restlessness of a child who couldn't find the right spot.



Beneath her, through the soft flannel, she felt something... stirring. Not hard. *Swelling.* His sheath growing fuller, thicker against her as blood began to fill what lay inside. The bulge she was sitting on was getting bigger.



She wiggled again, curious about the sensation. Beneath her, his whole body tensed.



"Mira—" His voice sounded strange. "Maybe you should—"



"I want to stay." She pressed closer, her nightgown riding up to her hips now. Her bare little mound flush against his swelling sheath. Her folds pressing against the soft puffy shape boys had, the one she didn't. "Please, Daddy. I don't want to be alone."



The swell of Daddy's lap pulsed beneath her. She could feel it now, growing, unfolding, pressing outward against the furry covering. The shape pointed straight up at her, aimed at her warmth by his fox anatomy, the tip nudging directly against the thin flannel that separated them.



"Daddy? Something's getting bigger under me."



"It's—" His voice was strained, distant. "It's just—your body is warm, sweetheart. It's our bodies talking."



She didn't understand. But she was curious. She ground down against the growing presence, and felt something *give*—the tip of his cock pushing out of his sheath, still in his pants, but now a distinct point pressing up against the flannel. Right against where she sat. Right against *her.*



"*Oh—*" The tip found the gap where the button didn't quite hold. As she wiggled, trying to understand what was happening, the tapered point pushed through the loose overlap of fabric. Hot, bare skin emerged—and pressed directly against her, parting the soft outer folds of her little vulva, nudging into the seam where they met.



"Daddy, something's touching me—"



"*Mira—* You're saying hello." His voice was low, breathy, distracted. His hands gripped her hips, trying to lift her, to shift her up his chest, away from what was happening. "We shouldn't—this isn't—this is for grown ups, your Mama and me—"



But as he lifted her, she slid back down. Her small weight pressing that emerging tip back against her tender parts. She could feel it now, hot and wet and *growing,* the tapered point nudging at her opening each time she moved.



"It tickles," she breathed. "It keeps poking at my—at my private place."



Dad groaned. His hips made a tiny movement—involuntary, helpless—and the tip pressed more firmly against her entrance. Not inside. Just *there.* Kissing her. Dancing against her opening as it continued to grow.



"You need to hold still," he managed. "Please, baby, you need to—"



But she couldn't hold still. Each time she shifted, the growing tip slid along her slit, teased at her opening, nudged at the sensitive button at the top. She was wet now—she could feel it, a slickness she didn't understand. Each movement made the tip slide more easily against her.



"It's getting longer," she whispered, looking down between them. She could see it now, the tapered pink tip poking through the gap in his flannel, glistening with her wetness where it rubbed against her. More emerged with each pulse of his heart, his sheath retracting as his cock continued to grow. "Daddy, I can see it coming out of you."



His sheath was stretched tight now, the furry covering pulled back as inch after inch of pink shaft emerged. She watched, fascinated, as the shape grew between their bodies—pressing up along her slit, the tapered tip rubbing against her belly, the thickening shaft spreading her folds around it.



"It's so warm," she breathed. She couldn't help herself, she ground down against it, rubbing her slit along the growing length, slicking him where they rubbed together. "It feels good when I move on it."



"*God—*" Dad's hips bucked. More of his cock pushed free, and she felt something else emerging from his sheath now. Something thicker. Rounder. A swelling at the base that pressed against the single button of his flannel, straining the fabric.



"Oh!" She yipped happily, grinding his length. "It's really big—"



The knot emerged fully from his sheath—blood-engorged, the size of a small apple—and the pressure was too much. The button popped open with a soft *snap,* the flannel parting, and suddenly his full length was free. His cock stood rigid between their bodies, the tip nudging at her belly, rubbing lengthwise along her pussy, trapped between them. The knot pressed against her tiny mound, her whole weight sitting on it.



She reached down without thinking. Wrapped her fingers around him, just above the knot. His cock came up to her chest in this position. She leaned close and sniffed at it while she held him.



Dad made a sound she'd never heard before. Raw, broken, *desperate.*



"It's alive," she whispered, feeling it throb in her grip. "I can feel your heartbeat in it, Daddy. It's so hard. And this big part at the bottom—" Her hand slid lower, fingers releasing the shaft to explore the knot her pussy was pressing against. It pulsed with heat. "What is this?"



"That's—" His voice broke. "That's Daddy's knot, baby. It's what—it's for—"



He couldn't finish. His hips were moving now, tiny thrusts that slid his shaft through her grip, that rubbed his cock against her wet slit and slid it in front of her. She was still straddling him, still pressed against him, and each movement ground his length between their bodies.



"It feels good," she said simply. And kept stroking. Her eyes were wide and she gave him a tentative lick. *Salty.*



 ——————— 


Dad holding her. Breathing deep. His hips making those small movements against her. His cock fully emerged now, standing rigid through the gap in his flannel pants, throbbing against her bare fur.



She felt wonderment, a little confusion. But there was something hypnotic and dreamy about it: the rhythm, the warmth, the way Dad's arms held her so tight. The soft sounds he made into her fur. This was the closest she'd ever been held, something radiating deep in a place she didn't have a name for. She moved to his subtle rolling rhythm, giggling gently as the feeling tickled her, and she had a funny thought: *daddy and daughter dancing together.*



Her hand stayed wrapped around him, feeling every throb, every pulse of heat. She didn't know what she was doing. Just knew the rhythm felt nice, that the sounds he made when she squeezed meant she was helping.



His hips rolled harder. The rhythm broke its gentle pattern. The long slide of his shaft along her slit wasn't enough anymore. His hands shifted on her hips, sliding her along his shaft like a sword being sheathed, angling her body until his tip caught at her opening instead of sliding past.



She felt the difference immediately. Not the broad warmth of his shaft pressing along her folds, but the focused pressure of his tapered tip—slick, insistent—nosing between those soft puffy lips to find the small opening tucked inside.



"*Mira—*" A strangled groan. "*We can't—Shouldn't—*"



But his hips didn't stop and he guided each moment despite his words. She didn't want him to stop. Each roll pressed the tip more firmly against her opening, grinding in tiny circles that made her whole body shiver. Her grip tightened on his shaft below her, feeling every throb, every desperate pulse.



The tip pushed. Just barely. Just the very end of him pressing into the tight ring of her opening.



She gasped. Not pain—pressure. Fullness. Something trying to fit where it couldn't quite go.



"*It's too big,*" she breathed. "*Daddy, you're too big.*"



"*I know.*" His voice broke. "*I know, baby. I shouldn't—you can't take me there. Not yet. But this—*" He rocked against her, the tip kissing her entrance, pressing and retreating, pressing and retreating. "*Just this. Just feeling you. God, you're so warm. So soft. Just like she was.*"



The rhythm continued. His cock nudging against her opening with each roll of his hips, never pushing inside, just nestled *there.* Kissing her. Tasting her warmth. The wet tip painting her entrance with something slick and hot.



Mira didn't understand what was happening, but her body did. Her hips started moving too—tiny rolls that matched his rhythm, pressing back against the pressure, chasing the strange warmth spreading through her belly.



"*God—*" Dad's voice had gone thick, wrecked. "*Yes—just like—you feel so good, baby—I've needed this so much—*"



She could feel it. The throb of him against her entrance. The way he twitched with each heartbeat, every ridge and pulse pressed against her sensitive skin. The desperation in his movements, a need that matched her own.



"*Daddy—*" She didn't know what she was asking for. "*It feels—something's happening—*"



"*I know, baby.*" His breath was ragged. "*Me too. I'm so close. I need—I need—*"



His hips stuttered. The rhythm broke. He ground against her harder, pressing firmly—and this time, her body gave. Just a little. Just enough.



The tip slipped inside.



"*Oh—*" She felt it—the tapered point nestling into her entrance, held snug by her tiny folds. Not deep. Barely an inch. But *inside.*



"*Oh god—*" His whole body shuddered. "*Mira—I'm—*"



Hot cum pulsed directly into her.



She gasped at the sensation. Like a warm shower at bedtime, but splashing *inside* her, *filling* her. His tip lodged just inside her entrance, pulsing, each spurt injecting his heat into the shallow space her body could hold.



"*Yes—*" The word tore out of him. "*Just there, baby—*"



Each throb, each spurt pumped into her. The heat spreading through her instead of out. Most of it had nowhere to go—she was too small, too tight, and she felt it leaking around his tip, spilling down between her thighs. But some stayed. Some found its way deeper, pooling in that small warm space where his tip was nestled.



He filled her up. More than she would have thought possible. His cock pulsing at her entrance, giving her everything.



Finally, the pulses slowed. Dad's body went slack, his head falling back against the headboard. But he didn't pull out—his tip stayed nestled, plugging her, keeping his warmth where he'd put it. Mira lay against his chest, nuzzling her Dad, mind hazy and body radiating a new kind of warmth.



She didn't move. He didn't either. Just breathing. His softening cock still lodged in her entrance, still leaking the last traces into her.



Then Dad's eyes opened. The haze cleared.



And the horror flooded in.



"Oh god. I'm *sorry*, cub." He looked down—at his cock pressed against his daughter's bare slit, at the mess he'd made of her, at what he'd just done. "Mira, I—"



"I liked it, Daddy..." She reached down, curious. Touched the wetness coating her. Brought her fingers to her face.



"What is this?" She sniffed it. Touched her tongue to it experimentally. Salty. Thick. Strange but not unpleasant. "Daddy, what did you give me?"



His mouth trembled. His ears pressed flat, but the tension around his muzzle was loosening, his eyes going soft even as they shone.



"It's... it's a kind of milk," he said. His voice so small she had to lean in. He looked to the side, avoiding her curious eyes, "Daddy's milk."



"It came out of you?" She was still examining her fingers, still tasting. "From the hard part?"



"Yes."



"Can I have more?"



Dad stared at her. His cock, still pressed against her entrance, twitched.



"Mira—"



"I want to see where it comes from." She was already shifting, turning in his lap, curious and unashamed. "I want to watch it happen."



Dad's breath caught. She felt him stir against her, thickening at her words.



"Mira, we shouldn't—" But his voice was weak. His body was already responding to her curiosity, to her small hand reaching down to touch the source of all that warmth. "What we just did... Daddy shouldn't have..."



"But I already said I liked it." She wrapped her fingers around him, felt the soft flesh beginning to stir again. "It felt good. Didn't it feel good for you too?"



He couldn't lie. Not with his body already hardening in her grip.



"Yes," he whispered. "God help me. Yes."



"More please Daddy." She squeezed gently, the way instinct told her to. "Show me how Mama used to take care of you."



For a long moment, he just looked at her. She held on and waited, because she wanted more and he was the one who knew how.



She watched him fight it. His ears flattened, his tail curled tight against his leg.



Instead, he showed her. The way Mama used to do it, he said. How to nurse on him. How to suckle. How to swallow the warm milk he'd give her at the end.



She learned.



 ——————— 


Later, they lay together in the rumpled sheets. His body slack, spent. She curled against his side, her belly warm and full, tasting salt on her lips.



When she looked up at him, his ears were pressed flat. His shoulders had gone rigid. The warmth had drained from his expression, replaced by something harder, not like when she got in trouble exactly. He looked like he felt like *he* was in trouble.



"I shouldn't have done that with you, little one." His voice was quiet, controlled. "That was wrong of me. I'm the adult. I'm supposed to protect you, not..."



He trailed off. Couldn't finish.



Mira didn't understand. She'd helped him. Why was that bad?



She crawled up his body and settled against his chest. He tensed, but his arms came around her anyway. Instinct, habit.



"Daddy, you're not sad anymore."



"What?"



"Before, your face was all tight. Even when you smiled." She pressed her palm to his chest. "But now it's soft. Like before Mama got sick."



He went still.



"I liked helping," she said simply. "It felt warm. Like something important."



For a long moment, he didn't speak. She could feel him wrestling with something. His body went still, then slowly, slowly loosened.



"Mira... what we did isn't something daddies usually do with their daughters. I could get in a lot of trouble, I don't know how you'll feel as you grow older."



"I won't tell if you can get in trouble... but Mama did it with you? You said so."



"Yes."



"And it helped you?"



A long pause. "Yes."



"Then I want to keep helping." She yawned, suddenly sleepy. The warmth in her belly was spreading, making her eyelids heavy. "Tomorrow night. And the night after. Forever—even when we're both older."



"Sweetheart, I don't think—"



"You were so sad, Daddy." She was drifting now, her voice going soft and hazy. "For so long. If I can make you not-sad... I want to. It felt good to help. It felt like what I'm supposed to do."



Dad didn't answer for a long time. She was nearly asleep when she heard him speak.



"Okay." His voice cracked on the word. "Okay, baby. If you want to. Tomorrow night."



She smiled against his chest. Felt his hand stroking her fur. Felt the warmth of his body, the steady thrum of his heartbeat, and underneath it all, a lightness that hadn't been there in six months.



*I helped.*



 ——————— 


Presence


Dad's hand stroking her fur. The warmth spreading through her belly. His cock pulsed and she felt warmth flood into her deepest place—familiar, thick, *his*—and Dad's fingers were threading through her headfur, and the warmth kept coming, and she sighed into it—



Another pulse. Hotter. Bigger.



*Wait.*



Dad's hand was still on her fur. But the cock inside her was too deep, too wide, locked in place by something enormous. That wasn't—



*Bear.*



The bathroom floor surfaced beneath her knees. Cold tile against her cheek. The knot stretching her open, throbbing with another delivery of heat. And Dad's hand still stroking her fur—the same hand, the same gesture, the only thing that hadn't changed between then and now.



She let the haze evaporate from her mind. The memory made her smile. *Daddy's milk,* she mused, settling back into the present. *I believed it then. I need it now.*



"There you are." Dad's voice was gentle. "You went somewhere for a moment."



"I was remembering," she murmured. Dreamy. Distant. "The first night."



Dad's ears pressed back, not alarm, just recognition. She'd pulled him back there too. Memory of his own.



"That was a long time ago," he said softly. "You've grown so much since then."



Bear's knot pulsed. She felt another spurt of warmth flood into her, and her walls clenched around him involuntarily.



"*Oh—*" Her back arched. "*How much longer?*"



Dad checked, tilting his head to look at where they were joined. His ears angled forward as he studied the stretched pink rim of her entrance, the furred sheath pressed against her, the visible bulge of the knot through her lower belly.



"He's starting to soften," Dad said. "Five more minutes, maybe. Can you feel it getting smaller?"



She focused on the sensation. The knot was still huge, still stretching her in ways that felt impossible—but Dad was right. The iron-hard pressure was beginning to ease. The blood slowly draining from that swollen gland.



"A little," she breathed. "It doesn't feel as tight."



"Good." Dad's hand moved from the top of her head to her cheek, cupping her muzzle. "You're doing so well, cub. So brave."



*Cub.*



The word sent warmth through her chest. It always did. Her ears flushed and her tail wagged a little, brushing Bear and their shared tie. Mira shivered a moment at the tingling sensation of fur brushing where she stretched around him.



Bear shifted behind her in response. The movement tugged the softening knot against her entrance. She whimpered.



"Easy." Dad's hand found Bear's flank, steadying him. "Don't pull, boy. Let it happen naturally."



The next few minutes passed in a strange suspension. Bear's cock continued its slow release—fewer pulses now, further apart, each one depositing less warmth, some dribbling on the floor, but more still inside her. She could feel the pressure inside her gradually receding. The impossible fullness becoming merely very full, then just full, then...



She felt it *give.*



The knot slipped free. Mira yelped as her entrance released. The sensation was almost as intense as the penetration had been—her rim snapping back from its stretched state, the sudden *emptiness* inside her as Bear's cock withdrew. She felt herself gape open for a moment, felt the rush of fluid that poured out of her, and heard it spatter against tile.



Bear moved around her, his softening cock bouncing with each step as it slowly retreated back to his sheath. He circled once, sniffed at her raised backside, warm breath washing over her, then gave her one last lick with that broad tongue before padding out of the bathroom. She heard him settle in the hallway with a heavy sigh. He sounded done.



Mira stayed where she was, but pushed her flat chest off the floor for the first time since she had been pinned. Resting on her hands and knees on the cold tile, trembling, she held her tail up and to the side, trying not to get even more matted with dog cum than she already was. Bear's seed leaked out of her in thick rivulets, sliding down her inner thighs. The emptiness ached.



"Let me."



Dad's voice was soft. His hands found her hips, guided her up, helped her trembling legs unfold until she was bent over the counter instead of collapsed on the floor. She faced the mirror again. Her fur was a mess of drool and still damp from the shower.



Mira looked behind her. "Daddy?"



"Shh." His breath was warm against her thigh. "Let me take care of you."



Then his tongue found her.



"*Oh—*" She shuddered, her hands gripping the counter edge. Looking straight ahead in the mirror, she locked eyes with herself and saw her own pleasure, a flushed grin she barely recognized. "*Daddy—*"



His tongue was nothing like Bear's. Not rough, not demanding. This was *tender*—slow, careful strokes across her swollen, abused flesh. Lapping at the mess Bear had left behind—the thick seed still leaking from her, the slickness coating her thighs. Familiar, warm, and welcome.



"*That feels—*" She didn't need words. Her legs trembled as his tongue traced along her entrance, still puffy and gaping from the knot. He licked inside her—gentle, so gentle—cleaning Bear's seed from her stretched walls. "*Daddy, it feels good, it's not so sore.*"



He didn't answer. Just kept licking—patient, thorough strokes that soothed everywhere Bear had stretched her. His hands held her hips steady while his tongue worked. She knew this feeling. He'd done this before, when she was smaller, after the nights she'd take him in her mouth and he'd return the favor. The same careful tongue. But now he was licking dog cum out of her, and the tenderness of it made her chest ache. Her puffy nipples tingled, alive in the air after being pressed to cold tile so long.



"*More,*" she whispered. "*Don't stop.*" She looked straight ahead, her reflection gazed back, dreamy and satisfied. Ears flopping lazy with each lick.



Dad's tongue pressed deeper. Found places that were still tender, still throbbing from Bear's frantic thrusting. He licked them clean. Licked her open. Licked until the ache faded and warmth radiated through her.



"*Good girl.*" His voice was thick, muffled against her flesh. "*You took him so well.*"



His tongue found her clit—swollen, sensitive, still buzzing. She gasped, her hips jerking.



"*Daddy—*"



He pressed closer. Licked her there, soft and slow, until her legs were shaking for a different reason.



"I've got you." One last, long stroke across her entrance. Then he pulled back, pressed a kiss to her inner thigh. "There. All clean."



Mira stayed bent over the sink. Her legs were still trembling. Despite her cool damp fur her whole body felt warm.



 ——————— 


"Turn around, cub. Let me see."



Dad's hands were gentle as he guided her to turn. To lean back against the counter instead of forward over it. She could feel his eyes moving down her body. Could feel what she must look like—bare, flushed, dog cum still slick on her thighs.



"You're a little swollen." His fingers brushed against her thigh, not quite touching the source of the mess. "That's normal for your first time taking a knot. It'll go down."



"It feels..." She didn't have words. Empty. Aching. Wet in ways she'd never been wet before. "Strange. Like—I knew what your knot felt like against me, Daddy, we've been trying... But I didn't know it would feel like *this* when it came out. Like part of me left with it."



"That's different, isn't it?" Dad's voice was soft, understanding. "Grinding against my knot, feeling it press but not enter—that's not the same as having one locked inside you. Your body gets used to being *full.* Stretched around it. And when it leaves..."



"It wants it back," she finished. The ache between her legs pulsed as if in agreement.



"Will I—" She swallowed. "Will this happen again? With Bear?"



Dad was quiet for a moment. His hand came up to cup her cheek, thumb stroking through the soft fur.



"Do you want it to happen again?"



"Yes," she whispered.



Dad nodded slowly. His shoulders loosened, his tail uncurling from where it had wrapped tight around his leg.



"Then you understand this is another secret we keep." He took her hands in his, held them gently. "You already know how to hold what we share, little one. Just for us."



Mira nodded. She remembered the teacher's questions, back when she'd accidentally mentioned sleeping in Daddy's bed. The careful, probing words. How Dad had been quiet and serious for days after, and how she'd learned to be more careful with what she said.



"I understand, just for us."



"They have rules that don't make room for families like ours." His eyes met hers, intense and earnest. "But you're a good girl, and we both know how it works."



Her tail curled around her own thigh, a slow squeeze, and a blush crept warm through her cheeks. Not the physical warmth of Bear's release still leaking down her legs. Their shared secret had grown another layer, and they smiled at each other, knowing.



Mira guided him up to her level and kissed him.



*Lovers.*



 ——————— 


Dad ran her a bath.



Not a shower, a bath, in the big stone tub in his bathroom, with the good bubbles she only got on special occasions. He helped her climb in, guided her down into the warm water, and she gasped as the heat met her swollen, sensitive places. Dad turned on the jets, low, barely a hum, and the gentle pulses found her aching muscles, her tender thighs.



"Sore?" Dad asked.



"A little." She settled back, letting the warmth soak into her. "Good-sore. Does that make sense?"



"Of course." He pulled the stool over, sat beside the tub. Bear had followed them in, lying in his usual spot on the bathmat, watching with those dark eyes. "Your body went through something big today. It needs time to recover."



She looked down at herself through the bubbles. Her belly looked just a little rounder, hardly any different unless you knew to look, but she was *full.* Her vulva was puffy and swollen, the evidence of everything Bear had put inside her. A little pink tinged the water—*not much.* She'd expected worse, given how rough Bear had been.



"Will it stay in there? He kept me sealed so long it feels different than when we've done it."



"Some of it." Dad's hand trailed in the water, close to her but not touching. "Your body will absorb what it can. The rest will... come out on its own."



She nodded.



"Daddy?"



"Mm?"



"When you and Mama..." She hesitated. "Did Bear ever do this with her too?"



Dad's ears went back. He was quiet for a moment, gaze somewhere past her shoulder.



"Yeah," he said finally. "We adopted him as a puppy; he wasn't fixed, and we were thinking of breeding him... we didn't follow through with that. But Bear had needs, and when he needed release, she helped. She felt it was only right, and honestly, I loved watching them tied together."



"Really?"



"Mama was... special." His eyes went distant. "She was fearless and caring. Biggest heart I ever knew."



Mira absorbed this. *Mama.* She had so few memories: just warmth, softness, the smell of milk and fur. But this new information made her feel connected in a way she hadn't before.



"I feel connected, like Bear chose me..."



"He remembered." Dad's voice was soft. "In his own way. You remind me of her. Maybe it's that way for him."



She breathed deep. Mama had been Bear's too. And now she was.



"I want to be good for him," she said. "The way Mama was. The way I am for you now."



"You will be." Dad reached out, stroked her ear the way she liked. "You already are, little one."



 ——————— 


They didn't talk about it directly for the rest of the evening.



Dad made dinner, her favorite, grilled cheese with tomato soup. They ate together at the kitchen table, Bear lying at their feet the way he always did. Normal. Domestic. As if the bathroom hadn't happened.



But when she shifted in her chair and winced slightly, Dad's ears turned toward her. A silent check. *Are you okay?* She nodded, just barely, and he went back to his soup.



After dinner, she did her homework at the kitchen table while Dad washed dishes. Math problems. Spelling words. The familiar scratch of pencil on paper while her body thrummed with unfamiliar sensations. The tenderness between her legs, the strange emptiness where Bear's knot had been, the warmth still pooled deep inside her.



Bear lay under the table, his head resting on her foot. Every now and then his nose twitched, scenting the air near her legs. She wondered if he could smell himself on her still. *Must be able to. I can.*



"Bedtime, cub." Dad dried his hands on the dish towel. "You've had a big day."



She didn't argue. Her body was exhausted in ways she'd never felt before, wrung out, used, *satisfied* in some deep animal way.



In her room, he helped her change. "Arms up, little one." The same words he'd said every night since she was small enough to need help with buttons. She lifted them and he pulled her shirt over her head, careful of her ears, and slipped the nightgown down. His hands gentle. Routine. The ritual of a father putting his daughter to bed.



Dad tucked her in the way he always did. Smoothed the covers around her shoulders, brushed the fur back from her forehead, kissed her deeply. Bear jumped up and settled at the foot of her bed, his usual spot.



"Story?" she asked, the way she had since she was little.



Dad smiled. Pulled the worn copy of *Fairy Tails* from her shelf, the one Mama had read to her, before. He settled on the edge of her bed, opened to a random page, and began to read.



His voice was low and warm, the words familiar. She let them wash over her, half-dreaming already. The ache between her legs. The comfort of Dad's presence. Bear's warmth against her feet.



She was asleep before he finished the first page.



 ——————— 


Fulfillment

* Chapter 2: Fulfillment *


Fragmented Dreams


She dreamed. She dreamed of Daddy. Four years of warmth and patience and the slow opening of her body. The moments flitted across her experience as she drifted between them, savoring each one, her freshly washed sheets slowly soaking through beneath her where she was still leaking from Bear...



 ——————— 


*The second night.*



She heard the sounds before she understood them. Her first time with Daddy was yesterday and today he'd been funny, distant. Alone in his room, but she couldn't sleep, and Daddy had *said* she could help again, even if today he'd been sneaking away from her.



Soft panting drifted down the hallway from Dad's room. Quick breaths, almost like he was running in place. And underneath, a wet, rhythmic sound she'd never heard before.



She padded toward it in her nightgown, bare paws silent on the hardwood. Bear lifted his head from his spot at the foot of her bed but didn't follow. This felt like something just for her.



The door was cracked open. She pushed it wider.



Dad was on the bed, propped against the headboard, his flannel pants pushed down to his thighs. His hand was wrapped around his cock, stroking in that same rhythm she'd felt last night when she'd sat in his lap. She'd seen it at certain angles up close between them. But now she could really *see* his glistening length in full, flushed and swollen, emerging from his sheath with each stroke.



He hadn't noticed her yet. His eyes were closed, his head tilted back, lost in whatever he was feeling. His hand moved faster, his hips lifting slightly to meet each stroke.



"*Mira—*" he breathed, and her heart jumped. But he wasn't talking to her—he was saying her name while he stroked himself, his voice ragged and desperate. "*Baby, I'm so sorry—I can't stop thinking about—*"



*Her name. Mira's...* Heat tingled between her legs, sharp enough to make her fur stand on end. She was suddenly aware of the way the fabric of her panties brushed her vulva. Her paw drifted down unconsciously. She watched his hand move, up, down, the way his breath caught at the top of each stroke. Her body answered with a pulse of its own.



She stepped into the room.



Dad's eyes flew open. For a moment he just stared, frozen mid-stroke, his cock throbbing in his grip, his daughter standing in the doorway watching him.



"*Mira—*" This time it was horror. Shame flooding his face as he tried to cover himself. "*I didn't—this isn't—*"



But she was already climbing onto the bed the way she always did when she couldn't sleep. Her hand found his cock before he could tuck it away.



"It's warm," she said simply. "Like before." She wrapped both paws around him. She needed both to hold him properly, and even then the tip rose above her grip, her fingers unable to fully surround his thickness. Slick and flushed, twitching with his heartbeat. So big. So much bigger than anything about her.



She straddled him. The moment her weight settled over him, his cock jumped against her—finding her slit on its own, nudging, seeking. A broken gasp. His paws found her thighs and gripped.



She was slicker tonight. Her body had been thinking about this all day even when her mind hadn't. She pressed down and the tip found her opening.



One inch. That's what she'd taken last night, less really. His tip had nestled at her entrance, cum filling, then tasting, then sleep. Tonight she wanted more. Wanted him deeper.



She wiggled. Tiny circles with her hips, coaxing herself open around him, feeling the stretch build and ease. Her thighs trembled with the effort of lowering slowly.



"*We shouldn't—*" he said weakly.



"*It fits better tonight.*" Half a whisper, half a discovery. The soreness was still there, but fading and welcome, an ache that made her mind hazy and calm when she focused on it. She sank lower. Felt another half inch disappear inside her, her walls gripping him, adjusting. She rocked forward, then back, and each rock took a little more of Daddy inside her.



Two inches. She could feel his heartbeat inside her now. His and hers, almost the same rhythm, and the closeness of that made her eyes sting.



His paws found her hips—not pushing, not pulling. Just resting there, thumbs tracing small circles on her hip bones, matching the rhythm she'd set. "*You're doing this,*" he breathed. "*You're really—*" His voice broke. He sighed and looked at her, really looked. "*Careful, cub, don't rush. Let's do this properly.*"



"*More.*" She pressed down, felt resistance—her body's limit, the place where everything went tight and hot. She breathed. Wiggled again. And something gave, just slightly, letting his tip kiss a place deeper than last night had reached.



She couldn't go further. His thumbs had stilled, reading her.



His hips began to move—tiny pulses, his tip lodged as deep as she could take. She planted her paws on his chest and let her weight settle, keeping him deep, keeping him *there.* Each thrust sent sparks up her spine.



His cock swelled once, hard—she felt the channel along the underside jump. Then warmth bloomed against her inner walls. Thick, creamy, alive. Each pulse filling her—one, two, three, four—Daddy giving her everything he had.



"*It tickles me inside when it squirts—*"



It spilled around him—more than she could hold. But so much stayed. Thick and warm. Deeper than last night. She squeezed around him, trying to keep it in, and felt him shudder beneath her.



When his softening cock slipped free, she slid down his body and took him in her mouth. She'd been thinking about it all day. The warm milk, the weight of him on her tongue, the pride of taking care of him. He tasted like both of them now. She nursed until he came again, and swallowed everything.



She fell asleep with her head on his thigh, his softening cock still warm against her cheek. Full from both ends. Safe and warm against his fur.



 ——————— 


She shifted in her sleep. Through the wall, Dad's bedsprings creaked, restless, like her. The wet spot beneath her had grown; she could feel it in some distant, dreaming way. Warm and spreading.



The dream shifted forward...



 ——————— 


*A morning becoming routine. Still seven, months later.*



She woke before the alarm.



The hallway was dark. Cold hardwood under her pads, her ears swiveling through the house: furnace ticking, Bear's slow breathing from the foot of her bed, Dad's deeper rhythm from down the hall. Warm air tickled her fur as she walked past a vent.



His room was still a little cool so she sought warmth. She crawled under the covers and his scent found her immediately: cedar and musk and something sharp and male she couldn't name yet but knew the way she knew her own smell. His body a dark shape, breathing slow.



She found him by touch. Small paw tracing down his belly to the sheath. Warm, soft, his cock still tucked inside. She rubbed along the swell of it with her thumb, gentle, patient, and felt the first response, the tapered tip still nestled but flushed hot even in the dark.



She took him in her mouth. Tongue slipping into his sheath to greet him as he emerged.



Salt and musk. The taste that meant *morning* now, the taste that meant *ours.* She suckled the way he'd shown her, tongue pressing flat against the underside, lips sealed, steady pulls, and felt him grow against her. Thickening. Lengthening. Sliding free from the sheath inch by inch as her mouth drew him out.



His hand found her head. Paw resting, guiding, urging her against him, as if his paw had been looking for her in his sleep. Claws curling gently through the short plush fur between her ears.



"Morning, cub." Thick with sleep. Not even his eyes open yet.



She hummed around him. *Morning, Daddy.* Bobbed her head slow, just the tip and the first three inches; her jaw ached if she tried for more, but this was enough. This was what she could give.



Between her own legs, she felt wet, but she hadn't peed. Her hips shifted against the mattress, the gentle friction of her neat vulva brushing the sheets sparked, faint, confusing. She reached down with one paw and felt the wetness for the first time. Warm. Slippery. Not just a little like other times, she was dripping wet. She wiped her paw along Daddy's shaft to dry it and kept nursing.



His thumb traced the edge of her ear, then joined his forefinger to massage her gently where it was most sensitive. She closed her eyes and nursed him, steady and patient, the alarm still twenty minutes away, the house holding its breath. Just her and Daddy and the warm dark.



She felt him getting close. The shaft swelling thicker. His breathing gone shallow. His hips twitching once, twice.



"Good girl." Barely a whisper. "That's my good girl."



The first pulse flooded her mouth—hot, thick, salt-sweet. She swallowed and another came, and another, and she drank him down the way she drank warm milk before bed. *Delicious.* She'd grown to love his flavor, a special drink she couldn't just grab from the fridge.



When the last pulse faded she let him slip free. Licked her lips. Crawled up his body and tucked herself against his chest, her head fitting the hollow of his shoulder the way it always did. His arm came around her. Pulled her close.



She could still taste him. Would carry it to school in an hour, that warmth in her belly, and nobody would know. Nobody needed to.



Bear's claws clicked in the hallway. He padded in and settled heavy across their ankles with a satisfied groan.



"You're sore," Dad said quietly. He always noticed. His paw found the tender place on her hip where she'd been stretched the night before. Three fingers instead of two. He had cum inside her, the way that they did, with just his tip to help lubricate first. Then he'd stretched her gently. Even so, she'd cried a little at the end. Not pain, exactly. Just the bigness of what they were working toward.



"A little." *Still worth it.*



"Rest today." His muzzle pressed into the fur between her ears. "We'll play tomorrow."



She nestled deeper. His heartbeat slowing under her cheek. Bear's weight warm across their feet. The alarm would go off soon. Breakfast. School. Pretending.



But right now it felt good being home.



 ——————— 


A sound outside her window, a car passing, headlights sweeping briefly across the ceiling. She stirred but didn't wake. Bear's paw twitched once against the mattress, some dog-dream of his own. His ear flicked. A muffled sound, half-whine, half-sigh, escaped his muzzle.



Her thighs pressed together in her sleep. Still slick. Still aching, even unconscious. Her body remembering what her mind was reliving...



 ——————— 


*Age eight. Her birthday.*



She'd crawled into his bed with frosting still on her cheek. He'd brushed it off with his thumb, tasted it. "*Chocolate.*" The same gentle paw he used wiping her muzzle at dinner.



She pulled herself on top of him and he helped her settle against him. She thought about the cake and candles, that awareness of being *older,* her body different than yesterday even though nothing had really changed. Five inches, easy tonight. Her pussy opening for him like a conversation they'd been having for a year. And then—deeper. Past the place where she usually stopped.



"*Oh—*"



His tip found something. She was used to the wonderful sting of stretching just a little too wide, but this wasn't that familiar ache. A *discovery.* Firm and deep and alive with nerves she didn't know existed, a place that made her whole body light up when he pressed against it. Electricity from that single point of contact, radiating through her belly, her thighs, the base of her tail curling tight.



"*Daddy—what is that—*"



"*Your cervix, baby.*" His voice was barely there. Reverent. "*The innermost part of you. It's resting against my tip.*"



She clenched around him and the contact sharpened, his cock kissing that tight ring, pressing into the dimple at its center. Not through. Not yet. But present and perfect. And she understood. She felt it settle through her whole body like a key turning. *This* is what his knot was for. Not just to stretch her open, not just to lock them together. To seal them shut while he emptied himself *here.* Behind this gate. Where it mattered.



"*I can feel where you belong,*" she whispered. She ground her hips the way she'd learned felt best, rhythmic circles, rocking her button against him while her body found fun angles that made them both gasp.



He huffed, low. "*Perfect, cub.*" And released.



He came against it. Her inner dial. She felt every pulse, hot, thick, each spurt kissing the place that would someday open for him. His knot throbbed against her entrance from outside, pressing in, straining, not yet, *not yet*—but the first swell of it stretching her rim, teasing the possibility.



She held him inside afterward. Fingers pressed against herself, keeping his warmth in. Birthday cake on her tongue and his cum pooling against her cervix and the shape of her own body, suddenly clear; she knew where everything was now. Knew what she was growing toward.



That was the year the plugs started too. Small ones at first, silicone, for her other entrance. Training both places to open for him. She wore them to school sometimes, a secret pressure that made her squirm through math.



This was the first time he could bottom out within her without the limits of her stretch holding him back.



She just had to get big enough to take all of him.



 ——————— 


Her fingers curled against her thigh in her sleep, pressing where the ache lived. The sheets were soaked, Bear's seed still leaking from her, her own arousal pooling warm between her legs. Something warm pressed against her hip. A wet rasp between her thighs. Rough tongue. Heavy breath. The blanket shifting. She whimpered in her sleep, knees falling open. Bear's head settled against her inner thigh, his breathing slow and deep against the place that ached.



The dream pulled her deeper. She tugged the blankets up over her muzzle, burrowing from the morning light streaming through the window.



 ——————— 


*Age ten. A Tuesday.*



Six inches was easy now. A little deeper if she tried. She'd measured him once, with her school ruler. Eight and a half total including his knot and she could sit on it!



She'd grown into this, her body catching up to what they'd both wanted since she first felt where he belonged.



She straddled him on the couch, their couch, grinding slow circles while the TV murmured. His tip kissed her cervix, the way it always did. *Hello again.* She shifted her angle and *pushed.*



The narrowest edge of his knot slipped past her rim.



They both froze. One centimeter of swell, blood-hot and pulsing, stretching her wider than his shaft ever had.



"*Daddy, it's going—*"



"*I feel it.*" His voice broke. "*Just hold still. Let me feel you—*"



She clenched once. The swell pulsed against her grip and her whole body lit up. The faintest promise of what knotting would feel like. Then her muscles spasmed and pushed it back out.



"*Almost,*" she breathed against his mouth.



"*Almost.*" Still buried to the bulb, his heartbeat inside her.



Warmth flooded inside as he released. She pushed down as hard as she could, trying to be big enough for him and failing. But her clenching urged him deeper than she'd ever felt, and the heat felt *right.*



She came with the taste of *almost* on her tongue. Not tonight. But she'd felt what was on the other side of the word.



 ——————— 


Down the hall, she heard Dad's bedroom door creak. Footsteps padding to the bathroom. The sound wove into her dreams, became something else, became him checking on her the way he always did, became the familiar comfort of being watched over, cared for.



The dream slid and then tumbled closer to the present.



 ——————— 


*Age eleven. Days ago.*



She couldn't sleep.



The restlessness was different tonight. Not the familiar ache of wanting Daddy inside her; she knew that shape, had lived with it for years, could fix it with a trip down the hall. This was deeper. Lower. A warmth she couldn't place, spreading through her belly like ink in water, making her shift and press her thighs together and kick the covers off, then pull them back.



Bear lifted his head. Whined once. Settled.



The alarm clock's red numbers: 2:07. She padded down the hall, cold hardwood under her pads.



He was awake. Propped against the headboard with his tablet, blue light casting shadows across his muzzle. He looked up when she appeared in the doorway, and his nose twitched, a longer inhale than usual, reading her the way she'd seen him read the air before a storm.



"Can't sleep?"



"Something's wrong." She crawled into his bed, into his arms, but tonight she pressed against him differently. Grinding, urgent, her hips seeking him through the sheets before she'd even decided to. "I feel hot. Inside. And it won't go away."



His nostrils flared wider as he breathed deep. His ears pressed forward and held.



"Come here." He set the tablet aside, pulled the covers back.



She tugged her nightgown over her head and straddled him. His sheath was already swelling from her scent, the tapered tip emerging slick and hot against her canine folds. She sank down with practiced ease. Six and a half inches deep, riding his slowly swelling knot, simple, her body opening for him the way it had for four years. She ground in slow circles, his cock stirring against her cervix. She rolled her hips the way she'd learned, a slow tilt that dragged his tip across the place that made his ears swivel and his breath catch. His moan vibrated through her. His base began to swell against her entrance.



Not enough. Her body needed more tonight and she didn't know why. She bore down, felt his knot press into her—the narrower base slipping past her rim, stretching her open around half that throbbing swell. Halfway. She'd gotten this far before. The burn at her entrance, his tip kissing her cervix, stretched wide and pressed deep at once.



She bore down harder. The knot flared wider and her body refused.



"*Why can't I—*" Frustration cracking her voice. Four years of stretching, of training, of wanting, and she still couldn't take the part of him that mattered most. "*I'm trying so hard, Daddy.*"



"Shh." His thumbs steadied her hips. His voice was strained—he was trembling, holding himself back, the half-knotting making him throb inside her. "You're close. So close, little one."



"I don't *want* close." She mewled with need and ground down onto his half-knot, working it, her walls stretching and straining and slipping back. "I want all of you. I want to feel you lock inside me."



Her voice broke. Underneath the frustration, that strange new warmth was building. Something deeper than arousal. Something that made her eyes sting and her tail curl tight against his thigh. Her legs curled under his thighs and she used the leverage to pull herself as deep as she could, making her eyes water.



Her hips swiveled anyway, grinding down on the thick swell lodged inside her, her arousal dripping down his shaft. Whimpering. She moved up and down in increments, trying to force herself down, hoping her juices slicking deeper around his knot would bring her home.



He felt it too. She could see it in his features. His nostrils flared again, wider, pulling in her scent like he was trying to taste it. His gaze dropped to her belly. His ears flicked forward, caught themselves, eased back to still.



Barely a whisper. His paws trembling on her hips. "*God, little one. You move just like her—*"



His body finished what his words could not. His cock swelled and he came—hot pulses flooding against her cervix while his knot throbbed half-inside her. The heat of it tipped her over too, her walls clenching, her whole body shaking, grinding down onto that half-knot like she could will the rest of it inside through sheer want. Each squeeze insufficient to tie, but at maximum pressure, forcing jets of hot cum deeper than ever as his hips shuddered and his back arched into his little girl.



He held her through it. She leaned forward against him, collapsing into his chest. His breath ragged against her ear. That new warmth still pulsing in her belly, deep and certain, and his arms tight around her like he knew what it meant even if she didn't.



*Soon,* he whispered. *Very soon now.*



 ——————— 


The dream began to fray at the edges. Light creeping in. The weight of Bear shifting at her feet. The ache between her legs becoming real again, present-tense, impossible to ignore.



*Soon* had become *now.*



 ——————— 


Waking


Morning came too bright and too early.



Mira woke to sunlight streaming through her curtains and Bear's wet nose nudging her hand. Her body protested as she sat up, muscles sore in places she'd never been sore before, a deep tenderness that made her wince when she shifted her weight.



Dog cum and her own arousal had pooled between her legs, soaking the sheets while she slept. *Gross,* she grinned to herself as she peeled out of bed, but didn't really mean it...



*Hot.* Felt right.



*This is what it feels like,* she thought. *The full thing after.* She swished her tail experimentally, feeling her fur tug in areas where the mess had dried, then went to grab a hand towel before going downstairs.



Dad had breakfast ready when she padded into the kitchen, scrambled eggs and toast, orange juice in her favorite glass. He watched her walk, noted the careful way she lowered herself into her chair.



"How do you feel?"



"Sore." She picked up her fork. "I leaked last night and I need a bath, but I'm hungry and... it's kind of—" she tilted her head and her ears in opposite directions, thinking. "I dunno, I like it." Mira stabbed her eggs and took a bite. "I leaked a lot more than usual!" she said, slightly muffled, flecks of egg landing back on her plate.



*The tie.*



He laughed. "Manners, cub." Then he nodded, his gaze lingering on her shifting a little in her chair, ears tilting with something between concern and quiet pride. "The pain will ease up. Your body just needs time to recover."



Dad paused, then tilted his own ears to the side and grinned, conspiratorial. "When we tie, it'll be the same." His tail swished twice, measured and playful.



She smiled. "But even *better.*"



They ate in comfortable silence. Mira focused on chewing her food. Bear lay under the table again, his head finding her foot like it belonged there, and Dad kept stealing glances at his cub between moments, warm and anticipatory.



"School today," Dad said eventually. "Unless you want to stay home?"



She thought about it. The idea of sitting in her hard plastic chair all day, squirming against the tenderness. But also, the normalcy of it. The routine. Something to anchor her.



"I'll go," she said. "I'm okay."



Dad drove her, the way he often did so she could skip waiting for the bus. Kissed her forehead at the drop-off loop. She walked through the school doors on legs that felt different than they had yesterday, legs that had braced against cold tile while a dog mounted her, that had trembled while a knot swelled inside her.



Nobody knew. Nobody could tell just by looking at her. But she felt like she was wearing a neon sign over her head anyway, her ears flushed bright, and she curled her tail around her tummy, clutching it idly.



The secret felt alive in her body.



 ——————— 


Reaching for Normal


School was strange.



She sat through math class and thought about Bear's tongue. Couldn't stop shifting in her seat. The hard plastic pressed against tender places, and every small movement sent echoes of sensation through her body. Somewhere between pain and pleasure... just *awareness.* A constant reminder of what had been inside her.



"Mira." Mrs. Patterson's voice cut through her thoughts. "Please sit still. You're distracting the other students."



"Sorry." Her cheeks burned as she forced herself to stop squirming. But the stillness was almost worse. Nothing to do but *feel* it. The ache. The emptiness.



 ——————— 


At lunch, Sage dropped into the seat across from her and immediately stole a carrot stick off her tray.



"Hey!" Mira grabbed for it, tail swished as she leaned forward, quick fox reflexes, but not quite enough to catch the coyote.



"Scavenger tax." Sage crunched it without remorse, already talking around the bite. "So my brother broke his skateboard *again* and my mom said he has to pay for the next one himself and he literally cried, like actual tears, he's *fourteen...*"



The coyote's voice washed over her like warm static. Mira ate her sandwich and tried to be here, at this table, and not on a bathroom floor with her cheek pressed to cold tile.



Theo was at the far end of the table behind a thick book, some nature encyclopedia she couldn't read the spine of. He hadn't looked up since sitting down. But when Mira shifted in her seat and winced, his hazel eyes flicked toward her for exactly one second. Then back to his page. He said nothing.



Juniper sat beside her, close enough that their elbows almost touched. The rabbit ate in regular careful bites, grey-brown ears angled toward Mira, listening to the sounds she wasn't making.



Mira's sandwich went tasteless in her mouth. She was drifting again, the cafeteria going distant. Tile against her cheek, breath fogging against the ceramic in rhythmic beats she couldn't control. Bear's relentless weight on her backside simultaneously holding her up and pinning her—



Juniper's foot found hers under the table. One press, firm and warm. *Hey. Come back.*



Mira blinked. Juniper's blue eyes held hers for a second, and Mira managed a small nod. *I'm here.*



She wondered if any of them could smell what Bear had left behind. But Sage kept talking, and Theo kept reading, and nobody said a word.



 ——————— 


At recess she tried to keep up when Sage bolted for the field, but the tenderness pulsed with every stride. She peeled off toward the oak tree instead, and Juniper followed without being asked.



They sat against the trunk. Juniper pulled out her sketchbook and started drawing something. Mira leaned over to look. The oak tree—or an attempt at it. The branches were stiff, more like antlers than wood, but she'd gotten the fork right where Theo was sitting, and the leaves had a messy energy that felt honest.



"You should add Theo," Mira said.



Juniper glanced up. Drew a small lump on the lowest branch. Added a book.



"Perfect."



Above them, Theo had already claimed that branch, his sleek brown fur nearly invisible against the bark. He read while Sage bounded back from the field, grass-stained and unsatisfied with the lack of tag partners.



"Theo, is a coyote faster than a fox?"



"Statistically. But it depends on the type of fox, faster than red, similar to gray."



"I *knew* it. Mira, I'm faster than you. It's science."



Mira stuck out her tongue and swished her tail. "I'm not *slow.*"



"You're both right... in a straight line, in track and field, Sage has it." He turned a page. "Though... foxes are more agile. You'd never be caught in the woods."



"Nobody asked about the woods." Sage complained.



"You asked about speed. Speed depends on context."



Sage threw a blade of grass at him. It stuck in his tail fluff. He didn't notice, or pretended not to.



"What about martens?" Sage squinted up at him. "How fast are *you?*"



"I don't need to be fast. I'm already where I need to be. I could land on you right now."



He was on a branch above her. Reading. Sage opened her mouth, closed it...



"What about rabbits?" She dropped onto the grass beside them, panting. "Faster than both, right?"



"Not even a competition." Theo's eyes didn't leave the page. "Ferals have four legs. We have two. Bunnies have all of their power in theirs, ours is partially in our arms." He turned a page. "Juniper could outrun all of us if she *wanted* to."



Juniper's pencil paused on the sketchbook. Her ears went pink. Mira watched her add a tiny rabbit to the drawing and a little fox next to her, sitting at the base of the tree.



Mira flushed as the fox took form. Her thighs pressed together and she looked away.



 ——————— 


The clock above the whiteboard read 1:45.



She couldn't stop seeing the little fox Juniper had drawn. Sitting at the base of the tree, tail curled, small and content. It looked happy. It looked like it had no idea what was happening inside it.



She glanced up. Still 1:45. That couldn't be right. It had been at least ten minutes.



Her thighs pressed together under the desk. The ache was lower now, duller, settling into a warmth that pulsed when she shifted her weight. She could still feel where he'd been. The shape of it, the stretch, like her body had memorized something her mind hadn't caught up to.



She glanced up. 2:30. The light through the windows had shifted.



She closed her eyes. Took one long breath.



The bell rang. 3:15.



By the time Dad picked her up, she was heavy in a way sleep wouldn't fix.



"How was your day?" Dad asked as she climbed into the truck.



"Long." She leaned her head against the window. "I kept feeling it. Every time I moved. And nobody knew."



He understood. She could see it in the way his ears stilled, then settled. The careful nod.



"It'll get easier, cub. We'll be home soon."



"Yeah," she said idly. She watched the houses slide past. "I could feel him inside me all day..." She looked over at her Dad, handsome, strong. "I can't wait, you know. It was him, and it was *hot,* but I was thinking of you."



Eyes on the road, and a smile on his muzzle.



His hand found her knee, squeezed gently.



Mira laced her fingers over his.



Squeezed back.



 ——————— 


That evening felt more regular.



Homework at the kitchen table. Dinner, leftover soup, reheated. Bear underfoot, always underfoot now, his presence a constant reminder. Dad helped her with a tricky math problem, his patience infinite, his voice steady.



She took another bath before bed. The soreness was fading, still there, but softer now. Manageable. Her body was already healing. Not ready yet.



Dad read her another chapter of *Fairy Tails.* Tucked her in. Kissed her forehead.



His voice was already fading when a passage found her through the haze:



*"The forest is bigger at night," the rabbit said.*



*"It's the same size," said the fox. "Your imagination makes it bigger when you can't see the light. But there are also things you can't imagine which embrace the dark and may embrace you if you wander. Be safe, little rabbit."*



She was asleep before she could wonder what that meant.



"Tomorrow," he said softly, and closed the book.



 ——————— 


Friday wasn't much easier.



Everything was both too loud and too quiet. She spaced through most of the morning, pen hovering over blank pages while Mrs. Patterson's voice washed past like radio from another room.



At lunch, Sage helped her copy what she'd missed, flipping through neat coyote-print notes while Theo slid his own notebook across the table from the far end without a word.



"You okay?" Sage asked, grey eyes sharp. She'd stopped eating, which for Sage meant something was actually serious. "You've been weird since yesterday."



"Just tired," Mira said. The lie came easy now.



Sage was quiet for a second. Her ears went back. Not suspicious, softer than that. "Hey, I know I was being competitive yesterday. With the whole speed thing. That's just what I do, I get loud about stuff and I compete. Sorry if I was being annoying."



*She thinks it's about her.* Mira's chest tightened. "You weren't annoying, Sage. You're *never* annoying. You're fun."



"I'm *sometimes* annoying." But her ears lifted. She studied Mira for another beat, one ear forward, nose working. Then she shrugged and stole a few chips off Theo's tray. "Fine. But if you need anything, I'm *right here.* Obviously..." She gestured at herself with both paws, as if her presence were a gift, "but for the record, we're square with the shared notes."



Theo reclaimed half of his chips. "Seventy-five percent less annoying now."



Sage looked at him and grinned, coy. "You only took back half."



"Of course, why would I keep your scavenger tax."



 ——————— 


In the afternoon she drifted again. Mrs. Patterson was talking about something, sentence structure or paragraphs, and Mira was staring out the window, but she wasn't seeing the parking lot. She was seeing the bathroom mirror. Her own green eyes, wide and lidded, breath fogging the glass while Bear worked behind her. The way she'd looked back at him and lifted her tail. The way it had felt when he—



A pencil eraser pressed into her arm. Gentle as a bunny.



She startled. Juniper was leaning across the aisle from her own desk, long ears tilted toward Mira like soft antennae, blue eyes wide with concern. "Hey," the rabbit whispered. "*Books.*"



Mira glanced up. Mrs. Patterson was turning toward their row. She scrambled to get her notebook open, pen moving across the page in a pantomime of notes. Thankfully she hadn't noticed her zoning out, or her hips moving just a little, pressing her entrance against the edge of her hard chair, small motions with an outsized feeling.



She patted her cheeks, stilled her hips. *Focus.*



Mrs. Patterson was diagramming a sentence on the board, subject and predicate separated by a clean vertical line. Mira copied it down. Copied the next one too. The mechanical act of writing helped. It gave her paws something to do, her eyes somewhere to land that wasn't the window or the thoughts of the mirror behind it.



Mira glanced over. Juniper's ears were back to their usual soft droop in the desk next to her, her own notes filling the page in that careful bubbly print Mira admired. She tore a corner off her notebook, drew a quick cloud with bunny ears and a star with a fox tail, both smiling, and slid it across the gap between their desks. Juniper caught it without looking up. Her ear twitched once. The scrap disappeared into her folder.



When the bell rang, Juniper walked beside her to the hall, close enough that their arms brushed. "Thanks for the drawing, I liked it!" She paused a moment and leaned in. "Kinda spacy lately. You sure you're okay?"



"Yeah. Just... a weird week."



Juniper nodded slowly. Bumped Mira's shoulder with hers, light and deliberate, and headed for her next class with a small wave of her long ears.



 ——————— 


Juniper's shoulder-bump stayed warm on her arm for two periods.



Dad was busy with his illustration work today, so she took the bus. *I survived,* she thought as it rattled home. Every bump made her tingle against the seat. She pressed her forehead and snout against the cool window, let her ears rest against it, and watched the houses blur past.



 ——————— 


Dad made mac and cheese for dinner, the good kind with the breadcrumb top and real cheese melted in. She ate nearly two full bowls and didn't realize she was starving until the first bite hit her tongue. All her wiggling and anticipation from the day had worn her out, along with still healing from Bear's knot two days ago.



Homework was fractions again, and she kept losing track of the denominators, her pencil drifting to the margins where she drew a small cartoon picture of Bear with his tongue out, little vibrating lines indicating he was wiggling too.



Dad's voice drifted from behind her with a laugh. "That's a pretty good likeness."



"He's got his *expecting treats* face on." She added a curly tail. The real Bear was under the table with his nose on her ankle, breathing slow.



 ——————— 


The kitchen was warm and the dishes were done and the house had settled into that hush it got after dark. Just the three of them.



"Movie?" Dad asked as he moved toward the couch.



She knew what that meant. Had known since she was seven. His lap, his warmth against her back, the slow slide toward what came next. But tonight the word landed differently. Tonight she had a body that had taken a knot and survived and *wanted.*



"Can Bear sit with us too?"



Dad looked at her. Looked at Bear, already lifting his head at his name. His ears tilted forward, reading her, and whatever he saw made him nod.



"Yeah, cub. Bear can sit with us too."



She climbed into his lap, her back against his chest. Bear stretched along the cushion beside them, his heavy head settling on her thigh. Some cartoon played on the TV. She couldn't have named it.



Dad's arms came around her. Hands on her belly. His breath stirring the fur of her ear with each exhale. She could feel his heartbeat through her spine, slow and steady.



And underneath her, pressing against the thin cotton of her pajamas, the familiar firmness. Growing. His sheath swelling, the tip emerging, nudging up against her weight the way it did every time they sat like this. Four years of this. Four years of feeling him harden beneath her and grinding against it and taking what he could give her and wanting *more.*



She pressed back. Rolled her hips once, slow. Felt him twitch in response.



*Bear hadn't waited for more.*



Bear hadn't asked, hadn't eased in, hadn't spent four patient years stretching her open one finger at a time. He'd mounted her on a bathroom floor and *taken.* His knot, grapefruit-huge, forced past her entrance while she screamed into tile. His cum flooding her so deep she could feel the weight of it in her belly for hours.



Dad's knot was different. She'd felt it against her entrance a hundred times, that gentle swell that pressed and pressed and never quite fit. She'd ground against it, cried with frustration, begged him to push harder. And he'd held back. Every time. Because she wasn't ready.



She was ready now. Her body had taken the impossible thing and asked for more.



And now she was in Daddy's lap, and his cock was pressing against her through cotton, and she could feel the difference in her own body. The looseness. The confidence. The knowledge that she could open wide enough for what he'd been holding back.



*Finally* Daddy could be hers.



She ground down against him through their clothes, her pants dampening with each motion.



"Daddy."



His breath caught. "Mira—"



"I took him." She kept moving, slow circles that pressed the length of him against her. His heat bled through their clothes. The familiar shape she'd explored with her hands and mouth so many times. "I took Bear's knot and it didn't break me."



"I know." His voice had gone thick. "I'm proud of you."



"You've been so careful with me." She reached back, found his hand, guided it down her belly. Lower. "Four years of being careful, stretching... Of me growing into you."



His fingers trembled against her pajama pants. Right there. Right where she was still swollen, tender, and aching with want.



"You're sore," he said. "Bear just—"



"I know what Bear just did." She pressed his hand harder against her. "And I know what I want now."



She turned in his lap. Faced him. Her body straddling his thighs, her hands on his chest, her eyes finding his in the dim light of the TV.



"Please, Daddy." He throbbed against her through the layers of fabric. "I don't want to wait anymore. I want to feel you inside me. The way we've both been trying for."



His eyes were narrow, focused. Hungry. The same hunger she'd seen that first night, when she was seven and he couldn't help grinding against her. The hunger he'd been controlling for four years, channeling into careful preparation instead of taking what he needed.



"Mira..." His hands found her hips. Gripped. "I'm ready. Are *you* sure, with how Bear took you? We could wait another day or two—"



"I want to." She was already reaching down, tugging at the waistband of her pajamas. "I've wanted to for so long. And now I'm ready. You *made* me ready."



She pulled her pants down, kicked them off. Bare now, from the waist down. Still swollen from Bear. But *ready.*



Dad stared at her. She could see it in his face and features—the want he'd been holding back for four years, finally allowed.



"Please." She reached for his waistband. "Let me see you. Let me feel you against me. Just... just to start."



His hands shook as he lifted his hips, let her pull his sleep pants down enough to free him.



She'd seen his cock so many times. Held it in her hands, in her mouth, he had finished inside her. Passionate, desperate moments. But somehow, tonight, it looked different. Bigger. More *real.* Because tonight, it wasn't going to slip out at the end. She wasn't just going to taste it, or ride him briefly.



He would become *hers* for the entire tie.



She wrapped her fingers around it. Felt it pulse with his heartbeat.



"It's so warm," she breathed.



"Mira—" His voice cracked. "I meant to tell you... Your scent—"



She kissed him then, slow and deep. Pulled back. "Shhh." Her ears softened to the sides. She could read it in the way his ears stilled. He found her *beautiful.*



"You may be in heat, cub... We should be careful."



Mira smiled and flicked her ears playfully. She rose up on her knees. Positioned herself over him. Let the tip brush against her entrance, swollen, sensitive, slick with arousal.



She leaned close to his ear and whispered, "then claim me properly, I'm yours."



They both gasped.



"*Oh.*" Her eyes fluttered closed. Just the tip, just pressing against her opening, and already it felt different than Bear. Warmer. This was *Daddy.* "*Oh, that's...*"



But his hips were already twitching up. Pressing that tip more firmly against her. "You're still healing—"



"I don't want to wait..." She lowered herself. Just a little. Felt the tip begin to part her. "*This* is how I heal."



The stretch was familiar. Four years of patience had taught her body this: his fingers, his cock inch by inch, the slow work of opening her up. *Bear.* Her body remembered how to welcome him.



"*Daddy—*" She sank lower. Felt the head push past her entrance. "*So warm.*"



"*Mira.*" His voice was wrecked. His hands gripped her hips hard enough to bruise, but he wasn't pushing her down. Wasn't rushing. Just holding on as she lowered herself inch by inch. "*My little one.*"



Her body knew what to do now.



"*More.*" She sank further. He slid deeper, filling familiar spaces, sliding home, but deeper. "*I want more of you.*"



"*Take what you need.*" His hips trembled with the effort of staying still. "*Go slow.*"



She did. Every ridge, every pulse of his heartbeat inside her. So different from Bear: not the rapid pistoning, not the animal urgency. Slow. Deliberate. *Intimate.*



"*I can feel you so deep.*" She was almost fully seated now. Just a little more.



His voice had gone guttural. He tried to say something and couldn't. Just a low, broken sound, his tail swished in small taut motions, his muzzle clamped shut, his whole body shaking with the effort of holding still while she took him.



The last inch. She sank down fully around his forming knot. Her bottom met his thighs. The full length of him buried inside her.



*Completion.*



And something else. Something new.



His pelvis was pressed flush against her. Bone to clit, the furry ring of his sheath fully kissing her folds, his body grinding right *there,* right against the swollen bud Bear hadn't touched. Bear had been inside her, more pressure than she'd ever felt, but never *here.* Nothing like *this.* She'd never had pressure on the outside while she was full on the inside and the combination made a sound she'd never heard from herself before, a trill that started in her core and sang through her muzzle.



She rocked. Just once. Testing.



"*Oh*—oh *god*—"



Her hips moved again before she told them to. A slow grind that dragged his pelvic bone across her clit and shifted his cock inside her at the same time, and the wet sound it made, the slick squelch of her arousal churning around him, was obscene. She was soaked. Could feel herself dripping where they joined, slicking his fur, pooling beneath them on the couch.



"*Daddy, I can feel you right against... it's so much*—" Her hips rolled again, harder, chasing it, her clit grinding into his pelvis with each circle. Her thighs were shaking. Her tail was curled higher than felt possible, resting on her shoulder. Every rotation pressed him deeper inside and dragged the outside pressure across her in a different direction and her whole body was tightening around both sensations at once.



"*It's right against my clit, like we were made to fit*—"



"I know." His voice was barely air. His paws gripped her hips, not guiding, just holding on. "That's *us,* cub. I've never felt anything like this, you're so tight—every squeeze, I can feel it drawn out of me."



She dropped her forehead against his chest and *ground* and *squeezed.* Not wanting to lift off, not willing to lose the pressure against her clit even for a second. The grinding was enough. Was more than enough. Was making her eyes water and her claws dig into his chest fur and her pussy clench so hard around him that he groaned beneath her.



Each squeeze, she felt more warmth pulse from him. Steady spurts, his precum spraying deep where it never had before, her walls wrapped tight around his swelling bulb and coaxing it out of him. Her body knew what to do with it. Pulled it deeper. Held it where it belonged.



They both went still, fully connected, applying pressure in equal measure.



 ——————— 


Bear lifted his head, watching. His dark eyes tracked the place where their bodies joined. Her chest heaved, her thighs trembling against his hips.



"He's watching," Mira breathed.



"Let him." Dad's hands slid up her sides, under her shirt, finding the flat plane of her chest. He idly circled the sensitive beads of her nipples, eliciting a small gasp. "He's family. He can see this."



She clenched around him experimentally. Dad's whole body shuddered.



"*Mira—*"



"Is this what you've been wanting?" She resumed her gyrations. Just small movements at first—rocking her hips, grinding down, feeling him shift inside her. Squeezing him from the inside on purpose. "All those nights? When you'd fill me up and pull away?"



"*Yes.*" Broken. A low, desperate growl. "*God, yes. I've wanted—I've needed—*"



"Me too." She found a rhythm. Lifting up with a tug, sinking down. Feeling him slide out and push back in. "I didn't know how much until right now. I could guess, but I didn't *know.* I've needed your knot so bad."



His hips started moving. Meeting her rhythm. Gentle thrusts that pressed him deeper on every stroke. His cock slid in and out in devastatingly precise movements as his knot swelled. It teased her entrance with each thrust, stretching her wide before sliding back in, her pussy grinding along his sheath.



"*You feel—*" His thumbs found her nipples, again, circled them. He couldn't finish the sentence. His hips said it for him.



"No more waiting." She was moving faster now. Finding what felt good. The angle that made him rub against something inside her that sparked with pleasure. "I'm yours now. All the way yours."



He pulled her down, buried himself deep, and held her there. His muzzle pressed into her neck, and the sound he made wasn't a word.



She squeezed him. Felt him throb in response. Felt the knot swell thicker against her grip with each pulse. Still growing. Getting harder to ride over.



"*Daddy—*" The pleasure was building. Slower. Deeper. More connected. "*It's happening—I can feel you getting bigger—*"



She tried to lift. Couldn't. The knot had swelled past the point of return while she was grinding, her entrance sealed tight around the narrow neck behind it. She was *locked.* The realization hit her low in the belly, and her pulse spiked.



"*Oh—we're stuck—*"



"*Yeah.*" His voice was raw. "*We're tied, cub. For real this time.*"



*For real.* Not almost. Not soon. *Now.*



His hips found what movement the tie allowed. Two inches, maybe three, and at three her whole entrance pulled taut around his bulb, her flesh straining, his sheath compressed tight, both their bodies at the limit of what the tie could take. She felt it in her teeth. In her *tail.* The almost-slipping, the edge where his knot might pop free and the terror and the *want* of that in the same heartbeat.



Then gravity dropped her back and he bottomed out and her clit mashed against him and a sound ripped out of her that made Dad groan.



"*Fuck*—cub—" His claws dug into her hips. *He swore... I did that for him.* She squeezed him and shuddered into the motion. His muzzle pressed shut, ears flat, every muscle fighting to hold still while she rode the tie. "*You're so tight it hurts—*"



She did it again. Lifted until the stretch burned, until she could feel the wet *squeeze* of his knot catching at the widest point, and then sank back. The squelch was obscene. His precum and her slick churning between them, audible, dripping down his shaft to pool where their fur matted together.



"*Does it feel good?*" She already knew. She was grinning at him with half-lidded eyes. His cock jumped inside her with each stroke. But she needed to hear him say it.



"*God—Mira—*" He couldn't form a sentence. Just her name punched out of him every time she dropped her weight.



She braced her hands on his chest and rode the two inches that were making them both insane.



"*I'm going to—*" She didn't know if she was talking about herself or asking him. "*Are you going to—*"



"*Yes.*" His rhythm went ragged, the two inches of play shrinking to grinding, the knot too swollen now to move at all. "*Inside you—*"



"*Yes. Do it hard.*" She was so close. "*Daddy, please, I want to feel it all—*"



He slammed up into her one final time. Buried himself to the root. His hands found her hips and pulled her down, and she felt it—his knot, swelling inside her, a gradual widening that coaxed her open instead of forcing through. Not Bear's brutal fist. A smooth curve her body had been learning for four years, and now, finally, welcomed.



"*Daddy—your knot—it's finally—*"



His breath came through his teeth. Her weight pressed down. The knot filled to its limit, sealed them together, and through the stretched tissue she felt it.



His heartbeat. *Thump. Thump. Thump.* Inside her. Part of her now.



His whole body shuddered and hot ropes of cum jetted into her core. She could track each pulse from the base of his cock to the tip, a deep throb that traveled his full length before splashing thick against her cervix. Her breath stopped.



"*Oh—*" The texture was familiar—she'd tasted it, swallowed it, felt it leak out of her a hundred times. But never like this. Never with his knot sealing it inside, nowhere to go but deeper. "*Daddy, you're finally—we're actually—*"



"*Don't stop.*" He hadn't. His arms tightened around her. She kissed him again, tongue finding his, cum swirling against her depths, past her cervix and deep inside where warmth blossomed.



She clenched around him. The warmth shifted inside her with each motion, his knot pulsing in response. She rocked forward into him, grinding her clit against him while the angle pressed him against her deepest places. Raw in a way not even Bear could match. A knowing hunger.



Overflowing.



The sensation pushed her over. She came around him, her walls clenching in rhythmic waves, milking every drop from his twitching cock. His bulb held her stuffed and in place, sealing his seed inside, and it pooled deep inside her, warm and thick and *staying.* Flooding deeper. Flooding somewhere... new.



She collapsed against his chest, trembling. His arms wrapped around her, held her close as the last tremors faded. His cock stayed hard inside her—the knot keeping them locked, his thick seed trapped against her deepest places.



Bear lifted his head. Sniffed the air. He must have smelled them. The fresh mating, the mix of their scents.



"*We're stuck,*" Mira whispered. His knot flexed gently inside her, his cum warm and pooled against her cervix. "*Your knot—*"



"Mm." He nuzzled her ear. "First time I've knotted you properly. Wanted to wait until you were ready... Should have worn a condom."



"*I've been ready.*" She squeezed him, felt him clench in response, felt more of his thick cum shift inside her. "*I've wanted this for so long. I needed your cum especially for my first tie.*"



Bear rose from his spot. Padded over, curious. His nose found the place where she and Dad were joined, snuffling at the slick leaking around Dad's knot, the mess of their mating.



"Bear—" She tensed.



"He's just curious." Dad's arms stayed wrapped around her. "Let him."



Mira lifted her tail out of the way, and leaned forward to give him access.



Bear's tongue swiped once across her swollen lips—tasting the mix of them where it seeped past Dad's knot. She shuddered at the sensation. Oversensitive. Tender.



He licked again. Patient. Cleaning what he could reach.



"*Oh—*" Her thighs trembled. Bear's rough tongue against her abused flesh, Dad's knot still pressing inside her, both of them at once—



Bear gave one last satisfied sniff. Then he padded back to the far end of the couch, circled twice, and settled down with a contented huff. His eyes drifted closed.



Just her and Dad now. Tied together.



She settled back against his chest, relaxing into him. Could feel his heartbeat against her cheek and inside her belly. Could feel every pulse of his cock still locked inside her.



"How long?" she whispered.



"However long it takes." His hand found her belly. Pressed gently. "I'm not going anywhere."



She closed her eyes. Let herself feel it: the stretch, the heat, the slow throb of him softening by degrees. His seed warm inside her. His arms warm around her. The quiet sounds of Bear's breathing across the room.



This was... being held. Dad's knot a gentle anchor while his arms kept everything else out.



"*Daddy.*"



"Mm?"



"*I love you.*"



His arms tightened. His knot pulsed once more inside her—softer now, beginning to ease.



"*Love you too, cub. More than anything.*"



 ——————— 


They lay tangled together. Knotted. Embracing. *Timeless.*



Dad's cock slipped out eventually. His cum leaked when it did, making a mess of them both. But neither of them cared.



"Did I do okay?" Mira's voice was sleepy, muffled against his chest. "Was it... was it what you wanted?"



"You are perfect." He stroked her fur. "It was perfect, cub."



She smiled against his chest. Pressed her hand to her belly where his warmth still pooled.



"Daddy?"



"Mm?"



"No more almost."



"Finally." He smiled and licked her cheek. Gently petting her ears. "No more almost."



She closed her eyes. Bear's breathing from the other end of the couch, slow and settled. Dad's heartbeat under her ear.



She dreamed warm dreams.



 ——————— 


She woke in Dad's bed.



That was the first thing she noticed. The different angle of morning light through unfamiliar curtains, the broader expanse of mattress beneath her, the deeper scent of *him* in the pillows and sheets. She was curled against his side, her head on his chest, one leg thrown across his thighs. His arm was wrapped around her, hand resting on her hip even in sleep.



*Must have carried me.* She couldn't even remember being tucked in here. She smiled and snuggled closer to him, nuzzling his chest and enjoying his soft fur and cedar smell. Her tail swished happily under the blanket as she nestled in place.



Bear lay at the foot of the bed, a warm weight draped across her hind paws.



For a long moment, Mira didn't move. Just lay there, feeling the rise and fall of Dad's breathing beneath her cheek. Listening to his heartbeat. Remembering.



*Last night.*



The couch. His knot sliding inside her *deeply* for the first time. The way he'd tied her, rolling, full-body sensations. Not the overwhelming rush of Bear. *Holding.* His body giving her everything while his arms kept the world out.



She shifted slightly, and felt the evidence of it, a tenderness between her legs, deeper than what Bear had left. A pleasant ache that seemed to reach all the way to her core.



*I'm different now,* she thought. *I'm his.*



Dad stirred beneath her. His arm tightened, pulling her closer on instinct before his eyes even opened.



"Mm." His voice was thick with sleep. "Morning, cub."



"Morning, Daddy."



He was quiet for a moment. Then his hand moved from her hip to her cheek, tilting her face up so he could see her.



"How do you feel?"



She considered the question. Her body was sore in new ways. Deeper. Fuller. Like her insides had been rearranged to make room for him.



"Different," she said. "Good." Nodded.



His ears settled forward. The tension she hadn't noticed him carrying drained from his shoulders.



She stretched up and kissed his chin, the way she'd seen Mama do in her earliest memories.



"I didn't know we'd fit like that," she said softly. "Like puzzle pieces. Like I was made to lock around you." She pressed her cheek to his chest. "I feel complete now, Daddy."



His arms wrapped around her fully then, pulling her on top of him, holding her close. He just breathed her in, nose pressed to the fur between her ears, chest rising and falling slowly beneath her. Lifting his kit with each breath, her little frame rising with his.



"You smell like her," he said quietly. "Same warmth underneath."



She felt him swallow. When she tilted her head to look at him, there was a single tear tracking through the fur on his cheek. But he was smiling, soft, distant, remembering.



"Daddy?"



"I'm okay." He brushed the tear away. "Better than okay. You just... you look so much like her sometimes."



"Is that okay? I like that. I've always wanted to be *for you* the way *she* was."



"It's everything, cub." He cupped her face, studying her, the shape of her muzzle, the emerald of her eyes, the sharp black markings at the tips of her ears that were pure Autumn.



She settled against his chest, content. Bear huffed and settled even closer, nestling between their tangled legs.



"Can we stay like this?" she asked. "Just for a little while?"



"We can stay like this as long as you want."



The sheets tangled around them as they kissed.



 ——————— 


Breakfast was pancakes again.



Mira sat at the kitchen table in one of Dad's old t-shirts; it hung to her knees, soft and worn, smelling like him. She hadn't bothered with underwear. Hadn't seen the point.



Dad moved around the kitchen in his boxers, coffee brewing, spatula in hand. Normal. Domestic. Perfect. Like any other morning.



Except for the way his eyes kept finding her. The small smile that played at the corner of his mouth every time he looked at her. Butterflies in her stomach when he caught her gaze. Her ears burned.



She could still feel him inside her, even now. A phantom fullness. A memory her body wouldn't let go of. A dribble of wetness she let escape when she shifted, keeping the memory physical.



"Syrup?" He set the plate in front of her.



"You know the answer to that."



He laughed, the same warm laugh she'd loved her whole life, and slid the bottle across the table.



Bear padded over and settled under the table, his head finding its usual spot on her foot. She felt his nose twitch against her bare ankle. Could he smell what had happened? *Of course.* She grinned and ruffled his fur playfully. *Knotted me first, boy. Now you share.*



"No school today," Dad said, dropping into his own chair. "It's Saturday, cub. We have the whole weekend."



*Weekend.* Two whole days before she had to face fractions and friends who didn't know what her life was really like.



She squeezed his paw across the table. That was enough.



 ——————— 


After breakfast, the morning found its own rhythm.



Bear was sprawled in a patch of sunlight by the window, and something about the way the light caught his fur made Mira reach for her easel. She hadn't painted in weeks, too distracted, too *busy,* but now her paws moved on their own, mixing warm browns and golds while Dad stretched out on the couch with the news murmuring in the background.



She painted Bear the way she saw him. Peaceful, loyal, *theirs.* Dad glanced over occasionally, making appreciative sounds, and she felt herself smiling without meaning to.



"You're getting good," he said.



"I have a good model."



Bear huffed once from his spot on the floor, shifting his weight closer to them. Like he knew.



Later, she tugged him upstairs to the game room. "Play with me?"



They raced cars for an hour, Wacky Wheels 8, a game where Dad's shark character kept careening off cliffs while Mira laughed so hard her sides hurt, she drove a raccoon and kept lapping everyone. They didn't do this as often as they should, she realized. His shoulder bumped hers when he tried to cheat by blocking her view.



"That's illegal!" She yipped and shoved him back.



"That's *strategy.*"



She beat him twelve races to three, and he claimed the controller was broken, and she called him a sore loser, and it was *good.* Easy. He was a good sport, really, but loved to tease.



For dinner they tried to make stir-fry together. Dad handled the wok while Mira was on ginger-grating duty, and she got greedy trying to get the last of the nub.



"Ow!"



"Let me see." He took her paw gently, examined the nick on her pad. Barely bleeding, more surprise than injury. He ran it under cool water, dried it, and pressed a small bandage on with the same careful precision he used on his illustration work.



"My hero," she said, deadpan.



"My sous chef." He kissed her bandaged paw. "You're demoted to stirring."



They ate cross-legged on the living room floor because the kitchen table felt too far away, Bear hovering between them hoping for dropped broccoli. Dad chopsticked a piece of chicken into her mouth when she wasn't expecting it and she nearly choked laughing.



"You're *trying* to kill me."



"If I were trying, I'd let you back on the grater."



Later, they settled on the couch with some old movie neither of them cared about. She climbed into his lap the way she always did, and he slid inside her the way *he* always did, but tonight neither of them moved. Just sat there. His chin resting on top of her head, her back warm against his chest.



"Who's the killer?" she asked, squinting at the screen.



"The butler. It's always the butler."



"There's no butler in this movie."



"Then I have no idea."



His knot swelled slowly while they argued about the plot, a gentle stretch that sealed them together by the time the credits rolled. She tugged against it experimentally, felt him twitch, and grinned.



"Bedtime, cub." He gathered her up without pulling free, one arm under her thighs and the other steady on her back. She wrapped her legs around him and her arms around his neck and felt every step shift him inside her.



"Show-off," she mumbled into his fur.



"You weigh nothing."



Bear followed them to the bedroom and claimed the foot of the bed before they'd even settled. They fell asleep in their usual tangle, her head on his chest, his arm around her waist, his knot softening slowly inside her. Pulsing heartbeats finding each other's rhythm.



 ——————— 


Sunday morning, Mira decided to make omelets.



"I want to cook for you," she announced, sliding off the bed before he could argue. "You always cook. It's my turn."



Dad followed her downstairs, leaning against the counter with his coffee, watching with the careful neutrality of a man who knew what was coming.



She cracked the first egg with one hand and it went directly into the shell pile instead of the bowl. "Aw, *crap.*" Dad's mouth twitched. She fished the fragments out with a fork, muttering.



"You're doing great," he said.



"Shut up."



The omelet stuck to the pan. She scraped at it, flipped it too hard, and it folded into something that looked more like a crepe's ugly cousin. Then the corner caught fire. Just a small flame, but enough that Bear left the room entirely.



"That's fine," Mira said, plating it with absolute confidence. "It's *rustic.*"



"These are crimes," Mira said, sliding both plates onto the table.



"Eat your crimes." Dad pulled a plate toward him. "I'll help bury the evidence."



They ate together. The eggs were rubbery, the cheese had gone past melted into something geological, and halfway through Dad's bite there was a small *crunch* of eggshell that made them both freeze.



He kept chewing. Swallowed with a gulp and quiet dignity.



"Was that shell?"



"Not anymore. I won't tell if you don't." He spooned salsa on top and took another bite. "More salsa helps."



It did. The toast was fine and they were laughing too hard to care about the rest.



"Daddy?"



"Mm?"



"I'm never making omelets again."



"Wise choice. Waffles and maple syrup tomorrow?"



Mira nodded enthusiastically. She loved the waffle maker, even though Dad usually just cooked pancakes in animal shapes for her in the pan.



Bear crept back from the hallway once the smoke cleared, sniffing the air with deep suspicion before settling at their feet.



After breakfast they walked Bear through the neighborhood, the clouds already building dark to the west. They made it home just as the first drops fell, Bear shaking himself dry on the porch and spattering them both.



 ——————— 


The rain built through the afternoon, a gentle drumming that turned the house into a cocoon. Mira went back to her painting while Dad worked at his desk, the quiet punctuated by thunder and the scratch of her brush.



When she finished, she held it up. Bear in his patch of sunlight, warm golds and deep browns, the fur texture something she'd gotten right for the first time.



"That's really good, Mir." Dad took it carefully by the edges. Studied it. "You've got his weight. The way he settles. That's hard to capture."



"Can we put it on the fridge?"



He looked at her. She saw him catch the reference. The way Mama used to hang her drawings, all those crayon scribbles and finger-painted suns. They hadn't put anything new up there in a long time. The old drawings looked small next to what she could do now.



"Yeah." His voice went soft. "Yeah, cub. Let's put it on the fridge."



He found a magnet. Centered the painting carefully among the ghosts of old tape marks and faded construction paper, right next to the stick-figure family portrait from when she was five. The new painting looked strange beside it. Skilled beside clumsy.



Mira stood beside him and leaned into his hip. He put his arm around her.



Outside, the rain came down steady. Bear dozed on his bed. The painting dripped once where the edge was still wet, and neither of them moved to fix it.



 ——————— 

First Heat

* Chapter 3: First Heat *


Week One: Stirring


Monday morning Mira snuck into her Dad's bed, urging him awake with her tongue and taking him inside her, the need between her legs swallowing him eagerly. But he kept his knot back, filling her but not deep enough, not *locked.* She whimpered, clenching around him, grinding for more, but he held the base with one paw, letting her have the shaft while keeping the swell out of reach.



He came inside her like that. Quick, shallow, a few rough thrusts and a groan against her ear, his cum flooding her without the seal of a knot to hold it in. It was already starting to leak as he softened.



Not enough. Not *nearly* enough. She wanted the lock, the fullness, the twenty minutes of being held together while his heartbeat throbbed inside her.



He kissed her nose instead.



"You'll be late for school if we tie." She could see the want in his eyes, ears forward, hips trembling, wanting to take her fully. He shook his head, not at her, but dismissing himself. She noticed the clock too. "I'll set our alarm earlier so we can do this properly. Next time."



"You better. I won't be able to get through the day like this, I need more." She pouted, but stuck her tongue out at him playfully and bounded from the room to get ready anyway.



 ——————— 


The drive to school felt longer than usual.



Mira sat in the passenger seat, backpack on her lap, watching the familiar streets roll past. Same houses. Same trees. Same route she'd taken a thousand times before.



She *felt* different.



She could feel it in the way she sat, carefully, avoiding pressure on places that were still tender. Could feel it in the warmth that hadn't quite faded from her core. Could feel it in the awareness of her own body, the new knowledge of what it could do.



"Text me if you need anything," Dad said as they pulled into the drop-off lane. "If it gets too much, if you need to come home early, just text me. I'll be there."



"I'll be okay." She unbuckled her seatbelt, but didn't move to get out. "Daddy?"



"Mm?"



"Tonight. Can we..." She felt her cheeks warm and ears flush beneath her fur. "Can we do it again? Fully, not just a little... what we did on the couch?"



His hand found her cheek, turned her face toward him. His eyes were soft. Hungry underneath, but soft.



"We can do whatever you want, cub. Whenever you want it."



*We didn't this morning.* But it was a quiet thought. She was glad he was looking out for her.



She leaned across the console and kissed him, quick, chaste, the kind of kiss any daughter might give her father at school drop-off. But they both knew what it meant.



"I love you."



"Love you too. Have a good day."



She climbed out of the truck, slung her backpack over her shoulder, and walked toward the school doors on legs that felt different than they had two days ago.



Behind her, she heard the truck pull away.



Ahead of her, the ordinary world waited.



 ——————— 


"*Mira!*"



Sage slammed into her like a furry cannonball, arms wrapping around her in an enthusiastic hug that made Mira wince. The coyote girl didn't notice.



"Oh my god, I thought you were going to be absent today! You weren't on the bus and I was like, what if she's sick, what if she died—"



"I didn't die." Mira extracted herself from Sage's grip carefully, trying not to let the discomfort show. "Dad just drove me today." She managed a laugh. "Not really unusual."



"Lucky. My mom made me take the bus even though it was raining yesterday and I got my tail *soaked* in puddles." Sage fell into step beside her as they headed for their lockers. "Hey, you look different. Did you do something with your fur?"



"No?"



"Huh. Must be the light." Sage shrugged, already moving on. "Anyway, you were so zoned out at recess Friday you totally missed it. Tommy Henderson tried a backflip and ate shit, and Josh laughed and *totally* pissed him off—"



Mira let Sage's chatter wash over her, nodding at appropriate intervals, making sounds of interest. Sage let out her kik-kik-kik coyote laugh at a joke in the middle of her story. But part of Mira's attention was elsewhere, on the tenderness between her legs, on the ache that went deeper than anything she'd felt before. And on something else.



A small trickle, slick and unmistakable.



Her cheeks flushed beneath her fur. She pressed her thighs together, trying to be subtle. Something leaking, warm against her fur. Dad's cum from that morning, she figured, still working its way out. Her underwear could only catch so much.



"—and then the teacher made him apologize but you could tell he didn't mean it. Mira? Are you listening?"



"Sorry." She forced a smile. "Just distracted."



"I'm impressed, you missed the event *and* my epic re-telling. This has gotta be a new record."



"At least I didn't die. Brain's being weird today, sorry Sage."



The bell rang before Sage could press further, and they filed into Mrs. Patterson's classroom for math.



 ——————— 


Mira settled into her usual seat, tail threading through the gap, and tried to focus on the worksheet. But the slickness between her legs was getting worse, not better. And there was something else now. A slight cramping low in her belly. Unfamiliar. Not quite painful, but *present.*



She shifted again. The hard plastic seat pressed against tender places. She shifted back.



*Just get through class. Get to the bathroom. Check.*



Mrs. Patterson was droning about fractions when Mira felt it. A heavier flow, warm and distinct. Her thighs pressed together instinctively.



*Oh no.*



She glanced down, terrified she'd see something on her skirt. Nothing visible. Not yet. But she could *feel* it now, definitely more than just leftover cum. Something else mixed in.



Mrs. Patterson's eyes found her across the room.



The older fox had paused mid-sentence, her gaze sharp but not unkind. She'd noticed Mira squirming, the flush beneath her fur, the way her legs kept pressing together.



"Mira." Her voice was calm, neutral. "Would you come up here for a moment? I need you to take something to the office for me."



*Panic.*



What does she want? *Is there a puddle under me? Can she smell Daddy?*



Mira gathered her things with trembling hands and made her way to the door, hyper-aware of every step. *Don't let it show. Don't let anyone see.*



Mrs. Patterson waited by the door and handed her a hall pass and a sealed envelope, probably empty, just a prop. She leaned forward just a little, her voice dropped low enough that only Mira could hear.



"The nurse's office, sweetheart. Not the main office. Mrs. Castellano will take care of you."



Mrs. Patterson wasn't calling attention, wasn't asking in front of everyone. Just giving her an excuse to leave. Relief flooded through her.



Mira's cheeks burned. "Is it... is it obvious?"



"Only to someone who knows what to look for." Mrs. Patterson's smile was gentle, conspiratorial. "I remember my first time. It's never convenient, is it? Go on. I'll tell the others you're running an errand."



Mira nodded, clutching the pass, and continued down the hall. Behind her, she heard the door close with a click, and Mrs. Patterson's muffled voice smoothly redirecting the class back to denominators. No one had noticed. No one was staring.



The hallway stretched empty ahead of her. Her legs felt unsteady as she walked, not from fear, exactly. Just... awareness. The wetness between her legs. The unfamiliar cramping.



She ducked into the restroom and wiped herself as clean as she could, splashed a little water, dried it off.



*This will have to do.*



She knew what it probably was. Dad had explained it, proestrus, the start of her heat cycle. The spotting that came before. But knowing and *experiencing* were different things.



And underneath the nervous flutter in her chest was another worry, quieter but persistent: *What if Bear hurt something? What if the bleeding is from something he tore?*



She didn't really think so. She'd felt okay afterward, just sore. But the fear was there anyway, small and cold.



 ——————— 


The nurse's office smelled like antiseptic and peppermint.



Mrs. Castellano looked up from her desk when Mira came in, a plump badger in her fifties with kind eyes and reading glasses perched on her nose. She took one look at Mira's face, at the way she stood with her thighs pressed together, and her expression softened into understanding.



"First time, sweetheart?"



Mira nodded, relieved she didn't have to explain.



"Come on back." Mrs. Castellano rose, guiding her toward the small exam area with its paper-covered cot. "It happens to all of us eventually. Usually at the worst possible moment, too."



"Mrs. Patterson noticed." Mira's voice shrank. "She sent me."



"She's good that way." The nurse pulled a privacy curtain closed behind them. "Now, do you know what's happening? Has anyone talked to you about cycles?"



"My dad explained. And we covered it in health class." Mira perched on the edge of the cot, hands clasped in her lap. "It's just... different. Actually feeling it."



"Always is." Mrs. Castellano handed her a paper gown. "Let's get you changed and take a quick look, make sure everything's normal. Underwear off, gown open in the back. I'll give you a minute."



She stepped outside the curtain. Mira changed quickly, face burning. The gown felt thin and exposing.



When Mrs. Castellano returned, she was matter-of-fact about it. "Lie back, knees up. This'll just take a second."



Mira stared at the ceiling tiles, counting them, as the nurse examined her. She could feel her own heartbeat pounding.



"Light spotting, just as I thought." Mrs. Castellano's voice was calm. Professional. "Perfectly normal for a first cycle. You're right on schedule, actually; eleven is right about average." A brief pause. "The discharge is a little thicker than typical, but some girls just run that way. Nothing to worry about."



Mira's heart stuttered. *The cum. She can see it mixed in.*



But Mrs. Castellano didn't seem alarmed, just mildly curious. She'd probably seen all kinds of things in this job.



"Any soreness? Cramping?"



"A little sore," Mira admitted. "And some cramping."



"That's normal too. Your body's adjusting." Mrs. Castellano straightened, snapping off her gloves. "Now, do you know how to manage the flow? Pads, tampons?"



"Dad showed me pads. For when this happened."



"Pads are fine." The nurse moved to a cabinet, pulling out supplies. "But for school, I usually recommend tampons for girls your age. More discreet, you can still do gym class, and you don't have to worry about anything showing."



She held up a small applicator. "Have you ever used one?"



Mira shook her head.



"That's okay, it's not complicated. I can show you." Mrs. Castellano's tone was brisk but kind, the same voice she probably used for every girl who came through here, embarrassed and uncertain. "It goes inside, which feels strange at first, but you get used to it quickly."



She talked Mira through the basics: angle, depth, how to position the applicator. Then she handed it over.



"Go ahead and try. I'll talk you through it."



Mira's hands trembled slightly as she positioned herself. The nurse watched clinically, ready to assist.



"Good, you've got the angle right. Now slide the applicator in. Gently, don't force it. Your body knows how to open."



The sensation was strange, foreign in a way that Dad's fingers or Bear's tongue hadn't been. Cold plastic instead of warm flesh. Clinical instead of intimate.



"A little deeper. There, perfect. Now push the inner plunger to release the tampon, and then pull the applicator out."



Mira did. Felt the cotton settle into place. Strange, but not uncomfortable.



"Good girl." Mrs. Castellano reached to help guide the applicator out, and as the plastic withdrew, something else came with it. A thick glob of fluid that had been pooled deeper inside, displaced by the tampon, now pushed out by the motion. It spat wetly onto the nurse's waiting fingers.



Mrs. Castellano paused. Looked at her hand, the milky-white glob streaked with pink, too thick for spotting, clinging to her fingers.



Mira's heart hammered and she blushed. *She can see. That's not just—*



The nurse's nose twitched. A subtle sniff, iron from the blood, and underneath, something faintly musky. Her ears angled back, just for a moment.



*Be calm.* Mira was not calm, but tried to keep her ears still and tail relaxed.



One more sniff and a quick glance at Mira. Then she reached for a tissue and wiped her hand clean.



"First cycles can produce unusual discharge," she said evenly. "Nothing to worry about."



Mira let out a breath she hadn't known she was holding.



"Now." Mrs. Castellano handed her another tampon, still in its wrapper. "Keep this in your backpack for later. Change it every four to six hours; there's a trash can in all the girls' bathrooms. If you have more cramping, come see me and I can give you something for it."



"Do I..." Mira hesitated. "Do I need to go home?"



"Do you want to?"



She thought about it. The embarrassment of being sent home. The questions from her friends. Dad's worried face.



"No," she said. "I think I'm okay."



"Good girl." Mrs. Castellano smiled, warm and approving. "Most girls power through their first day. You'll be fine. Just take it easy if you need to, and don't be embarrassed to come back if something changes."



Mira got dressed. Underwear still damp, cold against her warm folds, then threaded her tail through her pants tail-hole and pulled them up. The tampon felt strange as she moved, present in a way she wasn't used to, but not uncomfortable. Just *there.* A reminder.



At the door, she paused. "Thank you."



"Of course, sweetheart." Mrs. Castellano was already settling back at her desk. "That's what I'm here for."



 ——————— 


The walk back to class felt longer than the walk there, even without the bathroom management.



Mira moved carefully, aware of every sensation. The tampon inside her. The faint cramping in her belly. The nurse's gloved fingers had been near the same places Dad's had been that morning.



And the nurse had *seen* something. Had noticed the thickness, the unusual discharge. Had chosen not to ask.



*She probably thinks it's just normal variation,* Mira told herself. *Every species is different. Girls are different. Discharge is different. She's seen a hundred first cycles.*



But there had been that moment. That pause. That careful second look in Mrs. Castellano's eyes.



She pushed it away. The nurse hadn't pushed. That was what mattered. And she felt comforted knowing the tampon sealed everything in, the spotting *and* Daddy's cum from that morning, still warm and deep inside her. She didn't like blood, but carrying him with her all day? That part she liked.



Mrs. Patterson glanced up when Mira slipped back into the classroom, but said nothing, just gave her a small nod and returned to the lesson. Mira sank into her seat, relieved to be unremarkable again.



Sage caught her eye from across the room, mouthing *You okay?*



Mira nodded. Gave a small thumbs up, ears flopping back and a weak grin accompanying the motion.



Getting back into Math, even for the few remaining minutes, was its own kind of torture.



Not the fractions; those were easy enough, automatic, something her brain could do while the rest of her drifted. The problem was everything else. The hard plastic chair pressing against places that were still swollen. The scratch of her shirt against her chest.



That was new.



She'd noticed it getting dressed this morning: her nipples felt different. More sensitive. When the fabric brushed against them, it sent little sparks down to her belly. And now, sitting in class, she could feel them pressing against her shirt in a way they never had before. They looked the same as always. She'd checked in the mirror that morning: small pink nubs through her fur. But they *felt* different.



*Are they bigger?* She snuck a glance down, trying to be subtle. Firmer. More present.



Definitely more visible. They were poking against her shirt, making little tents.



She crossed her arms over her chest, hunching forward slightly. Mrs. Patterson droned on about denominators. Across the room, Sage was doodling in the margins of her notebook. Beside her, Juniper was scribbling something on the corner of her worksheet. Nobody was looking at Mira.



But she felt exposed anyway.



*I should ask Dad about a bra,* she thought, and then immediately blushed at the idea of having that conversation. *A training bra. That's normal. Lots of girls my age wear them.* But she didn't have breasts yet, not really, and it felt *weird.*



The hard plastic seat pressed against her swollen places every time she shifted. She tried sitting forward. Worse. Tried leaning back; her nipples dragged against her shirt and she had to bite back a gasp. There was no comfortable position anymore.



First period and she was already falling apart. She had no idea how she'd get through the rest of the day. But she was going to try.



The rest of class passed in a blur of fractions she barely processed.



But she'd made it through.



 ——————— 


Science was harder.



They were doing a unit on animal biology, life cycles, reproduction, the basics that would get more detailed as they got older. Mrs. Thornton was explaining how different feral species approached mating, and Mira felt her face heat with every word.



Feral biology topics were kind of hot button in the news. Always some politician wanting to ban it from classes because the anatomy was similar and made folks uncomfortable. *Yawn.* Adults made everything weird...



"Canids in particular have some unique adaptations," Mrs. Thornton said, clicking to a new slide. "The male's..." she paused, her whiskers twitching as she searched for the most clinical term, "...reproductive organ has a specialized structure that ensures successful breeding."



*Knot and tie.* Mira looked out the window a moment, flushing and hiding her cheeks.



Titters from around the room. Someone whispered something and got shushed.



The laughter brought her back and Mira stared at her desk and tried to breathe normally. *I want to be full.* She couldn't help but feel the ache between her legs. The tampon was no replacement for what her body really needed.



The boy a few rows behind her, a lanky wolf named Danny, sniffed the air suddenly. She heard him and glanced back, his nose wrinkled, ears twitched.



"Something smells weird," he said, not quite quietly enough, she caught it.



Mira's ears folded flat. *Wolves have better noses than foxes.*



"Danny, focus please," Mrs. Thornton said.



"Probably just the chemicals from last period's lab," said a doe in the front row. "They were dissecting something."



"Yeah." Danny frowned at his notebook. But she was still looking, and his nose was still working, nostrils flaring in quick little pulls. Whatever he was smelling, he hadn't bought the explanation. "That's probably it."



He turned back to the lecture, but his nose kept twitching.



Mira exhaled slowly and turned back too.



When the bell rang, she gathered her things with forced calm. Got up. Walked to the door like nothing had happened.



In the hallway, Sage fell into step beside her.



"Ugh, that lecture." Sage made a face. "Didn't feel very fair to *us.* Every canine in class was squirming. Did you see Danny? Poor wolf was so embarrassed he was sniffing the air like he was trying to identify a crime scene to distract from the subject." She snorted. "My mom already gave me 'the talk' and it was *so* embarrassing. Like, I get it, bodies do things. Can we not?"



Mira's laugh came out thinner than she wanted. "Can we not."



 ——————— 


Lunch was better and worse.



They sat at their usual table, Mira, Sage, Theo, Juniper, picking at cafeteria food and talking about nothing. Sage was still going on about Tommy Henderson's catastrophic backflip. Theo had his book open in his lap under the table, offering occasional comments without looking up. Juniper had her little travel watercolor set open beside her tray, dabbing blue onto a napkin sketch between bites of trail mix, prepping something for art class later, eating in that steady, absent way she had, like her body needed fuel and her brain was elsewhere.



*Normal. Completely normal.*



"I can't wait for summer break," Sage pivoted, stabbing a sausage with her fork. "No more school, no more homework, just sleeping in and playing video games for a whole month."



"Break's three months away," Theo said. "I might finally finish my terrarium."



"Your what?"



"It's a miniature ecosystem in a glass jar. Self-sustaining. I've been planning the soil layers."



Sage stared at him. "You're telling me you get a whole month off school and you want to spend it building *dirt in a jar?*"



"It's not dirt. It's substrate."



"What, you don't wanna hang out with us?"



He turned a page. "I can do both. The terrarium doesn't complain if I ignore it for a minute. It's self-sustaining, *Sage.* Are you getting jealous of dirt?"



"Obviously no. Besides, you said it's *substrate.*"



Mira picked at her sandwich, appetite muted by the constant low awareness of her own body. Every shift in her seat reminded her of the tenderness inside. Every brush of fabric against her chest made her want to squirm.



She'd checked her underwear again before lunch. Still damp, but not leaking through anymore. Small mercies. "Sounds nice. Sealed off, self-sustaining, nobody asking questions."



"No questions, huh? You're quiet today," Juniper observed, looking up from her painting, rubbing her nose with the back of her paw and leaving a smudge of blue across it without noticing. Those big rabbit eyes didn't miss much. "You okay?"



*You have paint on your nose, Juni.* She thought, still quiet.



"And what happened in math?" Sage leaned in, suddenly interested. "Mrs. Patterson sent you somewhere and you were gone for like twenty minutes."



Mira felt her cheeks warm. She glanced at Theo. "This is embarrassing, Theo."



He didn't look up. "I'm reading. Can't hear a thing. I'm thinking about *substrate.*"



Mira blushed, but continued. "I had to go to the nurse," she said quietly. "It was... girl stuff."



Sage's eyes went wide with recognition. "*Oh.* Oh wow. Your first time?"



"Sage!" Juniper hissed, but she was leaning in too, her rabbit nose twitching with curiosity, ears betraying her interest by turning forward. "That's private."



"It's *us.* We're her friends." Sage was practically vibrating. "Was it scary? My older sister said hers started in the middle of gym class and she wanted to *die.*"



"It wasn't... I mean, Mrs. Patterson noticed before anyone else did." Mira picked at her sandwich, grateful for something to do with her hands. "She just sent me to the nurse. Mrs. Castellano was really nice about it."



"Did she give you pads?" Juniper asked, her voice soft. "My mom says those are easier for beginners."



"Tampons, actually." Mira felt her face heat further. "She showed me how to... you know."



"*Tampons?*" Sage looked impressed. "Already? I'm still scared of those. My sister says they feel weird."



"They do feel a little weird," Mira admitted. "But the nurse said they're more practical for school. You don't have to worry about anything showing."



"Smart." Juniper nodded, bunny ears flopping gently with the movement, as if she had vast experience with these matters. She didn't; Mira knew rabbits cycled differently, barely any visible signs, but the solidarity was nice. "Welcome to the club, I guess."



"There's a club?"



"The 'growing up sucks' club." Sage let out a yipping laugh. "Theo's not invited."



From behind his book, Theo muttered, "I *can* hear my own name, you know."



They all dissolved into giggles, real giggles, the easy kind that Mira hadn't felt capable of all morning. For a moment, she was just a normal girl having lunch with her friends, sharing embarrassing stories about bodies doing weird things. Normal. *Safe.*



The deeper secrets stayed exactly where they belonged. Tucked away.



"So you're okay?" Juniper asked once the laughter faded, her voice gentler now. "Like, really okay?"



*Just heat,* Mira thought. *Just my body waking up and wanting things it shouldn't want. Just the tampon inside me where Dad's cum used to be.*



"I'm okay," she said. "Really. Just... a lot going on."



"Well, if you need anything—" Juniper squeezed her hand paw briefly under the table. "That's what friends are for, right?"



"Right." Mira squeezed back. "Thanks."



Mira took a bite of her sandwich and chewed mechanically. Under the table, she pressed her thighs together, still squirming.



A few more hours. She could do this.



 ——————— 


Noses and Poems


Across the cafeteria, Tyler was reliving last night's raid.



"We wiped three times on the dragon," the big bear said, gesturing with a fry like a general replaying a battle. "Three times. And then Danny gets the killing blow with like two health left and the loot drop is a legendary staff and he *screams* so loud his sister comes in and unplugs his whole setup."



"She told Mom," Danny mumbled. "I lost chair privileges."



"You lost your chair for screaming?" Wei's ears perked. The red panda lived for other people's consequences.



"For screaming *profanity.* At midnight. Through the wall to her bedroom."



"What did you say?" Wei leaned forward, grinning.



"Funny thing. I made a poem about it..."



Tyler's fry stopped mid-air. "Wait. No. Please don't."



Wei looked at Tyler. Tyler looked at Wei.



"Yeah, seriously. Don't," Wei said.



Danny was already pulling a crumpled scrap of notebook paper from his pocket, smoothing it on the table with both paws. He cleared his throat. "Brace yourselves for brilliance."



"*The wolf was strong, the dragon smelly.*" "*The loot that fell was kind of funny. But, like, super good.*"



"*The dragon slain, the wolf sang super duper loud.*" "*He said -holy fuck- because he was a paladin, and his parent slayed him.*"



"*But he still got the epic loot, so worth it I guess.*"



"*He can use it when he's allowed back on in two weeks.*"



Silence.



"That doesn't rhyme," Wei said.



"It starts like it's going to rhyme and then just gives up," Tyler said. He looked genuinely pained. "Wait. 'Holy fuck' because he's a *holy paladin?*"



"Obviously."



"You got grounded for *swearing a holy oath,*" Wei said, delighted.



"Yeah, *Mom* didn't see it that way." Danny sat up straighter. "Anyway, I know I'm still learning, but I think I can get better at it. It's called *free verse.*"



"Please just, don't subject us to this again until you do. This was definitely free *something.*" Wei muttered.



Danny was folding the poem back up, ready to defend it further, when his nose caught something. Not the cafeteria. Not the tray. Something under all of that, threading through the room like a current.



His ears swiveled before he could stop them, pulling toward a table by the window where four kids sat together. Three girls and a boy with a book.



The fox girl. Mira. From science class.



There it was again. The same scent from Mrs. Thornton's room, threading through the cafeteria noise of grease and milk cartons and floor cleaner. Not the chemicals from last period. Whatever this was, it had followed her here. Salty. Rich. Almost savory, like the umami flavor his mom talked about when she was cooking. And underneath it something that reminded him of the dog park on warm days, but different. Warmer. More layered.



His nose pulled in another long breath without him deciding to. His ears had rotated toward that table on their own. He could feel his body leaning, orienting. Wolf things. *Tracking.*



*What IS that?*



His gaze found the rabbit sitting next to Mira. Juniper. He knew her name but not much else. Quiet. Drew a lot. Long ears. She was leaning close to Mira, whispering something that made them both giggle, and Danny's chest did something weird when she smiled. She had blue paint on her nose.



A tater tot hit him square in the ear.



"Dude." Tyler pointed his fork at him. "Your ears were doing the satellite dish thing."



Danny blinked. "They were not."



"You went full wolf for like thirty seconds," Wei said, glancing at the table by the window and back at Danny. "Girls, huh?"



Danny's ears flattened. "Naw, something just smells weird."



His nose was still working. Pulling in that layered scent, trying to file it somewhere his brain could reach. It wasn't perfume. It wasn't shampoo. Something under the surface that made his fur prickle and his tail want to move.



"Uh huh." Tyler went back to his food. "Wolf problems."



*Wolf problems.* Yeah. Maybe that's all it was.



 ——————— 


Promises


Art class was better.



Ms. Chen let them work on whatever they wanted some days, as long as it was "creative expression." Mira sat at the big tables with Juniper. The rabbit girl loved art class even if her skills were still catching up to her enthusiasm, paws moving eagerly as she sketched something Mira couldn't quite see.



"What are you making?" Mira asked, grateful for the hands-on course. She didn't feel quite as wiggly when she could move and talk freely.



"A forest. Like the one behind my house." Juniper's pencil scratched softly against the paper. "There's this big maple I climb. The trunk forks way up high and you can sit in it like a chair. I want to capture how it feels to look out from up there."



"That sounds nice."



"It is." Juniper glanced up, studying Mira's face. "You should come over sometime. We could climb together."



The invitation was unexpected. Juniper was usually so private, so content in her own world. But here she was, reaching out.



"I'd like that," Mira said, and meant it.



They worked in comfortable silence after that. Mira attempted a sketch of Bear, his broad muzzle, his kind eyes, the way his ears flopped. It came out looking more like a fuzzy potato.



*Not my best work.* She'd been practicing with Dad, but still had trouble with fur detail.



Juniper looked over and smiled. "He looks loved," she said. "You can tell from the way you drew him."



Mira's chest tightened. "He is."



 ——————— 


Recess was complicated.



Sage wanted to race to the swings, and Mira went along because saying no would invite questions. The first few pumps were fine, legs extended, lean back, feel the air. But as she picked up speed, the motion started doing something unexpected. Each arc forward pressed the swing's edge against her, and each drop back pulled at something low in her belly, a cramping tingle that made her breath catch. By the fifth swing, she was gripping the chains too tight, face flushed, overstimulated in ways she couldn't explain.



"You okay?" Juniper had claimed the swing beside her, barely moving, just twisting in lazy circles. "You look weird."



"Too much," Mira managed, crossing her legs awkwardly on the seat and dragging her feet until the swing slowed. Her tail had gone rigid, then kinked sideways in a way she couldn't control, a dead giveaway if anyone knew what to look for. She forced it to relax, felt it curl protectively around her hip instead. Her whole body was buzzing, every nerve ending lit up wrong. The innocent playground equipment had found places it shouldn't.



Juniper had stopped twisting, her swing hanging still now. She cocked her head to one side, long ears tilting at an inquisitive angle. "Mira? Your tail just did a really weird thing."



On her other side, Sage leaned forward on her own swing, sandy fur catching the light. "Yeah, it went all—" She made a zigzag motion with her paw, grinning. "Like a lightning bolt. You okay? You smell kind of—" Her coyote nose twitched. "I dunno. Different."



"I'm fine," Mira mumbled, forcing her tail to stay still. She could feel her face burning. "Just... cramps or something. Can we go sit by the tree?"



Sage shrugged, already launching herself off the swing with typical coyote enthusiasm. "Race you!"



They ended up at the big oak tree, Sage triumphant about winning a race no one else was running, Mira grateful to be off the swing, and Juniper trailing behind with her sketchbook already out. Theo was already perched on a low branch above them, his sleek brown fur almost invisible against the bark. He'd climbed up there with his book the moment they arrived, settling into the crook of branches like he'd been born to it. Pine marten instincts.



"There's a new ice cream place that just opened a few blocks away, The Frosty Paw," Sage said, picking at a blade of grass. "My mom said she might take me this weekend. You guys should come!"



"I'm in," Theo said from above, not looking up from his book.



"June?"



Juniper considered, her nose twitching. "Maybe. If I can finish my painting first."



"Mira?"



"I'll have to ask my dad." The words came automatically. "He's been... kind of protective lately."



"Your dad's always protective," Sage said. "He like, barely lets you do anything."



"That's not true."



"You weren't allowed to come to my sleepover last week."



"That was—" Mira hesitated. The truth was that she *could* have gone to the sleepover. Dad would have let her. But she hadn't wanted to. Hadn't wanted to be away from him, from Bear, from everything that actually mattered. "I was sick that weekend."



"Sure." Sage didn't sound convinced, but she let it drop. "Anyway, ice cream. Saturday. Try to come."



"I'll try."



The sun was warm on Mira's fur. She leaned back against the oak tree and closed her eyes, letting the voices of her friends wash over her. Sage arguing up at Theo about some video game, his calm replies drifting down from the branches. Juniper's quiet pencil scratching as she sketched something in the margins of her notebook.



*This is nice,* she thought. *This is normal.*



But even lying still, she could feel her pulse between her legs. The grass prickled against her thighs through her skirt. Everything touched her differently now.



*Just a few more hours.*



 ——————— 


Computer lab was a relief. Mr. Reeves let them work at their own pace, typing exercises and a simple coding game, and the act of focusing on a screen gave Mira something to do with her attention besides monitor her own body. The room was cool, the chairs were padded, and nobody could see her squirming behind a monitor.



Juniper claimed the station next to hers, the way she always did in computer lab. They didn't talk much, just worked side by side, the quiet click of keys and the hum of monitors filling the space between them.



At one point Juniper's foot bumped hers under the desk, the bunny pulled her foot back. She hadn't meant to thump, but she had started tapping her foot along with her keystrokes.



Mira giggled a bit when the bunny blushed.



*Finally I feel like I'm not the embarrassed one.* Mira offered a warm smile and tapped the bunny's foot back playfully as they worked.



 ——————— 


The last class of the day was in their homeroom: English. Today they were reading any choice of book from the library.



Mira chose a fantasy novel, Wizard Lizards: The Reign of Dragons. Scalies were a bit weird, but they wrote the best high fantasy.



Mrs. Patterson encouraged silent reading time, which meant Mira could zone out without anyone noticing. She held her book up and let her eyes unfocus on the words. Normally she'd be swallowed by the fable, but it was way too hard to sit still without her body tingling all over.



Her nipples were still tender. She crossed one arm loosely over her chest, pretending she was cold, and tried to focus on the story.



Movement caught her eye. She glanced up, and found Danny the wolf looking at her from across the room.



Their eyes met.



For a second neither of them moved. Then Danny's ears flattened and he looked away fast, suddenly very interested in his own book. Mira felt heat rush to her cheeks and dropped her gaze too.



*Weird.*



She turned a page she hadn't read. When she peeked up again a minute later, Danny was still determinedly not looking at her. His ears were still pink.



She almost smiled. Boys were strange.



 ——————— 


The final bell rang at 3:15.



Mira was out of her seat before the sound finished echoing, shoving her books into her backpack, moving toward the door with an urgency she couldn't quite hide.



"Whoa, where's the fire?" Sage called after her.



"Just want to catch my dad before the line gets long!"



She burst through the front doors and scanned the pickup lane. There. Dad's blue truck, parked in the same spot as always. She could see him through the windshield, watching for her.



She forced herself to walk. Not to run. Running would attract attention.



But when she reached the truck and climbed inside, she couldn't help the way she immediately reached for his hand.



"How was it?" he asked.



"Long." She laced her fingers through his, held on tight. "Really long."



He squeezed back. "Let's go home."



She nodded, settling into the familiar seat, and let out a breath she'd been holding all day.



Bear was in the back again. His nose found the gap between the seats, pressed against her shoulder. She reached back without looking and scratched behind his ears.



*Home,* she thought. *I'm going home.*



The truck pulled out of the parking lot, and Mira watched the school shrink in the side mirror.



Dad's hand was warm in hers. Bear's breath stirred the fur at the back of her neck. Her tail uncurled for the first time since morning.



 ——————— 


The house smelled like cedar and coffee and Bear's fur, a little fox musk.



*Smells like us.*



Bear pushed past them both the moment Dad opened the door, racing inside to check his food bowl. Mira laughed. Some things never changed.



She dropped her backpack by the door and knelt down when Bear circled back, letting him press his nose against her, his whole body wiggling with the joy of being home.



"I know, buddy," she murmured, scratching behind his ears. "I missed being here too."



Dad set his keys on the hook. "Homework?"



"Some." She pulled back from Bear, looking up at her father. "Math. A reading worksheet."



"Let's get it done first. Then..."



He didn't finish the sentence. He didn't have to.



 ——————— 


Homework took longer than usual.



Mira kept losing focus. The fractions blurred on the page, meaningless numbers while her body hummed with anticipation. Bear had settled under the kitchen table, his head on her foot, and every few minutes she'd feel his nose twitch against her ankle and have to stifle a shiver.



Dad was making dinner. Something with chicken; she could smell it sizzling. The domestic normalcy of it felt surreal. Here she was, doing math homework while Dad cooked, while Bear napped at her feet, as if this were any ordinary Tuesday.



But underneath the ordinary, something else was building.



"How's it going over there, cub?" Asked idly while he focused on cooking.



Mira blushed. She'd been fidgeting for the last ten minutes, shifting in her chair, the seam of her pants pressing against places that were too sensitive. She glanced at Bear under the table, then back at her worksheet. Made a decision.



She stood up, shimmied out of her pants and underwear, and sat back down. The cool wood of the chair against her bare fur and soft skin made her gasp, but it was better than the constant friction of fabric.



"Trying," she managed. "It's hard to focus."



Bear's nose found her immediately. She felt him press between her knees, warm breath against her bare thighs, and then his tongue dragged once across her folds. She gripped her pencil and stared at the worksheet, she leaned back a little in the chair giving him easier access.



*Problem seven. If three-fifths of—*



Another lick. Slow, patient, thorough. Her hips shifted involuntarily.



*Three-fifths of twenty-five equals—*



She wrote the answer with shaking handwriting. Bear lapped again, settling into a lazy rhythm, his broad tongue parting her swollen folds with each stroke. She was getting wetter, heat blooming, her body opening for him the way it had learned to.



*Problem eight.* Her pencil hovered. Bear's tongue found her clit and she bit her lip so hard it stung. She wrote the answer. Probably wrong. Didn't care.



She finished the last two problems with Bear's muzzle buried between her thighs, her handwriting deteriorating line by line, the worksheet spotted with eraser marks where her hand had jerked. She set the pencil down and let her legs fall open wider, one hand dropping to Bear's head, scratching behind his ears while he worked.



Dad finished the chicken. Set it aside to rest, covered the pan, wiped down the counter. Unhurried.



"Daddy?"



"Mm?"



"I think I need..." She swallowed, Bear's tongue still lapping at her folds. "Can dinner wait?"



He turned off the stove. "Of course."



 ——————— 


They didn't make it to the bedroom.



The couch again, the same couch where he'd taken her before. He laid out the throw blanket and then Mira was on her back, school clothes pushed aside rather than removed, Dad's weight pressing her into the cushions. She felt his tip find her entrance, press forward—



And stop.



"Hold on." Dad's voice shifted from heated to puzzled. "There's something—"



Mira's face went hot. "*Oh no.* The tampon. I forgot—"



Dad laughed, a real laugh, surprised and warm. "That would've been uncomfortable for both of us." He sat back slightly, and she felt his fingers replace his cock, sliding inside her carefully. "Let me..."



"I can get it—"



"I've got it, cub." His fingers found the string, tugged gently. She felt the cotton slide free, and Dad held up the evidence of her first day with an expression caught between amusement and tenderness. "There. Crisis averted."



She covered her face with her hands, mortified and giggling. "I can't believe I forgot." She noticed the red on the tampon and wrinkled her snout. "*Ew.* You still want to?"



"I can't resist you. Besides, it's not much." He set the tampon aside on a tissue, then leaned back over her, "*you're beautiful. Don't be shy.*"



His cock found her entrance again. Bear had opened her up, tongue-loosened and swollen, and Dad slid in with none of the resistance her body usually put up. He went slow anyway. Each inch deliberate, checking in with her, his amber eyes reading her face.



She wrapped her legs around him and pulled.



"Daddy?"



"Mm?" Already moving, slow rolls that pressed him deep.



"Can you—" Her cheeks burned. She didn't know how to ask this. "When you say *my little girl* sometimes. When we're—you know." She squirmed, not from the sex, from the asking. "Can you say it? While we do this? Like, the *real* way. What we actually are."



His hips stilled. His ears came forward.



"The real way," he repeated.



"You know what I mean." She studied the ceiling, the crack she'd memorized years ago. "Not just *cub.* The—what you are to me and what I—" She bit her lip. "I want to hear you say it while you're inside me. I want to know what it does."



He was quiet for a beat. His cock throbbed once, hard, inside her. An answer his mouth hadn't given yet.



"You want me to tell you you're my daughter." His voice had dropped, rough, stripped of its usual careful layer. "While I'm fucking you."



The word—*daughter*—hit her somewhere behind her navel. Her walls clenched around him before she could think, and the surprise of her own reaction made her gasp.



"*Yes.* That."



He started moving again. Slower than before, each thrust deliberate, his tip dragging against the place that made her vision blur. His muzzle dropped to her ear.



"You're my little girl." Just above a whisper. His hips pushed deep on *girl* and held there. "My daughter. And I'm inside you right now."



"*Oh—*"



Something about hearing it—not torn out of him by accident, but *chosen,* spoken on purpose—made the room tilt. She'd lived this for four years. He'd never *named* it during.



"Say more." Her claws dug into his shoulders. "Please."



"I watched you do homework tonight." His rhythm found her, each thrust punctuating. "With Bear's tongue between your legs. My eleven-year-old doing fractions—" A harder thrust. "—while the family dog licked her open for me."



Her ears went flat. Her tail seized. A sound came out of her that she didn't recognize—high, broken, *animal.*



"That's—Daddy, that's—" She was trying to talk and couldn't.



"I cooked dinner," he continued, his voice wrecked and steady at the same time. "Three feet away. Smelling you. Smelling *him* on you. Watching my cub get her pussy licked while she solved fractions—" The word cracked in his throat. "*God,* Mira. Do you know what that does to me?"



"I can *feel* what it does." His cock was iron inside her, thicker than she remembered it getting, his knot already catching at her entrance. His pulse hammered through the shaft. "You're so hard right now. From *saying* it."



"From *you.*" He ground deep, his pelvis pressing her clit, and she bucked up into him. "From my daughter asking me to narrate what we are."



She was grinning. Flushed and shaking and grinning because this was *new*—they'd done everything with their bodies and never once done this with their voices. Every sentence out of his mouth landed like a second touch inside her, reaching places the physical one couldn't.



"Is it weird that I like it?" She was breathless.



"Cub, everything about us is weird." He nipped her ear, canines grazing the sensitive edge. "That's why it's ours."



His knot was catching now, the thick swell stretching her wide before slipping back on each stroke. Blood filled it, growing, his body preparing to lock inside his daughter. She bore down.



"Do it." She cupped his face, thumbs tracing the silver at his muzzle, and held his gaze. "Knot your little girl, Daddy."



Something broke in his rhythm. His ears flattened, his teeth showed... not a snarl, a *grin,* fox canines glinting—and his hips drove forward. The knot pressed wide, wider, her entrance screaming at the stretch and *welcoming* it, and then it seated inside her and her body closed around the shaft behind it.



Her orgasm rippled through her body and she mewled gently. She pressed her forehead against his and breathed through the fullness, feeling his knot throb, feeling the first thick pulse of cum hit her cervix.



"Daddy." Her voice had gone small again, the heat-bravado spent. "I love you."



"I love you too." Each word separated by a pulse. "My girl. My impossible girl."



His knot continued to pulse cum deep into her with each heartbeat and softened in its own time. They stayed tangled, her legs still wrapped around him, his muzzle pressed into the hollow of her neck. She felt him twitch inside her one last time.



"Daddy?"



"Mm."



"I think we just invented something."



"I think you just wrecked me."



She nuzzled his cheek. *Ours.*



 ——————— 


Dinner was reheated.



They ate on the couch, still half-dressed, plates balanced on their laps. Bear had claimed his usual spot at Mira's feet, occasionally begging for scraps.



"How are you feeling?" Dad asked.



Mira considered the question. The spotting, annoying, but... Her body ached in good ways, the tenderness between her legs deeper now, more pronounced. But it felt right. *Earned.*



"Full," she said. "In a good way."



He reached over, tucked a strand of fur behind her ear. "That's my girl."



After dinner, they watched TV. Some nature documentary neither of them were really paying attention to. Mira curled against Dad's side, his arm around her shoulders.



Bear sprawled across both their laps, pinning them both to the cushions.



*Cozy.*



 ——————— 


Tuesday


She woke to Bear's nose between her thighs and Dad's hand on her hip.



They'd set the alarm early, the way Dad promised they would. Bear first. He mounted her while she was still half-asleep, face buried in the pillow, Dad holding her steady. The familiar frantic rhythm, the knot swelling, the lock, the flood of thin hot cum pooling deep. When Bear's knot softened and slipped free, Dad slid into the space he'd left, her body loose and dripping and open. Slower. Deeper. She turned her head on the pillow and found his ear. "*Get it deeper than Bear's, Daddy.*" He groaned and buried himself to the hilt deep, full, cocktip right against her cervix. She felt his load jet inside her in rhythmic powerful squirts, blending in a froth and filling her beyond what she imagined possible, both of them inside her, thick and warm and going nowhere.



Except it *was* going somewhere. It would be leaking out of her all day. And while she loved it, forty minutes of being knotted by both of them was different from Daddy's old cum and release.



Knotting changed *everything.*



She showered fast, toweled off, pulled on her school clothes. Still carrying them both. Still carrying the *words* from last night, too. They'd named what they were out loud while he was inside her, and the naming had changed something she couldn't put back. Something she didn't *want* to put back.



*Daddy.*



At breakfast Dad slid her fox-head pancake across the table. Their eyes met over the syrup.



"Morning, cub."



"Morning, Daddy."



Same words as every morning. They landed different now. She bit into a pancake ear and caught him watching her with that soft, honest expression she'd put on his face last night. Her tail curled against her chair.



"*Love you.*" She said, small.



He reached over and squeezed her paw three times.



 ——————— 


He dropped her off at the loop, gave her a kiss on the cheek. She hopped out and waved, joining Sage as she stepped off the bus.



Classes crawled. The heat made everything soft-edged and distant, teachers' voices reaching her like sound underwater. She forgot her locker combination twice.



In science, she felt it before she saw it. A spreading warmth beneath her that wasn't body heat. She glanced down. A slick puddle had formed on the plastic chair, her arousal and what was left of the morning seeping through her panties, pooling on the smooth surface. Her stomach dropped.



The bell rang. Kids stood, gathered books, filed toward the door. She didn't move. Couldn't. If she stood up now, everyone behind her would see the wet seat.



She waited. Let the room empty. Pretended to search for something in her backpack while the last few students shuffled past. Mrs. Thornton was erasing the board, back turned.



*Now.*



She grabbed a crumpled worksheet from her bag, swiped it across the seat in one fast motion. The paper smeared more than it absorbed, pushing some of the slick off the edge onto the floor. She wiped the rest with her sleeve, shoved the damp worksheet into the bottom of her backpack, and stood up. Her skirt stuck to the backs of her thighs for one horrible second before peeling free.



Mrs. Thornton turned. "Everything okay, Mira?"



"Dropped my pen." She held up a pen. Smiled. Left.



At lunch, Juniper sat next to her on the bench, close enough that their arms pressed together from shoulder to elbow. Sage was telling some story about her brother and a garden hose. Theo read. Juniper didn't move away, and neither did Mira.



She took the bus home at the end of the day. Sage chatted at her and she nodded along, trying to listen, but needing to be home.



 ——————— 


Bear met her at the door before her backpack hit the floor. His nose drove between her thighs, wet and insistent, snuffling hard enough to push the fabric of her skirt against her. She was damp already. Had been since lunch, the heat pooling between her legs all afternoon, her puffy little vulva swollen against her panties through sixth period until the cotton was dark with slick.



"Bear, *wait*—" She laughed, pushing at his broad head. "Let me at least get inside."



He didn't wait. He never waited. His tongue found the edge of her panties where they'd ridden up, pressed his nose past the hem, and lapped once at the damp crease of her thigh. She gasped, her backpack sliding off her shoulder, the front door still open behind her.



"*Inside,* Bear. Inside the house." She shuffled backward, tugging her skirt down, and he followed, tail swaying, nose locked on her.



Dad was at the stove. "How was school?"



"Long." She dropped her backpack by the stairs. Bear was circling her, pressing close, whining. "He's been like this the second I walked in."



"You smell ready." Dad didn't turn from the stove. "Homework first."



"*Dad.*"



"Homework. Then Bear. Then dinner." A pause. "Then me."



She groaned but sat at the kitchen table, pulling out her math worksheet. Bear settled under the table, his head on her foot, nose aimed upward. Every few minutes his nostrils would flare and he'd press his muzzle higher, nudging against her calf, her knee, the inside of her thigh where the scent was strongest.



She got through four problems. On the fifth, something about ratios, Bear's tongue found her ankle and dragged up the inside of her shin, slow, and she lost the thread of the equation entirely.



"Bear." A warning. But her legs opened half an inch without her deciding to.



He took the invitation. His nose pressed between her knees, warm breath against the damp cotton of her panties, and she felt his tongue drag across the fabric—one long, patient stroke that made her pencil skid across the page.



"Dad, I can't—he's—"



"Finish the page."



She finished the page. Barely. Her handwriting deteriorated problem by problem, the last three answers scrawled while Bear's tongue worked against her through her panties, the fabric soaked through now, clinging to her swollen folds, every stroke making her hips shift and her ears go flat. By the time she set the pencil down, she was gripping the table edge with both paws.



"Done?"



"*Done.*"



Dad checked her work. Marked one wrong. "The ratio's inverted. Fix it."



"*Dad.*"



"Fix it, and you can go."



She fixed it with Bear's nose pressed against the soaked cotton between her thighs, her paw shaking so hard the number came out crooked. Dad glanced at it, nodded.



"Go."



She shoved the chair back and dropped to her hands and knees right there on the kitchen floor. Bear was on her in a heartbeat—his paws hooking her hips before she'd even pulled her panties aside. She yanked the wet cotton to one side and his cock found her immediately, the tapered tip pressing into her swollen folds, parting the slick mess her body had been making all day.



The first thrust punched the air out of her.



"*Oh*—" She braced against the tile. Bear's rhythm was immediate, urgent, that frantic canine pace that didn't care about her breathing or her readiness—just drove and drove, his cock stretching her open, the wet sounds filling the kitchen.



Dad watched from the stove. Spatula in one hand, ears forward. A pot of pasta sauce bubbled behind him. The kitchen smelled like basil and tomato and *them,* sharp and musky, the wet sounds of Bear's thrusting mixing with the simmer of the pot.



Bear knotted her in under three minutes. The stretch, the burn, the impossible fullness locking inside her, and then the pulses—hot, steady, flooding her while she pressed her face against the cool tile and panted.



She was still tied when Dad set the table around them.



"Pasta's ready when you are," he said, grabbing a plate for himself, and setting hers to warm in the oven low with a wet towel over it, knowing it would be a while.



She laughed. Couldn't help it. Knotted to the family dog on the kitchen floor, her homework marked and corrected on the table above her. But she *needed* this. It was the only time her fog cleared and she felt *normal.*



Dad scooped a small portion into one of Bear's clean bowls and set it on the floor in front of her. "It'll be a while, love. Eat a bite while you wait. I'll keep the rest warm for when you're ready."



*A BOWL—* Mira huffed and glared at Dad. He just shrugged and looked amused.



But it smelled good, and she was hungry. Bear's knot tugged at her entrance and she couldn't help but swish her tail a little at the scent. Wet squelches sounding from where she strained forward. Bear sniffing at the bowl as well.



*Mine,* Mira growled just a little to warn Bear off. He huffed and turned his tie defiantly, almost as if he never wanted it to begin with. His heavy weight settling behind her.



Mira looked down at the dish. A bay leaf placed artfully on the side.



She ate, licking at the flavor, not wanting to get her paws dirty. Chewed and swallowed. It tasted amazing.



"You're welcome, cub." Dad smiled, all too pleased with himself.



"Jerk."



 ——————— 


Bear's knot softened twenty minutes later. His cock slipped free with a wet sound and a gush of thin cum that pooled on the tile beneath her. He padded to his water bowl, lapped noisily, circled twice, and collapsed on his bed with a satisfied groan. Done with her.



Mira stayed on her hands and knees for a moment, catching her breath, Bear's cum dripping from her onto the kitchen floor. She throbbed in the cool air, swollen and loose, still clenching around nothing.



Dad had already eaten. His plate was rinsed in the sink, his coffee mug beside it. But he had already grabbed hers warm from the oven and set it on the table. He'd timed it perfectly, the way he timed everything.



He was leaning against the counter, arms crossed, watching her with amber eyes. His cock was out. Hard, flushed, the tip glistening. He'd been watching the whole time, she realized. Eating his dinner while his daughter got mounted on the floor three feet away, and now he was hard and patient and waiting.



"Come here, cub." He pulled out his chair and sat. His cock stood rigid between his thighs, wet at the tip. "Sit."



She climbed off the floor on wobbly legs. He guided her into his lap, facing the table, her back against his chest. One hand on her hip, tilting her, and she felt his tip find her entrance—still loose from Bear, still dripping, and he slid inside with no resistance at all. Bear's cum squelched around his shaft as he filled the space the dog had just left.



"*Ah—*" She sank down, taking him deep but not all the way—his knot was still soft at the base, just beginning to thicken, and she settled with the swell nestled between her stretched folds, half in, half out. Each time she shifted in the chair the knot slipped a little deeper, then eased back, her body working it in slow increments as the blood filled it. The fullness was different from Bear. Warmer, more *personal,* the knot growing inside her grip instead of being forced past. He throbbed once, settling in, and then his arms came around her and he reached forward and uncovered her plate.



"Eat," he said against her ear. "Before it gets cold."



The pasta was perfect. Penne in a rich tomato sauce with crumbled spiced pepper sausage, fresh basil on top, parmesan grated thick. He'd kept it covered just right. Warm without the noodles going soft. She picked up her fork and speared a bite and the flavor hit her, rich, savory, and she made a sound that could have been about the food or about the cock nestled deep inside her. Both, maybe.



"Good?" he asked.



"*So* good." She chewed, swallowed, stabbed and gathered another bite. His cock twitched inside her and she clenched around it, just once, and felt him exhale against her neck. "The sauce is amazing. Is that fresh basil?"



"From the garden. Finally grew enough to use." His thumb traced her hip. He wasn't thrusting—just *there,* buried, letting her eat while he held her full. "How was the gesture unit?"



"Ms. Chen had us doing thirty-second poses." Mira pierced another forkful, chewed it slowly, savoring the sauce while his cock pulsed warm inside her. "You have to capture the whole body in half a minute. No detail, just *movement.*" She shifted her hips—a small rotation that made him inhale sharply. "Juniper's really trying. She's getting better. I might help her out, she's still kind of stiff."



"That's the hard part." His voice was rougher now. His knot was starting to swell against her folds, the gradual thickening. "Most people draw what they *see.* Gesture drawing is about drawing what they *feel.* The energy of the pose, not the shape."



"That's what Ms. Chen says." Another bite. The sausage had a nice kick to it. She rocked back against him, feeling his knot press thicker, and his paw tightened on her hip. "You do that with your anatomy work, don't you? The wolf a few months back with legs, knee joints... all the parts labeled. It's not just *accurate,* it's—it feels alive even though it's cut open."



"That's the job." He pressed a kiss behind her ear. His knot was properly swelling now, stretching her entrance wider with each small movement. "Make the inside as beautiful as the outside. Show people that a body is *architecture,* not just meat."



She set her fork down. Pressed back against him deliberately—a slow grind that worked his swelling knot against her rim. He groaned softly.



"Mira—"



"I'm still eating." But she was grinning, and she picked up her fork and speared another bite of pasta while she clenched around his knot. The pressure was building, that familiar stretch as blood filled the tissue, his cock growing thicker at the base, demanding entry.



"You're impossible." His breath was warm and unsteady against her neck.



"I'm *multitasking.*"



She ate the last piece of penne and scooped the crumbs of her remaining ground sausage while his knot pressed past her entrance and locked inside her. The stretch was slow, earned, her body opening around it the way it had learned to—welcoming, familiar. She gasped with the fork still in her mouth, bit down on the tines, and felt him pulse once, deep, the first warm spurt settling inside her.



"*Mm.*" She set the fork down. Pushed her empty plate forward. Leaned back into his chest and clenched around his knot, feeling it throb, feeling the warmth spread. "Compliments to the chef."



"You're welcome." Strained. His arms tightened around her.



She tugged against the knot—a playful pull, lifting her hips just enough to feel the stretch at her entrance before sinking back down. He hissed through his teeth.



"*Don't—*"



She did it again. A slow rock forward that pulled his knot against her rim, testing the lock, the stretch making them both gasp—and then settling back, snug, sealed. His cock pulsed in response, another warm spurt, and she squeezed around it.



"Tell me about the client project," she said. Perfectly conversational. "The one giving you trouble."



"You're—" He exhaled. "It's a cross-section of a—*Mira*—canine forelimb. The flexor tendons are—" She tugged his knot again and his voice broke. "The flexor tendons are layered in a way that's hard to—*stop that*—hard to render without losing the depth."



"Maybe overlap them?" She rocked, clenched, rocked again. Each tug pulled another pulse from him, another trickle of warmth. "Like gesture drawing. Show the *energy* of how they connect instead of drawing every strand."



His forehead dropped against her shoulder. "That's... a good idea."



"I know."



"You're impossible."



"You love it."



"*God,* I do." His voice cracked and his knot pulsed and she felt him shudder against her back, another release, and she just sat there, full of him, full of Bear, the plate empty, the kitchen warm, his arms around her and his cock locked inside her and the conversation about tendons and gesture drawing hanging in the air like something precious and ordinary.



She tugged his knot one more time. Gently. Just to feel him twitch.



 ——————— 


Wednesday


Morning routine, then bussed to school.



Juniper fell into step beside her in the hallway before first period. They walked to class without talking, close enough that Juniper's ear swung against Mira's shoulder with each step.



"Quiz today," Juniper whispered as they sat down. "I made flash cards."



They crammed at Juniper's desk, heads together, whispering answers back and forth while students filed in. Mira got seven out of ten. Juniper beamed like she'd won something.



The quiz went fine. Afterward, Mrs. Patterson gave them reading time, and Mira actually managed to focus for twenty minutes on Wizard Lizards. The dragon empress had just betrayed the fire council. She was getting into it when she felt eyes on her.



Across the room, Danny was doing the thing again. Nose working, ears angled toward her, that confused furrow between his brows. He caught her looking and snapped his gaze back to his book so fast he knocked his pencil off the desk. It rolled under Tommy Henderson's chair. Danny left it there.



*Still tracking me.* She didn't know if that was funny or scary. Mostly funny. He looked like Bear when he couldn't find the treat she'd hidden.



 ——————— 


Lunch was better.



Sage had discovered a new injustice: the cafeteria had replaced the curly fries with straight-cut.



"This is a civil rights violation," Sage announced, stabbing a limp fry. "These have no structural integrity. You can't even scoop ketchup with these."



"Fries aren't a civil right," Theo said.



"They should be. Curly fries specifically. It should be in the constitution."



"There's no fry clause in the constitution."



"Then I'm writing a letter."



"To whom?"



"The president. Or the lunch lady. Whoever's in charge of fries."



"Those are very different levels of government."



Mira laughed, real and easy, and it surprised her. She'd been so deep in her own body all week that she'd forgotten what it felt like to just sit with her friends and be stupid about nothing. The fries were terrible. Sage was right. It didn't matter at all, but it felt good to think about something dumb and simple that she could share with friends in the open.



Juniper was sketching on her napkin again, something Mira couldn't see. Her pencil moved in quick strokes while she half-listened to the fry debate, one long ear cocked toward Sage, the other angled at Mira. She'd already cleared her tray and was working through a ziplock of carrot sticks, crunching through them without looking.



"What are you drawing?" Mira leaned over.



Juniper tilted the napkin. A tiny coyote standing on a soapbox, holding a sign that read JUSTICE FOR CURLY FRIES. Behind her, a small pine marten sat in a tree reading a book titled *Fry Law.*



Mira snorted. Juniper's ears went pink but she was grinning, those front teeth peeking.



"That's going on the fridge," Sage declared, snatching the napkin. "This is *art.* This is *activism.*"



"It's a napkin," Theo said.



"It's a napkin that *matters,* Theo."



"It's a well doodled napkin, granted. Nice sketch, Juniper."



Mira watched Juniper watching Sage wave the napkin around like a flag. She liked having Juniper next to her. Liked the way their arms touched. Liked that Juniper drew things that made her laugh without trying.



*I want her to come over,* she thought. The idea surprised her with its clarity. Not for anything specific. Just to have her *there,* in Mira's space, away from the noise of school.



Maybe later.



 ——————— 


Art class was free-draw day. Mira worked on a sketch of the dragon empress from Wizard Lizards, all coiled tail and sharp scales and an expression of magnificent betrayal. Ms. Chen stopped by, raised an eyebrow, moved on. Juniper sat beside her at the big table, painting something abstract, lots of blues and greens, her paws moving in that eager way she had.



"What's that one?" Mira asked.



"The feeling of swimming." Juniper tilted her head at it. "Or trying to. I've never actually been swimming, but I imagine this is what it looks like from underneath."



"Rabbits don't swim?"



"We *can.* We just don't *want* to." She shuddered, ears flattening. "Too much wet fur. Terrible experience. Zero stars."



"I'll take you to the pool this summer. I'll teach you."



"I'll drown."



"You won't drown. I'll hold you up."



Juniper looked at her. Something passed between them, quick and warm, that had nothing to do with swimming.



"Okay," she said. "But if I drown, I'm haunting you."



"Deal."



 ——————— 


The afternoon dragged. The heat crept back by sixth period, that low throb that made her cross and uncross her legs. She made it to the bus, made it home, made it through homework while Bear paced at her feet.



Dad took Bear out after dinner, the long loop through the neighborhood that usually knocked him out for the evening. Mira showered while they were gone, standing under the spray longer than she needed to, letting the hot water soak through her fur.



By the time they got back, Bear was done. He collapsed by the back door, panting, and was asleep within minutes. Mira was restless.



"Daddy?" She was curled against his side on the couch. "Can we watch something?"



"Sure, cub. What are you thinking?"



"The... the videos. Like you used to show me."



Dad's hand stilled on her shoulder. She remembered being seven, curled against him on this same couch, watching the premium channels while he explained what the people on screen were doing. *This is what bodies do together. The kind of thing we've done.* Clinical almost, but warm.



"You want to watch the adult channels?"



"It feels different now. I want to *see* things. While we..." She trailed off, face warming.



Dad reached for the remote. "You remember the code?"



"One-two-three-four." She grinned. "You never changed it."



"Never saw the point."



The premium channel was showing a pool scene. A wolf lifeguard delivering truly terrible dialogue to a vixen who'd somehow gotten her tail "stuck" in a pool ladder.



Mira tugged her pajama bottoms off without looking away from the screen. Pulled Dad's waistband down, felt him already half-hard, and settled back into his lap facing the TV. She reached between her legs, found him, guided his tip to her entrance, and sank down in one slow motion. Still loose from their morning routine before school. Still slick with Bear's cum. He filled her with a familiarity that didn't need discussion, and she adjusted her weight, leaning back against his chest, his cock buried deep, the laptop balanced on the armrest beside them.



Within two minutes the lifeguard and the vixen were on a lounger.



"It's so fake," Mira said, rolling her hips once, slow. "You can tell she's acting. The sounds aren't right."



"Premium channels are all produced." His voice was thicker than usual, his hands settling on her hips. "Scripts, camera crews. They edit out the awkward parts."



"Is there anything more real?"



Dad reached past her for the laptop. She felt him shift inside her with the movement, gasped quietly, and he paused to kiss the back of her ear before pulling up the browser.



"There's a site. FurHub. Regular people sharing what they do at home. No scripts or sets."



The page loaded. Thumbnails filled the screen, organized by category. Species tags. Position tags. *Amateur. Homemade. Real Couples.* The thumbnails looked honest: bedroom lighting, shaky cameras, real furniture.



"That one." She pointed at a fox and a smaller canine, the size difference visible even in the thumbnail. The title just said *us again lol.*



No cheesy music. No terrible dialogue. Just two people in a real bedroom, the camera propped on a phone. The fox was already hard, the coyote kneeling in front of him, grinning at the camera before turning her attention to his cock.



"She looks like she actually wants to," Mira said quietly. Her hips had started moving on their own, slow circles that ground Dad's cock against her front wall. He throbbed each time she squeezed.



"Because she does. This is their real life."



The coyote took him in, messy, eager. She gagged a little, pulled off laughing, tried again. Real. Imperfect. *Hot.*



The fox pulled her up, kissed her sloppily, bent her over the edge of the bed and pushed inside. The coyote's moan came through the laptop speakers. Raw. Mira's hips stuttered at the sound, grinding down harder, and Dad's fingers tightened on her hip bones.



"That's what I sound like," she breathed. "When you first push in."



"*Mm.*" His voice had gone low, distracted. He was swelling inside her, the base of his shaft thickening where it met his sheath.



They watched the fox work his knot against the coyote's entrance. Mira matched his rhythm without meaning to, rocking her hips forward and back, feeling Dad's knot start to catch at her rim on each forward roll. The coyote on screen took it with a sharp gasp, her tail shooting straight up, and Mira bore down at the same moment, felt Dad's knot stretch her wide, press past, and settle inside with a pressure that made her vision swim.



"*Oh—*" She gripped the couch cushion. On screen, the coyote laughed and whispered something that made the fox laugh too. They held each other, tied and grinning. Dad's knot pulsed inside her, the first thick spurts, and she squeezed around him while the couple on screen just *existed* together, knotted and happy and real.



"They're in love," Dad said against her neck. "You can tell."



She could. Not a performance. A life. She leaned back into him, full of him, watching.



The next video autoplayed. A rabbit and a wolf, grinning at a camera on a nightstand. She watched through half-lidded eyes while Dad's knot softened by slow degrees, his cum settling deep, their bodies still locked. Two more videos played before he slipped free.



"Daddy... do you think we could ever make one? Not to share. Just for us. To watch together later."



He was quiet for a moment. "It's tempting. But videos on phones, computers, they can be found. Synced to clouds. If anyone ever saw..."



"Oh." Her ears drooped. "Risky."



"The way most people do it, yeah." He was still turning something over. "But there might be ways to do it safer. Offline. Something that never touches the internet."



"Really?" She perked up.



"Let me think about it. If I can figure out something truly safe, maybe."



She smiled against his chest. The *maybe* felt like a promise.



 ——————— 


Thursday: The Invitation


The spotting stopped Thursday morning. Four days of tampons and checking and that low-grade anxiety, and then nothing. Just the clear slick of heat, her body finally doing what it wanted.



It made her bold.



She went through her morning classes barely paying attention, mind already racing ahead to something she hadn't quite named yet.



"You should come over," she told Juniper at lunch, the words tumbling out before she'd fully thought them through. "Tomorrow night. For a sleepover."



Juniper's ears perked forward. "Really?"



"Yeah. I mean—" Mira felt a flutter of nervousness. She'd never had a friend sleep over before. She felt full with her secret life with Dad and a little protective of it, and recently with Bear. But the heat had made her bolder, and the fullness of what she had at home made her want *more.* Not because anything was missing, exactly. Because she finally felt secure enough to reach for something new, and *Juniper was fun, and kind, and...*



*And thumps her feet on mine in typing classes.*



Mira blushed. "If you want to."



"I want to." Juniper's nose twitched, ears perked. "I'll ask my mom right now. Lemme text her!"



 ——————— 


Juniper's cotton tail was fluttering when she found Mira after the final bell, that big bunny grin with her cute front teeth peeking. "Mom said yes!"



Mira grabbed her paws. "This Saturday?"



"This Saturday." Juniper squeezed back, bouncing on her toes.



 ——————— 


That night, tangled together in Dad's bed with Bear snoring at their feet, Mira told him.



He was quiet for a long moment, his hand stilling on her back.



"A sleepover," he said carefully.



"I know it's risky during heat. But she's my friend, Daddy. And she already knows something's different about me; she just thinks it's puberty stuff. If I keep pushing her away, she might get *more* suspicious."



It was a good argument. She'd practiced it in her head all afternoon. But underneath the logic was something simpler: she wanted Juniper to come over. Wanted to share her space with someone who wasn't Dad or Bear. Wanted to feel normal, just for a night.



Dad was quiet, thinking. She could see him turning it over, his ears shifting from flat caution toward acceptance. His mouth opened a moment, tongue on teeth, nearly saying no. But he was watching her face, and she held her breath, and she won.



"Okay," he said finally. "One night. And we'll have to be careful."



"I know."



"No... activities. While she's here."



Mira's cheeks warmed. "I *know,* Daddy."



"And Bear stays in my room after dinner. He's been too attentive to you lately; if he starts sniffing around while your friend is here..."



"I'll be careful. I promise."



He kissed her forehead. "Tell you what. There's a new animated movie playing, the one with the rabbit detective. I'll pick you up after school tomorrow, we'll catch the four o'clock showing. Have some daddy-daughter time before your friend comes over." His hand found her hip, squeezed. "We'll order pizza for when she arrives. Six-thirty work?"



Mira smiled against his chest. "Perfect."



 ——————— 


The Matinee


Friday morning, she could barely sit still.



At school, she and Juniper kept catching each other's eyes across the classroom, quick grins, barely suppressed excitement. They didn't talk about it too loudly at lunch; Sage and Theo might feel left out. And anyway, Mira couldn't exactly explain why she was *this* nervous. *Hey, so my house smells like sex and my dog might try to mount you, no big deal.*



But really, this was just about having a friend over. A real friend. She and Juniper always clicked, same sense of humor, same taste in video games, both liked art, same eye-roll when Theo said something dumb. It was going to be *nice.*



Under the table, Juniper's foot kept thumping against the floor, that excited bunny thing she did when she couldn't contain herself.



"You okay?" Sage asked Juniper, noticing the thumping. "You're all squirmy today."



Juniper's foot froze. Her ears went pink.



"Sugar crash," Mira said smoothly. "She had like three juice boxes."



"Two," Juniper corrected, finding her voice. "And they were small."



Sage shrugged, already moving on to her next thought. Under the table, Juniper's foot found Mira's and pressed once. *Thank you.*



 ——————— 


Dad was waiting in the pickup lane at three-fifteen, right on time.



"Ready for our date?" he asked as she climbed in, and she laughed at the word even as warmth pooled in her belly.



She understood what he wasn't saying. A matinee meant fewer people. A dark theater. Time.



And she *needed* it. The heat had been clawing at her all day, sitting through math with her thighs pressed together, unable to focus on anything but the ache. If Juniper was coming over tonight, Mira needed to take the edge off first. Needed her *need* to be *emptied* enough that she could act normal for a few hours. This wasn't just a date. It was survival.



"What should I wear?"



His smile sharpened. "That blue skirt. The flowy one. And nothing underneath."



They swung by the house and then headed to the movies.



 ——————— 


The theater was half-empty, a handful of families scattered through the front and middle rows, a few teenagers near the sides. Dad led her to the back corner, the seats tucked against the wall where the shadows were deepest.



"Perfect," he murmured, settling into his seat.



Mira slid in beside him, hyperaware of the cool theater air against her bare thighs. The skirt was short enough that she had to arrange it carefully, making sure no one could see. Not yet.



The lights dimmed. Previews began.



Dad's hand found her knee.



She kept her eyes forward, watching cartoon characters bounce across the screen, while his fingers traced slowly up her inner thigh. Higher. Higher. She felt her fur prickle in his wake, felt her breath catch when he reached the bare fur and puffy velvet skin where her underwear should have been.



"Good, little one," he breathed, lost under the preview's soundtrack. "Just like I asked."



His fingers slid between her legs. She was already wet. Had been since she'd gotten dressed, knowing what was coming. He found her clit and circled it slowly, lazily, like they had all the time in the world.



The movie started. Bright colors, cheerful music, a cartoon rabbit solving mysteries.



Dad's finger pushed inside her.



She bit her lip so hard she tasted iron. On screen, the rabbit was chasing a suspect through a crowded market. In her seat, her hips were making tiny movements against Dad's hand, trying to take his finger deeper without being obvious about it.



"*Daddy—*" Mouthed more than spoken.



"Shh. Watch the movie."



She tried. She really tried. But his thumb was on her clit now, rubbing in slow circles while his finger curled inside her, and the pressure was building. The family two rows down laughed at something on screen. The teenagers were throwing popcorn at each other.



And Mira was trembling on the edge of orgasm in the back row, her father's hand between her legs.



She came silently—or tried to. A small whimper escaped, covered by a burst of music from the speakers. Her thighs clamped around his hand, her inner walls fluttering as pleasure washed through her.



Dad didn't stop. Kept stroking her through it, gentle and relentless.



"One more," he whispered. "Then I'm going to fuck you."



 ——————— 


The second orgasm left her boneless.



She slumped in her seat, legs weak, while Dad withdrew his hand and brought his fingers to his lips. The wet sound of him licking them clean was obscene in the quiet moments between scenes.



"*Lean back on me,*" he murmured. "*Like you're tired.*"



She did, resting her head against his shoulder, letting her body angle toward him. He lifted the armrest between them. Shifted her until she was half in his lap, her skirt pooled around her hips, his arm around her shoulders keeping her steady.



To anyone glancing back, it would look like a sleepy child cuddling her father during a movie.



It was so much more than that.



She felt him unzip beneath her. Felt the hot press of his cock nudge between her thighs from below. His hand guided her up slightly, tilted her hips, and she felt his tip find her entrance from underneath.



"*Oh—*"



He eased her down onto him in one slow motion.



She was still facing the screen, her back against his chest, the movie playing right in front of her. But now his cock was buried inside her, angled up into her from below, her weight pressing him as deep as he could go. He throbbed against her cervix, his heat filling her completely.



"*Now just stay still,*" he breathed against her ear. "*Watch the movie.* *Just a cub sitting on her Dad's lap.*"



She tried. The rabbit on screen was uncovering a conspiracy. She barely saw it. All her attention was on the fullness between her legs, the pulse of his heartbeat inside her, the way his chest rose and fell against her back.



Minutes passed. The movie's plot advanced. Dad's cock stayed buried in her, hot and hard and *there,* a constant presence she couldn't ignore.



Then his hips began to move.



Tiny motions at first, barely noticeable, just a slight rock that made his tip shift inside her. But each movement sent sparks up her spine. She was still sensitive from the orgasms, every nerve ending lit up, and even that small friction was almost too much.



"*Daddy—*" she whispered.



"I know." His movements grew slightly larger. Still subtle, nothing that would catch attention from rows away, but enough that she could feel him sliding in and out of her, just an inch or two, over and over. "Enjoy this. We have time, little one."



She let her hips respond. Small rotations, grinding circles that pressed him against her front wall. Her slick was building, heat-arousal mixing with what he'd worked out of her with his fingers, making everything wet and easy. Each movement made a soft squelch that terrified her, but the movie's soundtrack covered it.



The rabbit on screen was interviewing witnesses. Mira was rotating her hips in her father's lap, feeling his cock stir inside her with each subtle grind. She clenched experimentally—felt him throb in response, felt more of her juices leak down around his shaft.



"*Good girl,*" he breathed. "*Keep moving just like that.*"



The movie's score swelled for an action sequence. Dad took the opening. His hips lifted, bouncing her slightly, his cock sliding out an inch before pressing back deep. She gasped, covered it with a cough. He did it again. Again. Using the loud moments to thrust, going still when the movie quieted.



She could feel herself dripping now. Could feel her slick coating him, feel the wet heat where their bodies joined. Her skirt was pooled around her hips, hiding everything, but she was *soaked* beneath it. Her thighs damp, his lap surely wet with her.



The villain was caught in an elaborate chase scene. Explosions, crashes, swelling music. Dad thrust harder, bouncing her in his lap, and she felt something pressing at her entrance from inside.



"*Daddy—your knot—*"



"*I know.*" But he didn't slow down. His hands gripped her hips, lifting her, working her up and down on his shaft. Each thrust pushed the swelling knot against her opening—not quite big enough to lock yet, but *there,* catching at her rim.



"*Ah—*" The knot stretched her entrance, then slipped back inside. Stretch, release. Stretch, release. He was fucking her with it, wet sounds as he worked it past her rim over and over while the chase scene raged on screen. "*Daddy, that's—I can feel it getting bigger—*" she squeezed out in a sigh.



"I know, baby." His voice was strained, quiet, whispered into the fur of her neck. A car exploded on screen—he thrust up hard, bouncing her, the knot catching at her entrance and this time *staying* there, lodged at the widest point, stretching her open. "I'm going to give it to you. Right here. Going to lock inside you while everyone watches their movie."



"What if—what if we can't—"



"We'll manage." One final thrust—he pulled her hips down as his drove up, and the knot *slammed* through her stretched entrance, locking inside with a wet sound lost in the movie's climax.



She couldn't help the gasp that escaped her.



"*Shh—*" Dad's hand covered her mouth just in time to muffle her cry. On screen, the climactic moment was happening. Swelling music, bright lights, cheering crowds.



A pair of cat ears silhouetted against the screen turned. Bright eyes caught the glow and looked back at them, piercing the dark. *They heard.*



Dad grabbed the popcorn bag and rustled it casually, pressing it into Mira's paws. She stuffed a handful into her maw, chewing frantically while he came inside her, his knot pulsing. Her body clenched around him, but the adrenaline had hit her orgasm like cold water, the wave that had been cresting just *stopping,* frozen mid-peak, pleasure and panic tangled into something that made her want to scream and couldn't.



The figure watched for a moment. Turned back around.



The terror drained. The orgasm was still there, barely, a guttering flame her body was desperately trying to keep lit. She started moving again immediately, slow rolling circles, grinding down on his knot, chasing what was left before it disappeared entirely. *Come on come on come on—*



It caught. Flickered. Built back, slower this time, thinner, but *there.* She rode it out with her eyes squeezed shut and popcorn salt on her tongue, milking every last tremor from a climax that fear had nearly stolen from her.



*Too close.*



 ——————— 


The credits were the problem.



They'd been tied for almost thirty minutes, the entire third act of the movie, while Dad's cock pulsed inside her and his knot kept them locked together. She'd cum twice more, silent shuddering orgasms that left her wrung out and dizzy. His cum was pooled deep inside her, held in by the seal of his knot, warming her from the inside.



But now the lights were coming up.



"*Daddy—*" She could feel him still swollen inside her. Still locked. "*It's not going down—*"



"I know." His voice was strained. "Just—give me a minute—"



The families were standing, gathering their things. The teenagers were already heading for the exit, laughing about something. In another moment, someone would walk past their row and see—



"Think unsexy thoughts," Dad muttered. "Baseball. Taxes. That weird rash Bear had last month."



She would have laughed if she wasn't so terrified. She clenched around him experimentally, and he hissed.



"*Don't* do that. You're not helping."



"Sorry, sorry—"



The cleaning crew appeared at the bottom of the theater, trash bags in hand. They started working their way up, row by row.



"*Daddy—*"



"I know. I know. Just—stay calm—"



She felt it. The slightest give, the beginning of release. His knot was softening, finally, the blood receding. She rocked her hips experimentally and felt him slip, just a little.



The cleaning crew was three rows down.



"*Now,*" Dad breathed.



She lifted up. His knot caught at her rim, still too wide, still not quite soft enough, and she whimpered at the stretch. But she kept pushing, kept pulling away, and with a wet, obscene *give* that made her flush crimson, his cock slipped free.



The gush that followed was immediate and catastrophic.



Cum flooded from her. All those pulses he'd given her over the past hour, trapped inside by the knot, now pouring out onto the seat cushion. It pooled beneath her, dripped onto the floor, left a spreading wet stain that was impossible to miss.



Dad was already moving. He'd tucked himself away, was pulling her to her feet, steadying her wobbling legs. Her skirt fell back into place, hiding the mess between her thighs even as more cum trickled down to her knees.



"Excuse us," Dad said politely as they passed the cleaning crew. "Great movie. Really enjoyed it."



The worker barely glanced at them, already focused on the abandoned popcorn buckets in the middle rows.



They made it to the lobby. Made it to the truck. Made it inside before Mira collapsed against the passenger seat, laughing and shaking and still leaking his cum onto the upholstery.



"That was—" She couldn't finish the sentence.



"Stupid," Dad said. But he was grinning. "Reckless. We're never doing that again."



"Liar."



His grin widened. "Complete liar. Tails of Fire and Fury 2 comes out soon."



"Oh *hell* yeah!"



He grinned coyly. "Language, princess."



Cum dripped down her leg.



She was still laughing when he started the truck, still full of him, still feeling the echo of his knot stretching her open in that dark theater while the world went on around them, oblivious.



They drove home trying to recall the plot of the movie (something about a rabbit solving a mystery?) and failing completely, reveling in the memory of an act more satisfying than any movie could ever be.



 ——————— 

Keeper

* Chapter 4: Keeper *


Week Two


They got home from the movie a little after five-thirty, Mira's thighs still slick under her skirt.



"Shower," Dad said, pulling out his phone to order the pizza. "Quick one. She'll be here in an hour or less."



Mira cleaned up as best she could, but *best she could* still left her aware of the warmth pooled deep inside, the cum she couldn't quite reach no matter how much she rinsed. Some of it would be leaking out all night. She'd be hosting her first sleepover with her father's seed slowly dripping into her panties.



The thought made her shiver. Not with shame. This was *heat.*



*His.*



By six-fifteen, the house was ready. The living room smelled like the vanilla candle Dad had lit to mask... other scents. Mira had changed into comfortable clothes, her fur still slightly damp from the shower. Bear was supposed to be in Dad's room but he'd fallen asleep on the couch after the walk, and neither of them had thought to move him.



The doorbell rang at exactly six-thirty.



Dad opened the door to find Juniper bouncing on the porch, backpack covered in hand-drawn rabbits, sleeping bag tucked under one arm. Behind her, Mrs. Ashford's minivan idled in the driveway.



"Perfect timing," Dad said warmly, waving at Mrs. Ashford. "Pizza just got here too."



Juniper's mom leaned out her window, smiling at the sight of her daughter's excitement, at the normal suburban scene, two girls about to have a sleepover, hot pizza arriving, a responsible father waving hello. "Have fun, sweetie! Call me if you need anything. You're in good hands!"



"Bye Mom!" Juniper was already through the door, barely looking back.



Mrs. Ashford waved once more and pulled away. Mira's tail curled against her leg. *Good hands.*



"Hi, Mr. Blackthorn!" Juniper set down her sleeping bag and turned to wave at the departing car, then grinned at Mira. "I'm *so* excited."



"Hey, Juniper. Make yourself at home." Dad's smile was warm, normal, *dadlike.* But Mira caught the slight tension in his shoulders, the way his nose worked once as Juniper passed. She was at that age too, Mira realized. Not in heat the way Mira was, but... developing. Changing. Dad could probably smell it.



The thought sent a strange flutter through her chest.



Bear bounded over to greet the newcomer, whole body wiggling, his curled tail bouncing with each stride, and Mira's heart seized—but Dad was already there, hand on Bear's collar.



"Easy, boy. Kennel." He steered Bear toward the large crate in the corner of the living room, Bear's spot. Bear whined but went obediently, circling twice before settling down with his nose on his paws. "Good boy. You girls have fun."



Juniper was oblivious, already looking around the living room with curious eyes. "Your house is nice. It smells good."



*It smells like Dad and Bear and sex,* Mira thought, but what she said was: "Thanks. Want to see my room?"



 ——————— 


They ate pizza for dinner. Watched a movie on the couch, something animated that Juniper picked, full of bright colors and talking animals. Dad joined them for a while, sitting in the armchair with Bear at his feet, then excused himself; Blackthorn Creations had an anatomy textbook wrapping up, and his colorists overseas needed sign-off before their morning.



"Did they finish the otter yet?" Mira asked before he could disappear.



He paused at the hallway. "Tomorrow, hopefully. Want to see when it's done?"



"Yeah." She'd been watching that one take shape for weeks, a river otter in cross-section, all the muscles labeled, the fur rendered so soft you wanted to touch it.



Dad smiled and disappeared down the hall to his office. Bear went with him. The door closed.



Mira felt herself relax by degrees.



"Your dad's nice," Juniper said, eyes still on the screen.



"Yeah."



"He looks at you different than my dad looks at me."



Mira's heart stuttered. "What do you mean?"



"I dunno." Juniper shrugged, her long ears flopping. "Nice? Like he's really happy you're there." She picked at a thread on her sleeve. "My dad's always on the rigs. Even when he's home, he doesn't really look at me like that."



The tightness in Mira's chest eased. Just Juniper being observant, not suspicious. Not seeing what was really there.



"He's all I have," Mira said quietly. "Since my mom died. We're really close."



"I can tell." Juniper smiled, and the conversation moved on.



 ——————— 


The sleepover part started around ten.



They'd changed into pajamas, Mira in one of Dad's old t-shirts that hung to her knees, Juniper in a matching set with little carrots on it, and spread their sleeping bags on Mira's bedroom floor. The lights were off except for a small nightlight that cast everything in a soft blue glow.



"Can I ask you something?" Juniper's voice was quiet in the darkness.



"Sure."



"The stuff you said at lunch. About the tampons and... your heat starting." There was a rustle as Juniper turned to face her. "What's it actually like? Rabbits don't really get it the same way."



Mira's pulse quickened. "What do you mean?"



"Like... do you feel different? My sister said when she started changing, everything felt weird and tingly, like her body wasn't hers anymore." She was quiet for a moment. "But she said foxes get it way worse than rabbits do."



*Weird and tingly.* That was one way to put it.



"Yeah," Mira said slowly. "Something like that. Like there's this... warmth, sometimes. That won't go away. And I get really aware of my body in ways I didn't before."



Juniper was quiet for a moment. Then, very softly: "I've been getting that too. The warmth thing. But I don't know what to do with it. It just builds and builds and then I feel all squirmy and weird..."



Mira's breath caught. She recognized what Juniper was describing. The early stirrings, before you knew what they meant, before you knew how to satisfy them.



Juniper looked over, eyes big. "I've been thumping my toes more than usual, sorry about computer class... I was so nervous you'd hate me for stepping on your foot. Or worse, think I'm a weirdo."



Mira softened and felt small. She'd been so focused on her own tingling and inescapable feelings. Her own blushing and awkwardness. "Never, Juni. You're my best friend, I just thought it was... Cute?"



"Cute." Juniper's ears went soft, the pink of them flushing. Just letting the word sit in the air between them.



"There's... a way to make it feel better," she said carefully. "Something you can do."



"What kind of something?"



Mira's heart was pounding now. This was dangerous territory. But Juniper was her *friend,* and she remembered how confusing it had been before Dad taught her, the building pressure with no release, the frustration of not understanding her own body.



"It's kind of private," she said. "Like, *really* private. You can't tell anyone. Ever."



"I won't." Juniper's voice was fierce. "I swear."



"No, I mean—" Mira sat up, and after a moment Juniper did too. They faced each other in the dim light, cross-legged on their sleeping bags. "This has to be a real promise. A sacred pact. Between us. Whatever we share tonight, whatever happens, it stays between us. Forever."



Juniper's eyes were wide. Solemn. "A sacred pact?"



"Like blood sisters. But more."



Juniper considered this for a long moment. Then she held out her pinky. "I promise. Sacred pact. Whatever you tell me, whatever happens, I'll never tell anyone. Ever."



Mira hooked her pinky around Juniper's. The rabbit's fur was soft against hers. "Same. This is ours. Just ours."



They shook once, solemnly, and let go.



The room was charged. Like they'd crossed into something new.



"Okay," Juniper breathed. "Show me."



 ——————— 


Heart pounding, Mira realized she'd done this a hundred times, with Dad, with her own fingers, learning her body inside and out. *Still dripping with Daddy's seed right now.* She pushed the thought away. But never with someone her own age. Never with a *friend.* Her cheeks warmed.



They lay back down on their open sleeping bags, side by side in the dim blue glow. Close enough that Mira could see Juniper's long ears silhouetted against the nightlight, could hear the rabbit's quickened breathing. Their muzzles were so different, Juniper's blunt and soft, Mira's long and pointed, and for a moment they just lay there, shy and uncertain despite the pact they'd made.



"So... how do I start?" Juniper whispered.



Mira swallowed. Reached over. Her paw found the waistband of Juniper's carrot-print pajamas, and she felt the rabbit tense at the touch, then soften.



"I'll show you," Mira said softly. "Just... tell me if anything feels weird, okay?"



Her fingers slipped beneath the fabric. The cotton was warm from Juniper's body heat, and beneath it, short soft fur gave way to something softer still. Juniper was built differently than Mira; rabbits were more compact down there, tucked away, a neat little slit hidden beneath fur rather than the puffy folds Mira had. But when her fingers found the right spot...



"*Oh*—" Juniper's breath caught. Her ears twitched. "That's..."



"There's a spot right here." Mira guided gently, barely touching, showing rather than doing. "If you press it—just a little—and then move in circles..."



She withdrew her hand and watched Juniper's face as the rabbit tried it herself. Watched those big blue eyes widen. Watched her blunt muzzle fall open, cute bunny teeth and delicate tongue visible in her surprise. Watched her long ears start to droop backward, the way they did when she was sleepy, but this wasn't sleep.



"That feels... really good." Juniper's voice was hushed with wonder. "Why does it feel so good?"



"I don't know why. It just does." Mira felt her own heat stirring, her body responding to watching her friend discover this. "Keep going. It gets better."



The fabric of Juniper's pajamas rustled with each small movement beneath. Mira couldn't see what she was doing, but she could *hear* it: the soft wet sounds, the shifting of cotton against fur. Juniper's breathing came faster now, shallower.



"Mira—" A squeak. Barely a word. Her free paw reached out blindly, found Mira's arm, held on tight. "It's doing something. I feel all tingly and it keeps getting *more*—"



"That's normal. Don't stop."



"But what if I—what if—" Juniper's hips were moving now, pressing into her own touch, her cotton-puff tail twitching frantically against the sleeping bag. Her long ears went rigid, straight up, trembling. "Mira, I think I'm gonna—"



"Let it happen. It's okay. Just let go."



Juniper's whole body seized. Her eyes squeezed shut, her muzzle scrunched up, and a soft surprised sound escaped her, not quite a moan, more like a gasp that got stuck halfway out. Her paw clamped down on Mira's arm, claws pricking through the sleeve, and Mira watched her friend shudder through something she'd never felt before.



When it passed, Juniper went limp. Her ears flopped sideways, completely relaxed. Her chest heaved.



"*Wow,*" she breathed. "*Wow.* What *was* that?" She slowly sat up, propping herself with her elbows, and froze. Something was... leaking?



The dreamy wonder faded as she did a double take, moved her paw into her pants to feel what was there. Her ears shot straight up. Her cotton-puff tail went rigid.



"Mira—" Her voice was small, horrified. "I think I—did I—" She grabbed both ears and pulled them down over her eyes, hiding behind them. "Oh no. Oh no no no. I think I *peed.*"



Mira couldn't help it. She giggled.



"You didn't pee." She reached over, gently tugged one of Juniper's ears away from her face, like lifting a blanket she was hiding behind. The rabbit was bright pink beneath her fur. "That's different. It's what happens when girls get really excited. It means it felt good."



"It's not pee?"



"It's not pee. Promise." Mira smiled softly. "It happens to me too."



Juniper peeked out from behind her other ear, cautious. "...Really?"



"Really really."



The tension broke. Juniper let out a shaky little laugh, letting her ears flop back to their natural position. "Okay. Okay, good. Because that would have been *so* embarrassing."



Mira was blushing so hard she could feel it in her ears. She'd made someone else feel that. Guided them to it. The intimacy of it hit her behind the ribs.



"That's... that's what it's supposed to feel like," she managed. "When the warmth goes somewhere. That's where it goes."



"Does it always feel like that? That... *big?*"



"It can feel even better, actually. Depending on..." She caught herself. *Slow down.* "Yeah. It feels like that."



Juniper lay there for a moment, catching her breath. Her paw was still beneath her pajamas, resting now. Then she turned her head, those big rabbit eyes finding Mira's in the dim light.



"Do you do it too? Touch yourself like that?"



Mira's blush deepened. "Yeah. All the time, actually."



"Can I... feel? What it's like for you?" Juniper's ears went pink. "You felt mine. I want to know what yours feels like."



This was different. This was someone else's fingers where only Dad's had been. Where only Bear's tongue had been. The thought made something flip in Mira's stomach, nervousness and excitement tangled together.



"Okay," she whispered. "Here. Under my shirt."



Juniper scooted closer. Her paw slid beneath the hem of Dad's old t-shirt, she wore it like a night gown. Juniper navigating by feel, past the soft fur of Mira's belly, down to where her body was already responding, already slick with heat. *And Daddy's cum. But Juniper didn't need to know.*



The rabbit's fingers found her and stopped.



"You're... you're all puffy," Juniper breathed, genuinely surprised. "And *wet.* Really wet. Mine wasn't like that."



"I'm a fox. We're built different." Mira's voice wavered. "And the heat makes me... more. More everything."



Juniper explored cautiously. Her touch was nothing like Dad's, lighter, uncertain, curious rather than knowing. She traced the swollen folds, feeling how Mira's body opened under pressure, how the wetness clung to her fingers.



"Show me what to do," Juniper said. "I want to make you feel what I felt."



Mira reached down, found Juniper's paw through the fabric, and guided it. *Here. This spot. Like this.* The same way Dad had shown her, years ago. The same circles, the same pressure.



"*Oh—*" A small, startled whimper. Her ears flattened back.



"Like that?" Juniper was watching her face intently, adjusting based on every twitch and gasp.



"Y-yeah. A little faster."



Juniper's fingers moved. Clumsy at first, then finding a rhythm. And Mira, who had held off so many times, who was used to waiting, to being patient, felt it building embarrassingly fast. The heat made everything sharper. And there was something about Juniper doing this, about a friend her own age touching her, about the shared discovery of it all—



Her tail started thrashing against the sleeping bag. She heard Juniper giggle—"It's moving so much!"—but couldn't answer, couldn't do anything but feel it building and building until—



She came with a muffled whimper, pressing her face into her pillow, her whole body curling around Juniper's hand. Smaller than with Dad, quieter, but so *different.* She could feel her body pulsing around nothing, could feel the slick coating Juniper's fingers, could feel her friend holding still and waiting, awed and uncertain.



When she opened her eyes, Juniper was staring at her.



"Your face got all squinchy," the rabbit said softly. "And your ears went flat. And your tail went *crazy.*"



"Shh." But Mira was laughing, giddy and embarrassed and lighter than she'd felt in weeks. "I know."



Juniper withdrew her paw, brought it close to her face, studied the wetness glistening on her fingers in the dim light. She sniffed curiously.



"You smell different than me. Stronger. Muskier."



"Fox thing, I think." Mira's heart was still racing. "Or maybe the heat."



"Is heat like this, but always?" Juniper's voice was thoughtful. "That tingly leaky thing I feel?"



"It's... complicated. It's like that, but more." *Breeding—* She reached out, found Juniper's clean paw, squeezed it. "You're amazing, Juni."



Juniper squeezed back, her ears finally perking up again, her whole face soft with wonder. "*You.* I didn't know bodies could do that. Any of that."



"There's more," Mira said without thinking. Then, quickly: "I mean—not tonight. But there's more to learn. If you want."



"I want." Juniper's voice was fierce, certain. "Next time. You'll show me more?"



"Yeah." Mira's tail swished, her ears lifting. "Next time."



They fell asleep with their paws still loosely intertwined, Juniper's short fur against Mira's thick plush, two different species curled close together in the dark. Mira dreamed warm dreams that had nothing to do with Bear or Dad, just the sweetness of friendship, of sharing, of not being entirely alone in her strange new world.



 ——————— 


The next morning, Dad made pancakes.



Mira got her fox-head pancakes, grinned, and grabbed for the syrup. When Dad slid a plate in front of Juniper, her ears shot up. A round golden pancake with two long floppy ears. A *rabbit.*



Her ears matched the pancake's. Both stood tall.



"Ears first or ears last?" Dad asked, already back at the griddle flipping his plain circle. "Important question."



"Ears first *for sure!*" Then she drizzled her bunny pancake with too much syrup. "Oh! Is it okay if I get two more?"



"Of course! Hungry?"



"Always. Bunny metabolism."



Juniper was her usual cheerful self after that, no weirdness, no lingering awkwardness. Just bright chatter about the movie they'd watched, about a book she was reading, about whether Mira wanted to come to her house next time.



But when their eyes met across the breakfast table, there was something new there. A secret shared. A bond sealed.



Bear padded in from Dad's room, his whole body doing that low, eager wiggle. He went to Dad first, leaned into his leg for a pat, then wandered over to sniff at the girls. When he reached Juniper, his nose pushed into her lap, curious, insistent.



Juniper's ears went rigid. Pink crept into her cheeks.



"Bear." Dad's voice was easy but firm. "Manners."



Bear huffed and settled by Dad's feet, but Juniper was still pink, her paws gripping the table edge. She leaned toward Mira, voice barely a whisper.



"Can dogs *smell* things? Like... on you?"



*She thinks he smelled last night.* Mira reached under the table, found Juniper's paw, squeezed, their secret signal now.



"Dogs have sensitive noses," she said lightly. "He does that to everyone. It's embarrassing, but it doesn't mean anything."



Juniper squeezed back. Her ears slowly relaxed, and a small giggle escaped her.



Mira just smiled and squeezed her paw again. *Ours.*



They finished their pancakes trading soft looks across the table, cheeks warm, both still thinking about last night. When Juniper's mom came to pick her up an hour later, they hugged at the door, longer than usual, tighter.



"Same time next week?" Juniper whispered.



"I'll ask my dad."



Juniper grinned, waved, and was gone.



Mira stood at the window watching her friend go. Juniper looked back and smiled, Mira grinned back and felt *full.*



A friend.



She ran over to Daddy and gave him a huge hug.



He caught her, lifted her off her feet. She wrapped her legs around his waist and buried her muzzle in his neck, breathing him in: coffee and cedar and the faint musk that was just *him.*



"Good sleepover?"



She nodded against his fur. "Really good."



He carried her to the couch, settled with her still clinging to him. Bear padded over and flopped across their feet, huffing contentedly.



"Juni seemed happy this morning," Dad said. His voice was warm, casual, not prying. "Both of you did."



Mira hesitated. Part of her wanted to tell him everything: the touching, the discovery, the way Juniper's face had looked when she came. But another part wanted to keep it. Something that was just *hers,* separate from Dad and Bear and all the heat-driven need.



"We talked," she said finally. "About... girl stuff." Her cheeks warmed. "I showed her some things."



She couldn't look at him. Couldn't explain what *things* meant, or how Juniper's fingers had felt, or the way they'd fallen asleep holding paws. It felt too new. Too *hers.*



But Dad just stroked her back, steady and soothing.



"I understand, little one." His voice was warm, no judgment in it. "You're growing up. Having a friend to figure things out with, that's healthy."



She peeked up at him.



"Just..." He tilted her chin, made her meet his eyes. His ears were forward, his gaze steady, warm, but deeper. Possessive. "Be safe. Juni's good for you. Girl friends are good for you. But no boys, cub. You understand?"



The warmth that bloomed in her chest wasn't embarrassment anymore.



"I know, Daddy." She nestled closer, pressing her face into his neck. "I don't want boys. I just want you."



His arms tightened around her. "Good girl."



And she meant it, every word. Juniper was different. Juniper was soft and sweet and *learning,* the two of them exploring together like equals. But when it came to *this,* to being filled, to being bred, to belonging, that was Daddy's. She wanted it to be Daddy's. The thought of some boy at school touching her the way Dad did made her stomach turn.



She was *his.* And she liked being his.



 ——————— 


Sunday morning started slow.



Bear first, then Dad, the way it went now. She lay between them after, sticky and full, both loads settling warm inside her. Still loose from last night. Everything sat differently, lower, more *aware.*



"Sensitive today," Dad observed, watching her shift as she got up.



"Wonder why." But she was grinning.



She showered, toweled off, pulled on sweats. By the time she padded downstairs, the soreness had faded to a pleasant hum and their cum was already leaking, a warm trickle she pressed her thighs against. *Gonna need to fix that eventually.*



The rest of Sunday unspooled lazy and comfortable. Dad worked on a client project at the kitchen table, stylus moving across his tablet in precise strokes. Mira sprawled on the couch with a book she wasn't really reading, her attention drifting between the pages and the warm ache still pulsing between her legs.



Around noon, he called her over. "Come see."



The otter was finished, all its muscles labeled in his neat hand, the fur so detailed she could almost feel the texture. It looked alive somehow, even split open to show its insides.



"It's beautiful," she said.



"Want it?" He was already pulling up a frame shop on his laptop. "I can get a print made. For your wall."



She hugged him instead of answering.



Around three, Bear started whining at the back door.



"Walk?" Dad glanced up. "Want to come?"



They leashed Bear and took the path behind their house that wound through the scrubby woods. The afternoon light came slanting gold through the trees. Bear ranged ahead, sniffing everything, occasionally circling back to check on them before bounding off again.



Mira caught Dad's paw as they walked. He squeezed back, easy and natural. Three squeezes, *I* *love* *you.*



"Can Juniper come over again next weekend?"



"Of course." He smiled sideways at her. "Every weekend if you want. She's welcome here."



*Next time. You'll show me more?*



"Maybe I could go to her house sometimes too," Mira said. "Juniper invited me."



"Sounds good." A pause. "Though I'll miss you while you're gone."



She leaned into him, shoulder to shoulder. "I'll always come back."



"I know." His thumb traced circles on her paw. "But it's good, being at each other's houses. Normal. The way friendships are supposed to look."



They walked until the sun started dipping, Bear finally panting and ready for home.



 ——————— 


When they got back home Dad opened the door and stepped inside. Bear grabbed his rope toy off the porch and shoved it into Mira's hand. He stood blocking the doorway, tail going, eyes bright.



"Oh, you want to do this *now?*" She grabbed the other end. Bear planted his feet on the welcome mat and pulled, a hundred and fifteen pounds of Akita leaning back, his play-growl vibrating through the rope into her arms. Mira dug in, laughing, her shoes sliding on the concrete.



Dad watched from the doorway. "You're not going to win."



"I'm *winning.*"



Bear yanked. Mira stumbled forward two steps. Bear shook the rope sideways and she lost her grip entirely.



"You *were* winning," Dad said.



Bear trotted inside with the rope, dropped it next to his bed. He circled and sat down heavy, then pawed the rope close and chewed on it while maintaining eye contact with Mira.



"Way too proud of yourself, Bear." Mira laughed a little and the Akita's curly tail wagged.



 ——————— 


Dad made grilled cheese for dinner, the fancy kind with three different cheeses and tomato soup for dipping, and they ate on the couch watching some nature documentary about wolves. Bear sprawled between them, his curled tail draped over Mira's lap, occasionally lifting his head when a wolf on screen howled.



The warmth in Mira's belly had been building all day. Not urgent yet, but *there,* a low hum of want that never fully quieted anymore. She found herself leaning closer to Dad as the light outside faded, her head on his shoulder, her paw resting on his thigh.



"Cub." His voice was soft. "You're vibrating."



She hadn't realized her tail was swishing against the cushions. "Sorry."



"Don't be sorry." He pulled her into his lap and she went eagerly, straddling him, settling against the familiar shape of him through his pants. His breath warm against her ear. "Tell me what you need, cub."



*You. Always you.*



She kissed him instead of answering. His hands found her hips, steadying her, and she rocked against him. Just that, just the pressure and friction, their mouths moving together slow and sweet. Unhurried. Like breathing.



His hand slipped under her shirt, down her belly, found her already wet. His fingers circled her clit while his other hand cupped her small breast through the fabric.



"You've been squirming all morning," he murmured against her ear.



"I know." She spread her legs wider, giving him access. "Can't help it."



"Mm." His fingers dipped inside her, two of them, stretching gently. "This what you need?"



"More."



He chuckled, low and warm. "Greedy cub."



But he gave her more. His fingers pumped steadily while his thumb worked her clit, and she came fast, faster than she expected, the orgasm rolling through her in waves that left her gasping. He didn't stop, just slowed down, gentled his touch, working her through the aftershocks until she was shivering and oversensitive.



"Better?"



"For now." She turned her head to kiss the underside of his muzzle. "I want you inside me."



"Later." He pressed a kiss to her temple. "Let me feed you first. You need actual sustenance."



She grumbled but let him move her off his lap. They made sandwiches, turkey and cheese, nothing fancy, and ate them curled together on the couch, some cooking show playing quietly on the TV.



The afternoon drifted into evening.



 ——————— 


Sunday evening found them tangled on the couch again, spooning, some nature documentary playing low, something about African wild dogs, packs hunting across the savanna. Dad was inside her, soft now, neither of them moving to separate. They'd been like this for almost an hour, just connected, her head on his chest, his hand stroking lazy patterns on her hip. Bear dozed at their feet.



A mating scene played on screen. Brief. The camera cut away before showing anything real. A tactful pan to the horizon while the narrator talked about pair bonding.



*Disappointing.*



She wiggled her hips, testing their seal. *Too soft.*



She wiggled again, more deliberately this time. Clenched around him, gripping and pulling at him with her pussy. Felt him twitch in response, then swell, thickening inside her.



Dad's hand tightened on her hip. "Cub..."



She grinned and looked back, then tugged at his knot playfully. He grunted. She relaxed against his chest. *Better.*



But the documentary had put something in her head. She watched the wild dogs trot off screen, the narrator already pivoting to territory marking, and felt cheated. She'd seen real mating now. She'd *done* real mating. And the polite cutaway felt like a lie. A whole world pretending the most natural thing in it didn't happen.



"FurHub doesn't have feral stuff," she said. "I looked."



Dad's hand stilled on her hip.



"On Wednesday. After we watched those couples. I went back the next day on my phone and searched. There's no category for it. No feral tag. Nothing."



"FurHub's mainstream," Dad said carefully. "They don't want the controversy. It's not *illegal* but. You know."



"But it exists. People do what I do with Bear. Other people."



"Yes."



"Where?"



A beat. She felt him breathe, slow and measured, the way he did when he was deciding how much to tell her.



"There's another site. FeralHub."



She twisted to look at him. "You know it?"



"Your mother showed me once." Said simply, the way he said most things about Mama. "Same curiosity you've got, you know with Bear and wanting to *see* it."



*Oh.* A small, warm ache behind her ribs.



"Can *I* see it?" she asked.



Dad reached past her for the laptop. She felt him shift inside her with the movement, and her breath caught, but she was focused now. Curious in a way that wasn't just heat. He cast the screen to the TV so they could both see from the couch.



FeralHub loaded slowly. The interface was rougher than FurHub's. Darker colors, blunter layout, pop-up ads for things she didn't recognize. An age gate first, then a species-status confirmation: *I am an anthro person accessing feral content voluntarily.* She clicked through.



The front page was organized by species pairing. Canine tags dominated: *Anthro/Dog, Anthro/Wolf, Anthro/Coyote.* Equine. Ursine. Optional secondary filters for anthro species and gender pairings. No *Anthro/Lapine* feral tag, which made sense. She had no idea how *that* would work, but she saw the anthro one and thought of Juniper, briefly before pushing the thought back. Each category had a small legal disclaimer in fine print: *Content legal in most jurisdictions. Check your provincial/national laws before uploading. FeralHub does not operate in restricted territories.*



She scrolled past the disclaimers. The thumbnails were rawer than FurHub. No studio lighting. Phone cameras, bedroom floors, kitchen tiles she recognized the vibe of. Real life. Real people who did what she did.



"That one," she said, pointing.



A red fox anthro, adult, with a large dog. Some kind of shepherd mix. The title was simple: *sunday morning, he was patient today.* Low view count. Three comments: one heart emoji, one paragraph of genuine advice about positioning, and one that just said *degenerates* with a thumbs-down.



The video started. Bedroom. Morning light. The fox was already on her knees, talking softly to the dog, tousling his ears and getting him engaged in play while on all fours. She turned away from her dog then and made a show of leaning down and flipping her tail up. *Presenting.* He stood behind her with his tail wagging. Not rushed. Not forced. She reached back and patted her ass encouraging, guided him, and he mounted. That familiar scramble of paws, the urgent thrust, the moment of connection.



Mira's whole body flushed.



She *knew* that. Knew the weight of a feral on her back, the scramble, the moment his cock found her. Watching it happen to someone else was like hearing her own voice played back. Strange and familiar at once. The fox on screen gasped when the dog's rhythm hit its stride, and Mira's hips twitched against Dad.



"She sounds like me," Mira whispered. "When Bear finds the angle."



"Mm." Dad's voice had thickened. She could feel him swelling inside her, no longer soft, responding to the screen and to her body's involuntary clenching.



The dog on screen was working toward his knot. The fox reached back, steadying herself against the bed frame. The camera angle shifted. The person filming adjusted their phone. Mira could see the knot pressing against the fox's entrance. Stretching. Catching. The fox's tail shot straight up and she let out a sound that was half laugh, half moan.



"There it is," Mira breathed. She was grinding against Dad now, slow circles, watching the screen while her own body responded. Bear lifted his head from his spot on the floor, nose twitching.



"He's gentler than Bear," she observed. "Bear just... takes. This dog waits for her to push back."



"Different dogs, different temperaments." Dad's voice was strained. "Bear's strong and eager, especially with your heat. He'll get gentler as he learns you."



"I don't want gentle." It came out before she thought about it. Her ears flicked back at her own words, surprised. "I mean sometimes. Okay, often. It's nice... but—"



Dad went still behind her.



"I mean—" She was blushing, her ears hot. "With Bear, it's not gentle. It's fast and rough and he doesn't care what I'm ready for, he just *goes.* And I..." She swallowed. "I like that. The way he just takes me. My body responds to it differently than when you're careful with me."



On screen, the knot locked. The fox gasped, pressed her cheek to the mattress, and went still. The dog panted above her, tongue lolling. The comment section scrolled slowly beneath the video, timestamp tagged to play along with the recording. More hearts, someone asking about breed, someone calling them beautiful.



On the TV, the video autoplayed into the next. A wolf girl mounted by a feral husky, rougher than the last, the dog's paws gripping hard, no patience in it.



Mira looked back at Dad.



"I want *that.*" Her voice was quiet, but steady. "Not the first one. Not gentle. I want you to *take me* the way Bear does."



His cock throbbed inside her, a single hard pulse that made them both inhale.



"Mira—"



"I want to know what it feels like when *you* don't hold back." She shifted, pulling off him, feeling the wet slide of his cock leaving her. The knot tugging and *squelching* with the sudden release. Turned over. Got on her hands and knees on the couch, her tail lifting, presenting the way she did for Bear. She looked back over her shoulder. "Please, Daddy. I want to feel what I feel with him—but from *you.* I can take it now."



His eyes drank her in. His ears were flat against his skull, not fear—*focus.* She watched his muzzle clamp shut even as a tentative smile formed into confidence, watched his hands grip the couch cushion, watched the war between the careful father and the animal underneath.



"I won't be gentle," he said. A warning.



"That's the point."



He mounted her.



Not the slow press she was used to. He grabbed her hips, lined up, and *drove* in—one hard thrust that buried him to the sheath. She yelped, her arms buckling, her cheek hitting the cushion. The tapered tip punched deep, past the spot that made her vision swim, past where she usually felt him stop, pressing against her cervix with a sharp hot pressure that stole her breath.



"*Oh—*"



He didn't wait. His hips snapped forward, fast, rough, *animal*, and each thrust hit the same deep place with an aim that made her claws shred the pillow in front of her. On the TV, the husky was doing the same thing to the wolf girl, and the sounds doubled, the room filling with wet impacts from two directions, screen and couch. The blanket beneath them was already darkening, her arousal splashing with every impact.



"*Daddy—*" She couldn't form more than his name.



His knot was swelling again. She could feel it catching at her entrance with each stroke, her puffy heat-swollen canine vulva stretching around it, the tight fold of her being forced wide. And he wasn't slowing down for it. Wasn't easing the swell past her the way he always had. He was *ramming* it through.



The first full slam punched the air from her lungs. The knot forced her open, her folds spreading taut around the widest point, blood driven from the stretched tissue, the tight ring of her entrance going pale and burning with sensation as it strained to accommodate. The bulb buried inside her and she felt it press against every wall at once. Then he yanked back and the knot *dragged* out of her, her entrance gripping, clinging, the folds pulling outward like they were trying to follow him, stretching into a thin taut ring before the knot popped free. She felt herself gape, empty, clenching around nothing, arousal dripping onto the blanket in a wet patter.



Then he drove it back in and she *wailed.*



Again. Harder.



She propped herself up on shaking arms and looked down her chest, small puffy nipples jiggling, flat tummy and hips bent up to meet Daddy's cock. She could see him. The thick red shaft glistening, slick with her arousal, the knot at the base swollen and flushed dark, bigger than she'd ever seen it. He pulled back and she *watched* it happen. The bulb dragging through her entrance, her swollen folds clinging to it, stretching outward, her body gripping the shape of him like it was trying to hold on. Thin hot threads of precum clung between the knot and her entrance, stretching, thinning, snapping as the distance grew. The knot came free with a pop she saw and felt at the same time, her pussy snapping partially shut around the space he used to be like a rubber band, entrance still gaping beneath her, puffy and flushed and *empty*, arousal and pre flowing from her onto the soaked blanket in a thin stream.



She saw him line up. The knot bigger now, hotter, blood-dark and radiating heat. He slammed it home and drove the wind from her lungs with a needy mewl she didn't recognize.



Her arms gave out. She went face-down into the cushion, gasping, and he did it again before she could breathe. Through half-closed eyes she caught the TV, another autoplay, a vixen and a rottweiler, the vixen's tail flagged exactly like hers, and the overlap between what she was seeing and what she was feeling blurred until she couldn't tell which sounds were hers. The sting was building at her rim now, an ache that deepened each time the bulb forced through, each entry scalding, his precum squirting against her walls in thin *hot* strands that coated her and slicked the path wider. Each withdrawal tugged harder than the last, the ache burning, her entrance pulled outward, gripping, refusing to let go until the widest point tore free and she gaped again and then he was *back*, burying it inside her, and she felt her body yield with a wet obscene *squelch*, her pussy swallowing his knot with greedy contractions that pulled him deeper than the last time.



The blanket was ruined. Pillow shredded. Her arousal and his precum ran together down her thighs. She could feel herself loosening, her body learning this rhythm, and the looseness made each re-entry *wetter*, the squelch louder, the knot sinking in faster and dragging out slower as her body stopped fighting and started *taking.*



"*Don't—stop—*"



He snarled. Actually *snarled*, lips peeled back, fox canines bared, and the sound hit somewhere behind her spine. She snarled back without thinking, a high broken sound, and his jaws found her scruff.



*Consequences.*



His teeth closed on the loose fur at the back of her neck. Not breaking skin. *Holding.* The way a sire holds a mate. Her whole body went slack, instant, involuntary, every muscle releasing at once. Her arms gave fully. Her back dropped. Her tail went limp over her spine, flopping over her shoulder. Something ancient and canine surrendered in her, a reflex deeper than thought, and she hung from his teeth like a kit being carried.



He used it. His arms hooked under her hips, lifting her, and he started moving her onto his cock, pulling her back and *slamming* her forward, using his grip on her scruff and his arms on her hips to fuck his knot through her entrance with her whole body weight behind each stroke. She wasn't holding herself up anymore. Wasn't bracing. Wasn't doing anything but being *moved*, loose and liquid, the knot slamming through her over and over while she dangled from his jaws and made sounds that had no words in them.



Her whole bottom half was soaked. She could feel it. Could hear it, the wet slap of each impact, her arousal and his precum churning into a mess beneath them. Her folds had given up trying to close between strokes. She just stayed open, spread, her body a shape made to receive him, and each time the knot buried itself inside her she felt it press against the spot that was making her vision go white at the edges.



He drove it in one last time and *held.* The knot had swollen past the point of return, blood-gorged and throbbing, and her entrance finally had time to clamp shut around the shaft behind it. Her body tightened like a vise. Locked. His choice.



She came before he did. The orgasm crashed through her in one long wave, her walls seizing around his knot, milking it, and the clenching pulled his release out of him, that first thick jet hitting her cervix with a force that made her whole body jerk in his jaws. He groaned through his teeth, still biting her scruff, and came and came.



Bear had lifted his head during the noise, watching with dark calm eyes from his spot on the floor. Mira saw him out of the corner of her eye as she lay flopped and shuddering under Daddy. His nose worked once. He settled back down. *Not his turn.*



Dad's jaws released her scruff. She collapsed forward, boneless and dangling from his knot, face in the cushion, his weight settling over her. His knot pulsed inside her, still emptying, and she could feel each throb through the walls that gripped him. No thoughts. Just heat and heartbeat and the wet warmth spreading deep.



"*Holy—*" She was laughing and trembling. "*Why—how—*"



"You asked." His voice was wrecked. She could feel his heart hammering through the knot.



"You *scruffed* me." She was grinning into the cushion. "I went completely limp. I didn't even know I could do that."



"Canine thing. You wanted *animal.*" He pressed his muzzle into her neck where his teeth had been, licking the spot gently.



"I couldn't move. I couldn't do *anything.* You just picked me up and—" Another aftershock rolled through her, her walls gripping his knot, and he groaned into her fur.



"Yeah," he managed. "That."



They lay like that, tied, his weight pressing her into the cushions. On the TV, another couple, tied and quiet, the autoplay cycling through lives that looked like theirs. The blue light washed across the room. Bear's breathing was slow and even from the floor.



"Almost two weeks," she murmured eventually. "Since Bear."



His hand found hers, laced their fingers together.



"How are you feeling?" he asked.



She considered the question. The heat that had been simmering since that first day with Bear had started to intensify. She'd felt it building all along, the flush that came more often now, the way her body hummed with readiness. But somewhere around this second week, it stopped being background noise and became something she couldn't set down.



"Daddy?" She shifted against him, feeling him twitch inside her. "Is it supposed to feel... *more?* Like, more than it did at first?"



"More how?"



"Like I want it more than I did before. Even that first day with Bear, when everything was so new, I wanted it then, but I could *wait.* Now it's like..." She struggled for words. "Like I keep needing it even when I just finished."



His ears angled forward, just slightly. Recognition. "It's intensifying. I noticed you've been... needier. These past few days especially."



She flushed. She *had* been needier. Reaching for him first thing in the morning. Counting the hours at school. Coming home desperate.



"Is that normal?"



"For you?" He resumed stroking her back. "Your mother used to get like that too. Your body's growing up, cub. What you've been feeling since Bear, that was the start of your first heat. I smelled it then. It's deepening now. It'll keep intensifying over the next few weeks. You'll want it more often, need it more. Your body's getting ready to... well. To do what bodies are designed to do."



"To make babies?"



"Eventually. Not necessarily now; sometimes heat cycles come a few years before a girl's really fertile. Your mother told me once she was the same at your age. Said it runs in her family. We got together at 17 and had you a few years later, but she told me her first heat hit her hard." He pressed a kiss to the top of her head. "We should be careful. Just in case."



Mira thought about the fox on screen. The dog's knot locked inside her, his cum flooding her while she whispered encouragement. The comments calling them *beautiful* and *degenerates* in the same breath.



"What if I don't want to be careful?"



Dad exhaled beneath her. His nose pressed into the fur between her ears, scenting deep.



"Mira..."



"I'm serious." She tilted her face up to look at him. "I know I'm young. I know it's... a lot. But I want this. I want *everything.* With you."



"Your first heat—this would be real breeding. You don't know what you're asking."



"Then teach me, and I'll want you more. I always do..." Her tail swished and she pouted, ears back. "Mama had Bear too. She wasn't scared of any of this."



Two sentences, and his face changed. Not the pout—the last part. His daughter sounding like his wife. His expression shifted, something more honest than resistance.



"Let's see how your heat develops first," he said finally. "It might not even be... productive, this first time. But if it is, and if you still want—"



"I always want."



"Then we'll talk about it. Really talk. All the implications, all the risks, all of it."



She nodded, accepting that for now. His knot pulsed once more inside her, and she squeezed back.



Outside, the last light faded. Bear sighed in his sleep. The FeralHub tab still glowed on the laptop, the fox and her dog frozen mid-tie.



*Other people do this.* The thought sat warm and quiet in her chest. *Other people love like this and film it and the world doesn't end.* It made the secrets a little less lonely, knowing.



 ——————— 


Monday: Routine


Monday morning started the way they all did now.



Bear had finished first, his knot softening enough to slip free while Dad held her through the aftershocks. She lay between them, sticky and full, as the morning light grew brighter through the curtains.



"I got you something." Dad reached for the nightstand drawer. "Been thinking about the leak problem."



She knew which problem. Both of them filling her every morning meant both of them leaking out all day. Her buttplugs didn't help, *wrong hole, wrong shape*. There was nothing keeping their cum sealed inside her pussy, and Bear's knot stretched her so wide that she gaped after, loose and dripping for hours. Tuesday she'd glanced down during science and found a slick puddle forming on the plastic chair beneath her. She'd blotted it with a crumpled worksheet, heart hammering, and spent the rest of the day clenching her thighs together.



He held up a small silicone device, shaped like a shallow cup with a narrow stem.



"It's called a keeper. Sits against your cervix and suctions into place. Holds everything sealed. Bear, me, all of it. Nothing gets past." He paused. "Well, less will, maybe."



She eyed it. The cup was wide. "That's... big."



"Has to be, to create the seal." He turned it in his fingers. "I sized it for you. The stretch going in is the worst part, but once it seats, you'll barely feel the stem."



She spread her legs, still lying between them. Dad worked it in carefully. The wide rim stretched her entrance, even folded, wider than anything except a knot, and she gasped as it slid past and settled deep with a pressure that stole her breath. She felt it suction into place, snug against her cervix, sealing everything against it.



"*Oh*—" Not like a cock, not like fingers. This was *pressure,* constant and deep, holding both their loads pooled against her innermost place. She could feel them held inside the cup, warm, going nowhere. The narrow stem sat between her folds like a secret, barely there under fur.



"How's that?"



"Weird." She shifted her hips. The fullness moved with her, not the familiar ebb of a cock softening or the slow drip of a knot pulling free. This was *constant.* Every breath pressed the cup against her cervix, and each shift redistributed the warmth it held—Dad's and Bear's, pooled together, sealed against the place where it mattered most.



She sat up. The weight settled differently upright, heavier, lower. She swung her legs off the bed and stood. The keeper shifted with her, its stem nestling between her folds, and for a moment she just stood there, naked, feeling the strangeness of carrying them while standing in an empty room.



She took a step. Another. Felt it move with her like a second heartbeat, the warmth inside her redistributing with each stride. Not leaking. Not dripping down her thighs the way it had every morning since Bear. Just *held.* Sealed. Hers to carry.



She pressed her paw to her lower belly. Couldn't feel anything from the outside. She looked the same. But she'd know. Eight hours of math and lunch and recess with Dad and Bear pooled against her cervix, a secret so deep inside her it might as well be part of her.



*Theirs.*



*Being careful,* Dad called it. She tried not to think too hard about what "careful" meant when the device he'd chosen kept their seed pressed against her most fertile place for eight straight hours.



*At least I won't leak cum all over everything.* Her pussy pulsed at the thought, betraying her. *It's a "kind" of careful, not getting caught.*



"Bath time," Dad said, gathering her up.



She wrapped her arms around his neck, letting herself be carried down the hall. Bear's claws clicked on the hardwood behind them, following the way he always did now, protective, possessive, wanting to be close to her even after he'd finished.



The master bath was warm, steam already rising from the stone tub Dad had started running before they'd even gotten out of bed. He set her on the counter, and she swung her legs while he tested the water temperature and turned the jets to their lowest setting, just enough to make the surface shimmer.



"In you go."



She sighed as she sank in. The heat met all her tender places: the ache between her legs, the pleasant fullness of the keeper holding everything where it belonged. Bear flopped onto the bathmat with a contented huff, and Dad knelt beside the tub with a washcloth.



"How's the dragon coming?" He dipped the cloth, started on her shoulders.



"Good, actually. The scales are finally working." She leaned into the cloth. "Juniper said she looks regal."



"That's my girl." The cloth moved in slow circles, sudsing through her fur. "Sore?"



She considered. Both of them this morning. Bear first, fast and urgent, then Dad slower, deeper, taking his time. "A little. Good sore."



He washed around the plug carefully, gentle with her swollen places. She shifted in the water, feeling the weight of them inside her, warm and held, going nowhere.



Dad helped her out of the tub, and she shook before he could get the towel up, a full-body roll from ears to tail tip that sent water arcing across the bathroom. Dad caught it full in the face. Bear scrambled off the bathmat, ears flat, offended.



"*Mira.*"



"Sorry." She wasn't sorry at all. Her tail was wagging.



He wiped his face with the towel, shook his head, and wrapped her in it. "You know, there's a blow dryer for a reason."



"Shake's faster."



"Shake gets *me* wet."



"Bonus."



The brush came out next, long strokes through her fur while she sat on the closed toilet lid, Dad working the tangles loose while the blow dryer hummed on low, fluffing her tail back to its full volume. Bear had reclaimed his spot on the tile, chin resting on his paws, eyes half-lidded and content, safely out of splash range.



"Bear's getting better at being gentle," she said.



"He's learning." Dad worked a tangle loose behind her ear. "Eight years old and still going strong. He was like this with your mother too, at first. Took him a while to figure out how to be good to her." A pause. "He loves you. He's figuring out how to show it without hurting you."



She thought about that. About the way Bear had licked her face after, the way he leaned into her hand when she stroked his head, eyes closing, his whole body going heavy with contentment. He *was* gentler now. Still urgent, still overwhelming, but he waited for her to be ready. Stilled when she needed him to still.



"All done." He kissed her forehead. "Let's get you dressed."



She pulled on her school clothes while Dad disappeared into the bedroom. In the bathroom mirror, she looked like any other girl getting ready for school. Shirt, skirt, backpack waiting by the door. But the keeper shifted when she bent to pull up her socks, and the weight of what she carried settled low and warm, and the girl in the mirror knew something the mirror couldn't show.



*Normal on the outside. Full of them on the inside.*



When she followed Dad to the bedroom, he was sitting on the edge of the bed with something small and pink in his palm. Shaped like a cartoon rabbit, long ears, round body, smooth curved surface. Silicone, soft. It fit in his hand.



"One more thing." He turned it over. "A vibrator. Bulb goes inside and these little ears sit against your folds, the most sensitive spot. Vibrates inside *and* out. Holds itself in place under panties."



She took it. Light, discreet, the pink cheerful against her black paw pads. "It looks like a bunny."



"Yeah, it kind of does. It also pairs to my phone." He showed her the app, a slider. Tapped it. The rabbit buzzed softly in her palm. "That's low." Another tap. Stronger, humming through her fingers. "Medium." Another. She nearly dropped it.



"*Ah!*"



"For school days. When the heat builds and you can't focus. Low might take the edge off, and keep you from white knuckle gripping your desk without relief. Well, that and it's fun."



"What if someone hears?"



"On low, silent through clothing." He took it back, showed her the small button between the bunny ears. "You can turn it on yourself with this. But if the app activates it, the button won't override. You'd have to pull it out to stop it." His eyes warmed. "You're mine anywhere with a cell signal until I turn it off. It'll be our game."



*Couldn't override it.* The word *mine* sat differently when it came with hardware. If he turned it on during math, during lunch, during a conversation with Juniper—she'd just have to take it. Pull it out in a bathroom stall or ride it through. No middle ground.



Her walls clenched around the keeper. The thought should have scared her. It made her wet instead.



*His.*



Dad nestled it into place, the curved body against her clit, the ears tucking along her folds. The keeper's stem caught against the vibrator's bulb, pressed between them, firm ridge on firm curve, and the contact made both devices feel more *present.* A steady pressure against her front wall that shifted when she breathed. Cool at first, then warming. She pulled her panties up, shifted her hips. Barely there.



"Comfortable?"



"Yeah, actually. I can barely tell it's—"



He tapped his phone.



The buzz hit her clit and her knees buckled. She caught herself on the dresser, a moan punched out of her before she could clamp her muzzle shut.



"That's *medium.*" He turned it off.



She stared at him, panting. "*Warn* me."



"Where's the fun in that?"



"I'll take it out before gym," she said, still catching her breath.



"Smart girl."



The last touch was the body spray, something floral and strong that Dad had bought specifically for her heat. She stood still while he misted it along her neck, her wrists, the insides of her thighs where the scent was strongest. It helped, a little. Masked the sharp edge of heat-musk into something that might pass for normal puberty. No amount of perfume could fully cover what was always flowing, but *less obvious* was enough. Enough to keep classmates from staring. Enough to make Danny's twitching nose a curiosity instead of an alarm.



Breakfast was quick. Toast, jam, bacon, and juice, Dad's coffee, normal conversation about the grocery list and whether they should order Pandaren takeout for dinner. Bear settled under the table, his head on her foot, nose twitching at the scents she carried.



"You're going to do great today," Dad said as he handed her her backpack.



She hugged him tight, feeling the keeper shift inside her, feeling *full* of both of them.



She always did great. She had to. The secret, *our life,* depended on it.



 ——————— 


She was halfway through second period when the first buzz came.



No warning. Just a low, steady hum against her clit that made her whole body clench. Her pen skidded across the page, a jagged line through her notes on ecosystems. She grabbed the edge of her desk with her free hand and held on.



*Daddy.*



On low, the vibrator was silent—he'd been right about that. But her body didn't care about volume settings. Her clit was already swollen from heat, tender from that morning, and the buzz hit every nerve at once. Warmth bloomed outward from the contact point, spreading through her belly, her thighs, the base of her tail. She could feel herself getting wet, fresh arousal pooling around the keeper, slicking the little rabbit's silicone surface until every micro-shift of her hips made it slide against her.



Mrs. Thornton was diagramming food webs. Juniper sat one seat away, scribbling notes. Twenty-three other students in the room. And Mira was melting into her chair, thighs pressed together so hard her muscles burned, fighting to keep her breathing even while Dad took her apart from across town.



It lasted maybe forty seconds. Then it stopped.



She sat there, gripping her desk, ears hot, fur prickling, her underwear soaked through. The absence of the buzz was almost worse—her clit throbbing against the still silicone, her body clenching around the keeper, desperate for friction that wasn't coming.



Her phone lit up.



    Dad: How's class? ^w-;



She stared at the screen. Typed back with shaking thumbs:



    Mira: You're evil

    Dad: Thinking about you while I work on the otter's deltoids. Couldn't help myself.

    Mira: I'm soaking through my panties

    Dad: Good girl.



She pressed her thighs together and stared at her ruined notes. The wet heat between her legs pulsed with each heartbeat. Her tail wanted to curl. Her hips wanted to rock. She couldn't do either.



*That's* what the vibrator was for. *Ownership.* Daddy's hand between her legs at any moment, from any distance, and she took what he gave her because she was *his.* No off switch. If he wanted her trembling through second period, she trembled.



*Hot. So, so hot.* She realized she was trembling from the thought alone.



She picked up her pen and tried to copy the food web diagram. Her handwriting looked like it had been through an earthquake.



 ——————— 


The second buzz came at lunch.



She was mid-bite, listening to Sage explain why her brother's new haircut made him look like "a sad alpaca," when the hum started. Low. Steady. *Relentless.*



Her jaw stopped moving. The bite of sandwich sat on her tongue, unchewed.



"—and my mom was like, 'it'll grow back,' but he keeps touching it and making this *face*—"



She couldn't swallow. The vibration was hitting her clit directly, the ears of the toy pressed flush against her, but that wasn't the worst part. The worst part was what was happening *inside.* The bulb sat right against the front wall of her pussy, that swollen spot she could never quite reach with her own fingers, and the hum traveled through it into the keeper's stem, making the whole setup resonate. Clit and g-spot and the keeper all buzzing as one thing, vibration conducting through silicone and flesh until she couldn't tell where one sensation ended and another began.



Her thighs pressed together under the table. Her pulse was between her legs now, every heartbeat amplified, the vibration turning each throb into a wave that rolled through her pelvis.



She set the sandwich down. Gripped the edge of the table. Claws scraped.



*So much for not white-knuckling my desk.*



"You okay?" Juniper's ear angled toward her.



"Cramp," Mira managed. She could feel heat building under her fur. Her ears were flushing. She started panting, shallow little breaths she couldn't control, and her hips had started rocking, tiny movements pressing herself against the hard bench, the pressure driving everything tighter. Inside, the bulb ground against her front wall with each shift. Outside, her clit pulsed fat and swollen between the toy's ears. The keeper hummed deep against her cervix, vibrating Dad and Bear's cum against her innermost place.



Juniper cocked her head, studying her. "You're really flushed. Are you feeling warm?"



"Just—heat stuff. The cramps make me—" She was panting openly now, tongue just visible, and she couldn't stop it. "I just need to cool down."



"Drink some water." Juniper pushed her water bottle across the table. Sage grabbed Mira's paw with both of hers.



"Yeah, just breathe. Ride it out." Sage squeezed. "Cramps suck."



Juniper took her other paw. Held it gently.



*Not here. Not here not here—*



But her body didn't care about *here.* The vibration was building inside her, the bulb pressed against her g-spot and the ears working her clit and the keeper's stem humming between them, all of it resonating as one thing while her friends held her paws and watched her face with concern. She could feel their fingers warm and steady around hers while her pussy clenched in waves she couldn't stop. The bench was slick beneath her. Her tail went rigid. Her claws dug into her friends' paws and they just squeezed back, *comforting* her, and the tenderness of that made it worse, made everything worse, because she was being *held* while the orgasm crested and she couldn't—



She tilted her hips and pressed down against the bench and the pressure pinned everything tight and the loop of inside-outside-inside tightened into one bright point and she *broke.*



She came at the lunch table with her best friends holding her paws.



*Cramps.*



Her ears flattened. Her mouth fell open, one breath, two, disguised as a yawn, stretching her arms above her head while the aftershocks rolled through her. The toy kept buzzing, extending every pulse, her body answering weakly, clenching around the bulb, her clit twitching against the ears until she was shaking.



Then it stopped.



"Better?" Sage asked.



"Yeah." Her voice was steady. *How was her voice steady?* "Didn't sleep well either. But that's passing."



"Drink." Juniper nudged the water bottle closer. Sage gave her paw a final squeeze and pulled back. Juniper held on a beat longer, thumb tracing Mira's knuckles, before letting go.



Under the table, her thighs were trembling. She felt the bench slick beneath her even through her panties.



Mira gulped the entire cup of water down and Juni nodded approvingly.



Her phone buzzed. A real buzz this time. A text.



    Dad: Love you, cub. Have a good lunch.

    Dad: Buzz around with your friends for me.



She stared at it. Daddy at his desk, eating his own lunch, stylus in one hand, phone in the other. He'd just made her cum surrounded by her friends and followed it with a text as casual as a kiss on the forehead.



    Mira: They held my paws and I FINISHED. >:C



She picked up her sandwich and kept eating.



Before gym she ducked into a bathroom stall and slipped the vibrator out, tucking it into her backpack's zippered pocket. The relief was immediate—the constant awareness of it suddenly gone, her clit throbbing in the cool air, tender and swollen. She survived dodgeball without it, every jump and lunge echoing through her, the keeper's weight shifting with each stride.



After gym she put it back. Just having it there, quiet and waiting, felt like a collar she wore on the inside. Daddy's.



He buzzed her once more during English—shorter this time, ten seconds that left her gripping her book and staring at the same sentence until the words blurred. Just enough to remind her. Just enough to keep her wet. Keep her counting the minutes until she could go home and have him for real.



The last hour was the longest of her life.



 ——————— 


Tuesday, she saw Juniper across the hallway before first period and everything tilted.



The rabbit was at her locker, pulling books out with both paws, ears relaxed, cotton tail still. Normal. Completely normal. But Mira's body remembered Saturday night, the warmth of Juniper's fingers, the way her breath had caught, the soft wet sounds between them in the blue glow of the nightlight, the way she hid behind those adorable floppy ears and worried she'd wet herself... the way she laughed, relieved, and locked eyes after, and the hallway felt *too bright*, *too loud*, too *seen.*



Their eyes met. Juniper's ears went pink. Mira's tail curled tight against her hip. Her heart fluttered.



Neither of them waved. Neither looked away. Just a beat, two heartbeats, and then Sage crashed between them with a story about her brother getting in trouble with mall cops for skateboarding and the moment dissolved.



But at lunch, Juniper sat closer than usual. Their knees touched under the table and neither moved away. Juniper ate steadily through her packed lunch without pausing, apple slices and a sandwich and then a handful of almonds from the ziplock she always carried, her jaw working while her knee stayed pressed to Mira's. Sage talked. Theo read. The contact stayed, warm and deliberate, a conversation happening below the surface that no one else could hear.



Mira went home to Bear and Dad and the usual evening: homework with Bear's nose between her thighs, dinner on Dad's lap, the keeper holding everything in through the night. The routine that had become her life. She fell asleep thinking about Juniper's face in the dark while she held Dad's chest and breathed his comfortable scent. Her body melting into him.



*Both,* she thought, drifting. *I need both.*



 ——————— 


Wednesday, Juniper slid a folded note across the desk during Mrs. Thornton's lecture on ecosystems.



Mira opened it in her lap. A small lopsided heart: two crudely drawn paws linked together, one with claws, one without. Their pinky-promise. Underneath, in Juniper's careful print: *Pact Mates? <3*



Mira wrote back on a separate folded scrap: *Forever. <3*



She folded the drawing small and tucked it into her pocket, next to the spare tampon she no longer needed since the spotting stopped. Now it was just the clear slick of heat, constant and warm, soaking through the keeper into her underwear by third period. She touched the note through the fabric and smiled.



At recess, they sat under the oak tree together. Juniper sketched in her notebook while Mira leaned against the bark with her eyes closed, feeling the keeper shift inside her, feeling full of Dad and Bear and the warm ache that never stopped. Sage and Theo argued above them about something. Normal sounds. Safe sounds.



Juniper leaned over to show Mira her drawing, a picture of the moon shaded carefully with a small bunny and a fox wearing space suits, and their foreheads touched, their ears flopped and tangled. Neither pulled back. They stayed like that, muzzle to muzzle, looking down at the sketch, Juniper's long ear draped warm against Mira's cheek.



Mira's brain fuzzed and her heat faded for a moment, replaced with a different kind of buzzing in her heart.



"You two are being weird," Sage said from the swings, squinting at them.



"We're looking at a drawing," Mira said, not moving.



"You're being *cute* weird." Sage pumped her legs, gaining height. "Like, best-friend-necklace weird. Should I be jealous?"



"You're always jealous," Theo observed from his branch.



"Shut *up,* Theo." Sage abandoned the swings, leaping at the apex to land in the sand. She padded over and flopped down against the trunk beneath him, Theo's legs dangling from the lowest branch barely above her head.



His tail dropped and brushed across her nose. She sneezed.



"Sorry." He turned a page. "Wind."



There was no wind. Sage looked up at him. He didn't look back.



She grinned, reached up, and plucked his bookmark right out of the book.



"*Hey*—"



Sage bolted. Theo dropped from the branch and chased after her, book forgotten in the grass.



Quiet settled over the oak tree. Just Juniper's ear draped warm against Mira's cheek, their muzzles still close over the drawing.



Juniper turned her head. Their noses bumped. And she kissed Mira. Soft, quick, *sweet*.



The heat in Mira's belly went still. Something else bloomed in its place, lighter and stranger, buzzing behind her ribs.



Juniper's foot found hers in the grass. Pressed once. Mira pressed back.



*Ours.*



 ——————— 


Thursday, the text came.



    Juniper: Can I come over Saturday?? My mom said yes!!!!



Mira stared at the message, her body still thrumming from that morning's session with Dad and Bear. She was deeper in heat now than she'd been during that first sleepover. Needier. Less in control. Having Juniper over felt like inviting someone into a burning house and hoping they wouldn't notice the flames.



But Juniper was her friend. Her *only* friend who knew anything real about her life. And there was a part of Mira, a growing part, that wanted to share more.



    Mira: Yes. Saturday works.



 ——————— 


Dad was hesitant.



"You're deeper in heat now," he said that night, his hand absently stroking her bare hip as they lay together. Bear was curled at the foot of the bed, but even in sleep, his nose kept twitching toward her. "It's going to be harder to hide."



"I know. But she already knows something's different about me. And after last time..." Mira bit her lip. "She's part of it now, kind of. We made a promise."



"What kind of promise?"



"It's a girl thing."



Dad was quiet. She watched him turn it over, reading between her words. His ears stayed relaxed, tipped slightly forward. No follow-up questions. Whatever he guessed about *part of it now,* he wasn't going to push.



She pressed closer to him. "Please, Daddy. I'll be careful. I'll take Bear for a long walk before she comes, tire him out."



His hand resumed its slow stroke along her hip. The girls exploring each other wasn't the danger. "If anything feels wrong, if Bear gets too interested, or if things go in a bad direction, you tell me immediately. Understood?"



"Understood."



He kissed the top of her head. "Okay, cub. Saturday."



 ——————— 

Sacred Pact

* Chapter 5: Sacred Pact *


Week Three: Rolling Heat


Juniper arrived at noon on Saturday, the same backpack covered in hand-drawn rabbits slung over one shoulder.



Dad met them at the door, all easy smiles and normal-dad energy. "Hey, Juniper. Good to see you again."



"Hi, Mr. Blackthorn!" Juniper's ears perked up. She seemed to like Mira's dad. Most of her friends did. He was the kind of parent who made good snacks and didn't hover.



"I'll be downstairs if you girls need anything." He ruffled Mira's ears, a perfectly innocent gesture that sent a shiver down her spine. His eyes met hers for just a moment—*be careful*—before he turned away. "Got an action movie to catch up on. Tons of explosions, don't mind the volume. Otherwise, you won't even know I'm here."



*Cover noise,* Mira translated. *Space. Privacy. Trust.*



"Thanks, Daddy."



She led Juniper upstairs, hyper-aware of Bear sleeping in the corner of the living room. Dad had tired him out with a long morning walk, just like she'd asked. He barely lifted his head as they passed.



"I've been thinking about it all week," Juniper whispered the moment Mira's bedroom door clicked shut behind them. Her ears were pink. "The... stuff. From last time."



Mira's cheeks warmed. "Me too."



"Have you been... you know. Practicing?"



"Yeah." *With Dad's help, with Bear's tongue, with everything.* "It gets easier."



"Can you show me more?"



The question hung in the air. Last time had been gentle exploration, hands under pajamas, learning the shape of each other in the dark. This felt different. More deliberate.



"The door doesn't lock," Mira said carefully. "Dad respects my privacy, but Bear sometimes pushes it open if he smells..." She trailed off, face heating.



"Smells what?"



"Me. When I'm... excited."



Juniper's nose twitched. "Is that why you smell different today? Stronger?"



"Yeah. The heat makes everything more intense." Mira moved to sit on the bed, patting the space beside her. "Last time we kept our clothes on. Under our shirts and stuff."



Juniper settled next to her, close enough that their knees touched. "Yeah. We did."



"Do you want to... I mean, we could see each other. Really see each other." Mira's heart was hammering. She'd been naked with Dad and Bear countless times, but this was different. Another girl. Someone her own age. "If you want."



"I want to." Juniper's voice was small but certain. "Will you go first? I'm nervous."



*She's following my lead,* Mira realized. *She trusts me to show her.*



"Okay." She reached for the hem of her t-shirt and pulled it over her head in one motion. No bra yet, she didn't really need one, though her chest had started to swell slightly with the changes happening inside her. Juniper's eyes went to the small mounds immediately, then darted away, then came back.



"You're... you're bigger than me," Juniper said. "Up there."



"It's the heat. My body's changing." Mira pushed her shorts down and stepped out of them. Her tail swished once, then curled at the tip the way it did when she was nervous.



Juniper stared. Really stared, the way she hadn't been able to last time in the dark under blankets. Her eyes traced Mira's body, the slight curves beginning to form, the softness of her belly, the darker fur between her legs that was already damp with heat-slick.



"Your tail is so different from mine," Juniper said softly. She turned, showing Mira her small slightly pointed cotton puff peeking out from the tail slit in her pants. A little fluffy scut. "Mine's just... this." She swished it back and forth for emphasis.



"I think it's cute."



"Yours is *beautiful.*" Juniper reached out hesitantly. "Can I touch it?"



Mira turned, presenting her tail, and felt Juniper's small paws sink into the fur. The rabbit stroked through it, marveling at the thickness, the softness, the way it responded to her touch by swishing gently.



"It's so fluffy," Juniper breathed.



"Your turn," Mira said gently as she brushed her tail against the little rabbit playfully. "Fair's fair."



Juniper's ears went pink, actually pink, flushing beneath the pale fur, but she nodded. Her shirt came off first, revealing a chest even flatter than Mira's, her ribs visible beneath short grey fur. Juniper was maybe six months younger, still ten, where Mira had just turned eleven, and her body showed it. Narrower, less developed, not yet touched by the changes that heat had brought to Mira.



Then her pants, and she stood there in just her underwear, hesitating. Her arms covering her nipples and fingers twiddling a little, ears pulled down and still flushed pink.



"It's okay," Mira said. "It's just us." Mira cupped Juniper's chin and gave her a gentle kiss. Upon pulling away, Mira held her gaze and smiled. The bunny relaxed visibly, ears drifting back up to a less shy position, and the two smiled at each other.



The underwear came down. And there was Juniper, fully bare, her grey-brown fur sleek and short compared to Mira's plush coat. Her body was different in so many small ways. The rabbit's legs were longer proportionally, her hips narrower. Her muzzle was shorter and blunter where Mira's fox snout was long and pointed. And between her legs, where the fur was palest, she was smooth and closed, no visible wetness, no heat-swollen folds like Mira's.



"We look so different," Juniper whispered, moving closer.



"Different species." Mira reached out, touched Juniper's ear, the long one, the one that was drooping with shyness. It was velvet-soft, warmer than she'd expected. "Can you feel this?"



Juniper shivered. "Y-yeah. They're really sensitive."



"Like this?" Mira stroked along the length of it, gentle, guiding.



"*Oh*—" Juniper's eyes fluttered. "That's... really nice, actually."



They stood close now, naked, examining each other. Mira touched Juniper's cotton tail, so small, so soft, the rabbit's whole body twitching when she pressed gently. Juniper ran her paws down Mira's sides, following her lead, feeling the difference in their fur, the way fox fluff gave under pressure.



Juniper's gaze dropped between Mira's legs and stayed.



Not a glance. She *looked*, her breathing gone thin, her own thighs pressing together without seeming to notice. Mira held still and let herself be seen. She could read it in Juniper's face, the comparison happening in real time: the rabbit thinking about her own body, that quiet little slit tucked tight beneath soft grey fur, and seeing something *else.* Puffy fox folds, flushed and full, the outer lips swelling apart on their own. The Y-shaped seam between them parted to show glistening pink, slick with heat, slick with want. *Open* where Juniper's was shy. Mira's body, announcing itself.



"You're all... shiny. Down there."



"That's how you know a girl is ready. When she's wet like that." Mira took Juniper's paw, guided it lower. "Here. Feel."



Juniper's fingers touched her, tentative, uncertain, clearly waiting for instruction. The rabbit's eyes went wide.



"It's so *slippery.* And warm." Her fingers slid through Mira's folds, clumsy but eager. "Is mine supposed to do that?"



"When you get excited, yeah. Want me to check?"



Juniper nodded, ears trembling.



Mira reached between her friend's legs, found her, and she was wet, slicker than last time, more ready. The warmth of anticipation rather than surprise. Not like Mira's heat-soaked pussy, but real. *Eager.*



"You're wet," Mira breathed, letting her finger trace along that neat little slit. Rabbit anatomy was so different: everything tucked away, compact, hidden beneath soft grey fur. Where Mira's fox pussy was puffy and prominent, Juniper's was almost shy. "See? Your body knows what to do."



"It feels different when you touch it," Juniper admitted, her hips shifting slightly into Mira's hand. "Better than when I do it myself."



"I know." Mira's finger found the small nub at the top, Juniper's clit, tiny but sensitive. She pressed gently and watched Juniper's whole body twitch. "That's how it is for me too."



Mira pulled her hand back and showed Juniper her paw, lightly glistening with the rabbit's arousal. She turned her fingers, pressing them together and then apart allowing the drizzle to strand between. She caught the bunny's eye and licked the slick off her finger with a wink. Juniper's eyes went wide. *Cute.*



They ended up on the bed properly this time, Mira guiding them, Juniper on her back, Mira half beside her, one leg draped over the rabbit's thigh. Close but not overwhelming. Letting Juniper set the pace even as Mira showed her how.



"Touch me like I'm touching you," Mira said softly, her finger still circling Juniper's clit. "Copy what I do."



Juniper's paw slid between Mira's legs, tentative, finding the slick mess there. Her fingers slipped through the puffy folds easily, coating themselves.



"You're so much wetter than me," Juniper breathed. "It's like... *dripping.*"



"Heat does that." Mira's hips rocked into the touch, needy and shameless in a way she couldn't be at school. "My body wants to be filled all the time. It's *hungry.*"



Mira's ears went hot. Juniper's fingers paused.



"Filled?" The rabbit tilted her head. "Filled with what?"



Mira's face went hot. *Stupid.* Juniper didn't know about that part yet, didn't know about Dad's cock stretching her open, about Bear's knot locking inside her, about the desperate need to have something *in* her that the heat created.



"I—nothing. Just... it's a heat thing." She tried to recover, but her blush was burning through her fur. "My body wants things it shouldn't want."



Juniper was watching her with those curious rabbit eyes. "What kind of things?"



"Things inside me." Mira bit her lip, fox canine catching. "When you touch the outside, it feels good, but there's this... this ache deeper in. Like I'm empty and I need to be full." *I can't believe I'm admitting this.* "Fingers help a little. But it's not the same as..."



She stopped herself. Too close to the truth.



"As what?" Juniper pressed.



"Nothing. Just—here." Mira took Juniper's hand, guided one finger to her entrance. "Feel how it's different there? That's where the ache is."



Juniper pressed experimentally, and Mira gasped as the fingertip slipped just inside.



"You opened up," Juniper whispered, awed. "Your body just... let me in."



"Yeah it's made to—" Mira's hips tilted into the bunny's touch. "You can go deeper. If you want." Mira's breath made soft sounds as she panted gently.



Juniper pushed slowly, her small finger sliding in to the second knuckle. She watched Mira's face the whole time, looking for permission, for guidance.



"Like this?"



"*Yes*—" Mira gasped. It was nothing like Dad's cock stretching her open, nothing like Bear filling her completely—but it was *something.* A small relief for the ache that never went away during heat. Another girl's touch, curious and careful. "That feels good. Keep going."



"You're so warm inside." Juniper's eyes were wide with wonder. "And soft. It's like... velvet or something."



Mira took Juniper's other hand, guided it to the spot at the top. "Here. Circle this while you're inside me. Both at the same time. It's a sensitive nub, a—it's—" Mira rolled her hips and leaned her head back a moment in pleasure. "It's called a clit, we both have one."



Juniper followed the instruction, finger moving slowly in and out, other hand rubbing Mira's clit in clumsy circles. Not the practiced touch Dad had, not the mindless enthusiasm of Bear's tongue, but something new. Something *theirs.*



"Is this right?" Juniper asked, adjusting based on Mira's breathing.



"Perfect. You're doing perfect." Mira pulled her closer, their muzzles meeting. She kissed Juniper the way Dad had taught her, gentle at first, then deeper, tongue sliding past lips. Juniper made a small surprised sound but followed along, learning the rhythm.



"You can put more in me—fingers... if you like."



"It won't hurt?"



"No... I can take anything you can give me." Mira kissed Juniper again, deeply and with her own paw, pressed the bunny's fingers deep, two, three. They sank in and satisfied her in a different way than she'd experienced. Juniper's paw was small, but nimble and caring and *hers.*



They found their pace together. Juniper's fingers moving inside Mira while they kissed, while Mira's hands roamed the rabbit's body, caressing her hips, up her side, brushing her sensitive little nipples, barely peeking out from her fur. Mira felt them firm at her touch and gave them gentle squeezes that made the bunny puff against her cheek with small happy sounds. It wasn't the desperate, filling—*fullness*—that Mira craved during heat; but warm. Unhurried. Something she'd never had with anyone her own age.



"I can feel you squeezing me," Juniper whispered against her mouth. "Your body keeps grabbing my fingers."



"Because it feels good." Mira's hips rocked into the touch. "Try curling them inside. Like this—" She guided Juniper's wrist. "There's a spot in and above that—*OH*—"



Juniper had found it. Her fingers pressed and rubbed against Mira's G-spot, and Mira's whole body jolted.



"There?" Juniper pressed again, watching Mira's reaction with fascinated eyes.



"*Yes*—right there—don't stop—"



Juniper didn't stop. She wasn't experienced, her movements were clumsy, her rhythm uneven, but she was eager and attentive, adjusting based on every gasp and whimper Mira made. Her thumb found Mira's clit almost by accident, pressing down, and Mira cried out.



"I think I'm going to—" Mira's voice broke. "Juni—I'm—"



"Let me feel it," Juniper breathed. "I want to feel you..." She didn't have a word for it exactly.



It wasn't like coming on Dad's knot—that overwhelming fullness, that complete claiming. It wasn't like Bear's rough tongue driving her over the edge. It was gentler, sweeter, building in slow waves until it crested and broke.



Mira came with a shuddering cry, her pussy clenching around Juniper's fingers in rhythmic pulses. She grabbed the rabbit's shoulders and held on, riding it out, feeling Juniper's wide eyes watching her the whole time.



"Oh wow," Juniper whispered when it finally ebbed. "I felt that. I felt you squeeze. That was..."



"Your turn." Mira's voice was rough, but the heat was still burning in her. Still wanting. "Let me show you what it feels like inside."



"Inside?" Juniper's ears trembled. "You mean... your finger in me?"



"Yeah. If you want."



"I want." Breathless. Almost a plea. "Please. Show me."



Mira guided Juniper onto her back, settling between the rabbit's legs. She looked at her properly. That neat little slit, so different from her own puffy folds. Compact. Hidden. She used her thumbs to spread Juniper open, revealing the pink inside, the tiny clit peeking out.



"You're beautiful," Mira said softly. "Like a little secret."



She lowered her head and licked.



Juniper's whole body jolted off the bed.



"*AH*—" Her paws flew to Mira's ears, gripping tight. "Oh god—what—*Mira*—"



"This is what tongues are for," Mira murmured against her, licking again, dragging up from entrance to clit. The taste was different than her own. Lighter, sweeter, distinctly *rabbit.* "Just relax. Let me make you feel good."



She'd never done this to another girl before, but she knew what *she* liked, what Dad did to her, what made her melt. She tried to give Juniper the same thing. Long slow licks. Gentle suction on her clit. Tongue pressing just inside her entrance.



"*Mira*—" Juniper was squirming now, her hips lifting to meet Mira's mouth. "That's—I didn't know—it's so *much*—"



Mira pressed her snout as deep as she could, flicking her tongue deep, letting it curl.



Juniper's scent flooded her senses, lighting up fox-brain places she didn't have names for. Mating. Prey. Something ancient pulling her muzzle deeper. But her paws were gentle, and the pull wasn't hunger.



She was lapping bunny arousal like water from a bowl. The flavor was... *nice, tangy, sweet.* Her nose puffed warm air against Juniper's clit while she lapped her insides. Her pussy grasped at Mira's tongue with each intrusion, hugging her as she licked.



Mira added a finger, focusing her tongue on the bunny's clit instead. Slowly, carefully, pressing into that tight little opening. Juniper gasped at the addition and stretch. She was smaller than Mira, less used to opening up through years of play, but she didn't pull away.



"Does that hurt?"



"N-no." Juniper's voice shook. "It's just... full. I feel full."



*That's the feeling,* Mira thought. *That's what I crave all the time.*



Juniper's hips moved experimentally, rocking on Mira's finger. "It's like something was missing and now it's there."



Mira curled her finger, searching for that spot, and kept licking. Juniper's reactions guided her—every gasp, every twitch of those long ears. When she found the right combination, Juniper's whole body went rigid.



"*Something's happening*—" The rabbit's voice pitched higher. "It's big—it's really big—"



Mira sucked gently on her clit while rolling her tongue against it and thrust her finger faster. She could feel her knuckles get wetter with each thrust.



Juniper came with a wail, her thighs clamping around Mira's head, her small body shaking with waves of pleasure. Mira felt her pussy pulse around the finger, felt the fresh flood of wetness, and kept licking until Juniper pushed weakly at her head.



"*Stop—too much—*"



Mira pulled back, grinning, her muzzle soaked with Juniper's taste. "Good?"



Juniper stared at the ceiling, ears completely limp, breathing hard. "I didn't know it could be like that. Your *mouth.* On my... down there."



"It's called eating you out." Mira crawled up beside her, pulling the rabbit close. "Did you like it?"



"I *loved* it." Juniper turned to face her, eyes bright despite her exhaustion. "Will you teach me how? So I can do it to you?"



"Next time." Mira kissed her softly. "We have time."



 ——————— 


They lay tangled together for a while, catching their breath. Juniper's head was on Mira's shoulder, her long ears tickling Mira's chin. Their legs were intertwined, fur damp with sweat and other things.



Juniper was quiet for a moment. Then, in a small voice: "You know, wild foxes eat rabbits."



Mira snorted. "Not like *that* they don't."



Juniper's whole body shook with a giggle she tried to smother against Mira's shoulder. "I'm just *saying.* If we were ferals. You'd *eat* me."



"I *did* eat you."



"*MIRA!*"



They dissolved into helpless laughter, and Juniper bapped Mira with a pillow. Mira grinned and pinned Juniper, both still laughing, she leaned in and gave the bunny a long agonizing lick from her nipple to the base of her ear. "You were *delicious!*"



Juniper shivered at the sensation, giggles softening as Mira leaned in and breathed in deeply, pulling in all of the sensation she could from the tiny bunny under her. Mira flopped onto her back next to her friend and gave her a kiss on the cheek.



*Full,* she thought as the two looked at each other lazy in a tangle.



Mira's stomach growled. *Full of everything except—*



"I'm hungry," Juniper said at the exact same moment.



They looked at each other and cracked up all over again.



"Actual food," Juniper clarified, wiping her eyes. "Before you get any ideas."



"Kitchen raid?"



"Kitchen raid."



They pulled on pajamas; it felt strange to be clothed again after being so bare, and padded downstairs. Dad was on the couch, some loud action movie playing on the TV. He glanced up as they passed, his expression carefully neutral.



"Snacks in the pantry," he said. "Made popcorn if you want some. Pizza's on the way."



"Thanks, Daddy."



They grabbed the popcorn bowl, scarfed down a cookie each, and retreated to the living room, settling on the floor in front of the TV. Bear was asleep in the corner, his nose buried under his paws. Mira watched him warily, but he didn't stir.



"This popcorn is really good, Mr. Blackthorn," Juniper said, a little too brightly. Her ears were still flushed pink.



Dad glanced over. "Just butter and salt. Nothing fancy."



"It's really good," Juniper repeated, and shoved another handful in her mouth like she needed something to do with her face.



Dad smiled at the bunny, slightly amused. "I'm glad you like it."



Mira bit her cheek to keep from grinning. Her eyes found Dad's, just for a moment. A silent conversation passing between them. *Everything okay?* / *Everything's fine.* / *Bear?* / *Sleeping.*



They watched the movie without really watching it, some explosion-filled experience with car chases and dramatic one-liners. The afternoon sun slanted through the windows, warm and golden. Mira felt pleasantly loose, satisfied in a way that didn't usually happen during heat. Having Juniper here helped somehow. Took the edge off.



At some point, Bear lifted his head. His nose twitched toward them, toward the lingering scent of what they'd done upstairs, and Mira tensed. But Dad was asking Juniper about school, about her art projects, and Bear just settled back down with a huff, seemingly aware Dad didn't want him near Juniper.



Juniper leaned against her, settling deeper into the couch cushions with a contented sigh. "This is nice."



"Yeah." Mira wrapped an arm around her. "It is."



 ——————— 


After the movie, Juniper pulled her sketchbook from her backpack and Mira grabbed hers from the shelf. They settled on the living room floor, bellies down, sketchbooks between them. Dad switched the TV to cartoons for background noise and settled into the armchair with a book, reading glasses perched on his muzzle.



"We should make a comic," Juniper said. "Together. You draw in mine, I draw in yours."



"What kind?"



"Fantasy. Obviously." Juniper was already sketching ideas, her pencil moving fast. "A fox and a bunny. Adventurers."



"The fox is a thief," Mira said.



"The bunny is a bard." Juniper grinned, those front teeth showing. "She plays a tiny lute and distracts the guards while the fox steals everything."



"That's perfect."



"Okay, rules." Mira held up a finger. "We alternate panels. You draw in my book, I draw in yours."



"We can plan out two pages at a time," Juniper added. "so we both always have something to draw."



"I'll plan out a one page adventure, you too, okay?"



"Perfect! Then we can start."



Dad looked up from his book. "This sounds fun. Show me when you're done?"



"Deal," they said together.



Juniper's panels were loose and expressive, her characters all motion and feeling, slightly lopsided but *alive.* Mira's were tighter, more detailed, the architecture of the dungeon walls rendered with careful crosshatching while Juniper's bard played a jaunty tune in the foreground.



"Your backgrounds are insane," Juniper said, leaning over Mira's shoulder. "How do you do the brick texture?"



"Crosshatching. Dad taught me." Mira demonstrated on a scrap of paper, short parallel lines layered at angles. "You build up the shadow in layers."



Juniper tried. Her bricks looked like wobbly teeth. She stared at them, ears flat. "Mine look like they have a disease."



"They look like they have *character.*"



"They look like they're trying to *bite the characters.*" But she was laughing, and she drew a tiny sign on the wall that said CONDEMNED and moved on to the next panel, where the bard was serenading a dragon with questionable taste in music.



They passed the sketchbooks back and forth, the story growing page by page. The thief picked a lock. The bard talked their way past a troll. They found treasure, lost it, found it again. Juniper drew the bard with increasingly ridiculous hats, sometimes adding new hats on top like a tiny tower. Mira drew the fox with a growing collection of stolen silverware tucked into her belt.



Dad glanced over from his chair occasionally. "That dragon has five legs."



"It's so she can run faster. She's *special.*" Juniper said without looking up.



"My mistake."



Around six, Dad set his book down. "Pizza?"



"*Yes,*" they said in unison, not looking up from the panels.



He ordered on his phone. "Preferences?"



"Anchovies and pineapple," Juniper said. "Trust me. You're going to love it."



Mira made a face. Dad raised an eyebrow but ordered it without comment.



The pizza arrived twenty minutes later. Mira did not love it. The anchovies were salty in a way that hit the back of her throat, and the pineapple was warm and acidic and sweet and wrong on cheese.



"Okay, I tried it... this is *objectively terrible.*" But she laughed anyway. Mira picked the pineapple chunks off and lined them up on the edge of the box like tiny refugees.



"You're not even *trying,*" Juniper said, already on her third slice. Rabbit metabolism. She ate the abandoned pineapple chunks without shame.



"I did try. Half a slice and my mouth said no."



"Your mouth is a coward."



Dad ate his slices of plain pepperoni pizza from the other box he'd quietly ordered for himself, watching them with that warm, amused expression. Bear had crept out of the bedroom to investigate the smell and was stationed hopefully between the couch and the coffee table, nose working.



They ate on the couch with cartoons playing, Juniper's knee warm against Mira's, the sketchbooks set aside with pencil smudges on both their paws. The warmth in her belly wasn't heat for once. Just pizza and laughter and Juniper's elbow bumping hers.



After pizza they went back to the comic. The adventure spanned four pages by the time they were done, the thief and the bard triumphant, their loot piled high, the five-legged dragon recruited as a reluctant ally and given a dual saddle so both girls could ride her. Juniper drew the final panel: the fox and the bunny sitting on the dragon's back, watching the sunset, the bard's tiny lute resting between them.



By nine, Dad was yawning.



"I'm gonna turn in early, girls." He stretched, joints popping. "Don't stay up too late, okay? And keep the volume down."



"We will," Mira promised.



He ruffled her ears on his way past, that familiar gesture that sent warmth through her chest, and headed upstairs. Bear hauled himself up and followed, nails clicking on the stairs, the way he always did at bedtime. Dad's loyal shadow.



"Your dad goes to bed early," Juniper observed.



"He works a lot. Gets tired." Mira listened to his footsteps on the stairs, Bear's heavier ones behind him, the creak of his bedroom door closing.



"He's really nice," Juniper said softly. "He never like... hovers or anything. I mean we were all hanging out, but I mean earlier in your room. My Dad's not home much, but he'll just come in randomly if I have friends over. Mom, too."



"He trusts me."



They waited until they heard the shower start. Then Mira grabbed Juniper's hand and pulled her off the couch.



"Come on." Her tail swished with mischief. "There's a TV in the game room upstairs. End of the hall. Dad never checks it."



They crept up the stairs in their socks, past Dad's closed door where the shower was running, past Mira's room, to the game room at the end of the hall. It was nothing fancy, a couch, a console, a TV mounted on the wall, a shelf of board games and old controllers. The far side of the room was empty, waiting for the pool table Dad was building in the garage. If they had a bigger family, it might have been set up as a bedroom, but Mira loved having her own game room for when Dad was watching boring news channels on the main TV.



She turned on the TV, kept the volume low, and punched in the parental code. 1-2-3-4. Same as the downstairs TV. Dad had set the filters when she was four or five, back when parental controls actually meant something. He'd never bothered removing them. Before she turned 8, she had the code and was practicing to take his knot, and the idea of a TV protecting her innocence was the funniest joke in the house.



The premium channels opened up. Everything the filters had been hiding. Late-night cable. Adult programming. The kind of content that was just starting to air at nine-fifteen on a Saturday.



"Oh my god." Juniper's eyes went wide as the channel guide populated. "Is that... are those..."



"Yeah." Mira settled on one, something with a suggestive title. "Want to watch?"



Juniper bit her lip. Then nodded.



 ——————— 


Not the softcore stuff with strategic camera angles. This was the real thing, an actual porn channel. A wolf "plumber" had shown up to fix a vixen's "pipes," and within three minutes of terrible dialogue, they were naked on her kitchen counter.



"Oh my god," Juniper breathed, eyes huge. "You can see *everything.*"



She wasn't wrong. The camera showed it all, the wolf's cock sliding into the vixen, pulling out glistening, pushing back in. The wet sounds of actual sex barely masked by cheesy music.



"It's still acting," Mira said, though her voice wavered. "The story is fake. But the... the sex part is real. They're really doing it."



"*Really* doing it?" Juniper's ears pressed flat. "Like, that's actually inside her..." It was right on the screen, but she could tell Juni was processing what she was seeing for the first time.



"Yeah." Mira's body was responding whether she wanted it to or not. The heat stirring, the familiar ache building, the warmth of Juniper pressed against her side making it worse. "This is what real sex looks like."



On screen, the wolf was thrusting harder now, the vixen's moans growing louder. Both girls squirmed, but neither looked away.



"Why is he moving like that?"



Mira knew exactly why. Had felt exactly why, more times than she could count. But she played innocent. "I think that's what makes it feel good. The moving part."



"Oh." Juniper processed this. "Like when we touch ourselves? But with someone else?"



"Yeah. But boys have... you know. The thing." Mira gestured vaguely at the screen where the wolf's cock was visible between thrusts. "It goes inside the girl. That's what makes babies."



"I know *that.*" Juniper rolled her eyes. "Health class. But they never showed *this* part."



The scene built to its climax. The wolf groaned, thrust deep, held still. The vixen arched beneath him, making sounds that Mira recognized all too well.



"What's happening now?" Juniper asked. "Why did he stop?"



"That's... when the boy finishes." Mira's face was hot. "Stuff comes out of him. Into her. That's the important part."



"*Stuff?*"



"Like... white stuff. It's called—" Mira flushed as she remembered all her dirty talk with Daddy. "Cum... Or seed. It comes out when boys feel really, really good."



Juniper stared at the screen, where the wolf was now collapsed on top of the vixen, both of them panting. "So boys have stuff come out, and girls just... have the feeling?"



"Yeah. Girls can finish too, I mean we did earlier, that's what the good feeling is, when it gets really intense and then releases. But nothing comes out of us. Or, it's like clear..." She trailed off.



*Usually.* The word snagged. She was thinking about heat now. About how wet she got. About Bear and Daddy taking turns, the way everything churned and blended inside her, thick and thin mixing together until she couldn't tell what was hers and what was theirs. The mess when the cocks pulled out, dripping and frothing, pooling on the blankets, running down her thighs while she lay there full and leaking and wanting more...



"Mira?"



She blinked. Juniper had leaned closer, ears forward, studying her face with that quiet intensity she got when she knew something real was happening beneath the surface.



"Yeah, for us, coming is different than for boys," Mira finished. Her voice had gone thick.



Juniper held her gaze for a moment. Didn't push. Just nodded slowly, like she was absorbing everything quick to think about later.



"Huh." The same matter-of-fact curiosity she brought to everything. "Have you ever... I mean, has a boy ever..."



"No," Mira said quickly. Too quickly. "I've just seen it in movies."



Juniper nodded, accepting this. On screen, a new scene was starting, different characters, same premise, a pizza delivery.



"Have you watched these before?"



"Sometimes. When Dad's asleep." Mira's cheeks burned. "It makes me feel... things."



"Me too." Juniper's voice had gone small. "Right now. Watching this. I feel all... tingly."



They looked at each other. The movie played on, forgotten.



"Do you want to..." Mira gestured vaguely at their pajamas.



Juniper nodded.



They stripped right there on the couch. Pajamas discarded in a heap, naked fur pressing together. Not doing anything yet. Just... touching. Feeling. The movie provided background noise while they explored the sensation of being bare against each other, Mira's bushy tail curling around Juniper's hip, Juniper's long ears brushing Mira's cheek.



"Your fur is so soft," Juniper murmured. "I like how it feels against mine."



"Yours is sleeker. Smoother." Mira ran her paw down Juniper's side. "Different textures."



Mira grabbed the couch pillows and tossed them onto the carpet. "Floor's better for watching." They settled face-down on the pillows, chins propped on their arms, bare tails aimed at the couch behind them, half-watching the movie now. Another scene played out, a fox and a rabbit this time, which made them both giggle nervously at the species parallel. The rabbit on screen was small like Juniper, the fox bigger, and watching them fit together made something flutter in Mira's chest.



"Does it hurt?" Juniper asked softly. "When the boy puts it inside?"



"I don't know," Mira lied. "I think maybe at first? But then it feels good. That's what it looks like, anyway."



"The rabbit looks like she likes it."



"Yeah." Mira's heat hummed beneath her skin. "She does."



And then the door creaked.



 ——————— 


Bear's nose came first.



He pushed through the gap where the door hadn't quite latched, sniffing the air with sudden intensity. The room smelled like aroused girls, that scent he knew so well from Mira, now doubled, layered with something new and unfamiliar.



Mira froze. "Bear—"



But he was already padding toward them, nose working overtime, his whole body swaying with that low Akita excitement. They were laid out face-down, tails up, everything exposed from behind, and Bear went straight for the new scent. His tongue swiped across Juniper's lower back and down, finding the curve where her cotton tail met her spine.



"*AH—*" Juniper jerked, ears going rigid. "What—he's *licking* me!"



"Bear, wait—" Mira twisted around, but he'd already moved lower, his nose pushing between Juniper's thighs from behind, tongue finding the source of that intriguing new scent.



"Oh my *god*—" Juniper squeaked. She didn't pull away—more frozen in surprise than anything. "His tongue—it's so *big*—it's so *wet*—"



"I'm sorry, I didn't know he'd—" Mira grabbed for his collar, but Bear whined and pushed back toward Juniper. And that's when Mira noticed: his cock was emerging from its sheath. Pink and glistening, growing longer by the second.



Juniper had rolled onto her back, but not away. Her legs were still parted, trembling slightly, and her chest was heaving. Bear's nose followed her, still close enough that each warm breath made her twitch.



"Is that..." Juniper's voice trembled. She was looking at Bear's emerging cock now, but her thighs kept pressing together and apart, her body clearly still processing what his tongue had done. "Is that his..."



"Yeah." Mira's heart was pounding. She hadn't expected this, hadn't expected Bear to just *appear* like this, to make the decision for her. But Juniper wasn't screaming, wasn't running. She was staring at Bear's cock with wide eyes, even as a visible shiver ran through her small frame.



"It's so *red.*" Juniper's voice was breathless. Her paw drifted toward her own thigh, unconscious, maybe, or just responding to the lingering tingle. "And it's getting bigger. That's... from licking me?"



Bear's nose dipped back toward her, just for a moment—one quick lick between her legs that made Juniper gasp and clutch the pillow beneath her.



"*Oh—*" Her ears went flat, but she still didn't pull away. "That feels... that's really..."



Bear paused his attention on Juniper, distracted by his own arousal, and by a more familiar scent. His nose swung toward Mira now, and she saw recognition in the way his whole body oriented toward her, locked on. The new girl smelled interesting, but *this* one... this one he knew.



His cock continued to grow, four inches, five, the tapered tip dripping precum onto the carpet as he moved closer to Mira. Her back arched, pressing her hips up in anticipation and flipping her tail over her back. Her legs instinctively parting as he approached, body responding before her mind could catch up.



"He does this sometimes," Mira heard herself say, voice shaky. "When he smells... when girls smell like we do right now."



Juniper watched from a few feet away on the carpet, still trembling slightly from Bear's earlier attention. Her eyes moved between the dog's swelling cock and the way Mira's body was orienting toward him. "Mira... your ears are all red... I can even see it through your cheek fur. Are you okay?"



"I'm—" Mira's throat tightened. She'd been playing innocent all night. Pretending the movie was new to her. Pretending she didn't know exactly what "cum" felt like flooding her insides, what it was like to be stretched and filled and knotted until she couldn't think straight. But Bear was here now, nosing at her thigh with familiar insistence, and her body was betraying every lie she'd told.



"Juni, I..." She swallowed hard. "I haven't been totally honest with you. About—about what I know. What I've done."



Juniper's ears tilted forward. "What do you mean?"



"What we shared. That's real. But there's..." Mira's voice cracked. "There's more. Things I didn't tell you. Things that could get me in so much trouble if anyone found out."



Bear whined, more insistent now, and pushed his nose between Mira's thighs from behind. She gasped, her hips pressing up off the carpet, back arching into a curve that lifted her rear toward him. He followed immediately, tongue dragging through her folds, his whole body vibrating with intent.



"*Bear*—" She pushed behind her with her paws weakly at his broad head. But her body was already responding, knees drawing under her, hips pressing back into his muzzle despite herself. Years of conditioning with Daddy. Years of knowing exactly what tongues meant, what came after. Weeks of Bear.



Juniper crawled closer on the carpet, close enough to see everything. Her eyes moved between Bear's insistent nuzzling and Mira's flushed, trembling body, and something was clicking into place.



"Mira," she said slowly. "Have you and Bear... I mean..."



But Bear chose that moment to shift, his tongue dragging deeper, and whatever question Juniper was forming dissolved as she watched Mira's hips press back into his muzzle.



"Juni, this is—" Mira's voice was strained, fighting to form words while Bear's tongue found her slit. "If anyone ever found out about what I... what happens in this house..."



"Hey." Juniper's paw found hers. Squeezed. Held. Her pinky hooked around Mira's the way it had that first night.



"This is bigger than before." Mira finally met her eyes, raw and terrified even as her hips moved against Bear's muzzle. "This is... I could get in *so much trouble,* Juni. Not just embarrassing. *Dangerous.* For me and my family. I need you to understand that before I show you anything else."



Juniper was quiet for a moment. Bear's cock was fully extended now, red tapered flesh pulsing with each heartbeat, the knot at the base just starting to swell, and she looked at it, then at Mira, then back again.



"Then we make a new pact," she said softly. "A deeper one. Whatever you show me tonight, whatever secrets you share... they're mine too now. I'll protect them like they're my own. Okay?"



Mira felt tears prick at her eyes. "You don't even know what—"



"I don't care." Juniper squeezed her hand. "You're my best friend. Show me."



The motion of Bear's cock throbbing drew her eye, grown and *there*... Juniper's paw reached out before she seemed to realize what she was doing.



Her small fingers wrapped around Bear's shaft. Loss of impulse control, maybe, or just the strange gravity of the moment. The movie had shown her what these looked like. But *feeling* it was different. Mira knew how it felt and saw wonder on Juniper's face as she held it. Hot. Hard. Pulsing against her palm. Real in a way the screen couldn't capture.



"*Oh*—" Her eyes went wide. Bear whined, his hips stuttering forward into her grip, and she looked at Mira with sudden uncertainty. "I just—is this okay? I don't know what I'm doing. It's like the movie but it's *real* and I just wanted to know what it felt like—"



"It's okay." Mira's heart was racing, but she kept her voice steady. "You're doing fine. He likes it. See how his tail's wagging?"



"He *likes* it." Juniper looked back at Bear's cock in her hand, processing. "It's so hot. Like, temperature hot. And hard but also... squishy?"



"Nine and a half inches." Mira grinned despite everything. "I measured it once."



"Here—" Mira turned towards them and joined her friend, covering Juniper's hand with her own. "Like this. Up and down. That's what feels good for him."



They stroked him together, Mira's hand over Juniper's, teaching her the pressure and speed that Bear liked. The dog's panting grew heavier, his cock throbbing in their grip, the knot already swelling at the base, the size of a plum and growing, blood filling it with each heartbeat.



"There's stuff coming out," Juniper noticed, looking at the precum dripping from the tip.



"That's pre. It's kind of like our clear stuff, you know when we're slick, but only from his tip. When he comes, there's a *lot* more." Mira hesitated. "Do you want to taste it?"



Juniper's nose twitched. "Taste... his stuff?"



"Just a lick. To see what it's like." Mira leaned down and ran her tongue across the tip, gathering the precum there, swallowing it with practiced ease. "See? It's not bad. Just kind of salty. Not nearly as bad as your anchovy and pineapple pizza."



They both giggled, pressing heads together with a tangle of ears. Paws still wrapped around Bear's throbbing mass. They pulled back, both looking at what they were holding.



Mira watched Juniper's gaze settle on his length. Their fingers rested side by side, almost like holding hands, moving together in slow strokes. Bear's cock dripped steadily between them. Juniper watched with wide eyes. Then, slowly, she leaned forward and let her own tongue dart out—a tiny, tentative lick.



"*Oh*—" She pulled back, nose wrinkling. "That's... weird." But even as she said it, she was leaning forward again, her body answering before her mind caught up. Another lick, bolder this time. Then another. Her blunt rabbit muzzle pressed against the hot flesh, and Bear groaned, a deep sound in his chest.



"It tastes..." Juniper licked again, like she couldn't help herself. "Like nothing I've ever tasted. Kind of like not showering, but not dirty yet... Strong. But I keep wanting to..."



"That's his taste." Mira leaned in, her own tongue finding the shaft, licking alongside Juniper. Fox tongue and rabbit tongue working together from different angles. "Share him with me," she heard herself whisper, face flushed. "If you want to..."



"*Sharing.*" Juniper breathed the word like a revelation, everything clicking into place. Her tongue found the tip at the same moment Mira's did, and they kissed around his cock; lips meeting with his flesh between them, tongues sliding against each other and him at the same time.



Bear's whole body shuddered.



"He likes that," Mira gasped. "When we do it together—he *really* likes that."



They kept going. Mira guiding, Juniper following. When Mira opened her mouth and took the tip inside, Juniper watched intently, then tried to copy the motion. Her jaw stretched around Bear's girth, awkward at first but learning.



"Use your tongue while you suck," Mira coached. "He likes that. Be careful with your front teeth, your lips... Try to shield him."



Juniper tried, her movements clumsy but eager. Bear's panting grew louder, his hips making small involuntary thrusts. His knot was swelling larger with each passing moment.



"He's getting close," Mira said. "See that big part at the bottom? That's his knot. It's swelling up."



Juniper pulled off with a wet sound, staring at the knot, now swollen past a softball, veins pulsing visibly beneath the tight skin, still thickening toward the full grapefruit girth Mira knew it would reach. "What's it *for?*" Her voice came out small. She couldn't stop looking at it.



"So, his knot is—" Mira's face was burning. "Well, when he finishes, it swells up even more. Goes inside and locks *us* together."



"*Inside? You?*" Juniper's voice dropped to a whisper. Her eyes flicked to Bear, the family dog, the pet she'd known for years, who she'd seen sleeping at Mira's feet and begging for treats at dinner, and her ears pressed flat, nose twitching. "That's... I mean, he's a *dog.* Anthros aren't supposed to..."



"I know." Mira couldn't meet her eyes. "I know we're not supposed to."



But Juniper wasn't pulling away. Her gaze kept returning to Bear's cock, to the swollen knot, to the precum dripping steadily onto the carpet. Her nose twitched, taking in the musk of him.



"It's wrong," Juniper said quietly. But her voice didn't sound disgusted. It sounded... curious. Conflicted. "Isn't it?"



"Yeah." Mira swallowed. "But it feels..."



"Good?"



"*So* good, Juni. Better than anything."



Juniper was quiet for a long moment. Still staring at the knot. She couldn't seem to look away; her ears had gone pink at the tips, a flush creeping up through the pale fur.



"That whole thing," Juniper whispered. "The knot... inside." Juniper looked Mira up and down, much smaller than Bear. In awe, "*how?* It's so big."



Mira couldn't lie. Not with her body trembling like this, not with the heat screaming through her veins. "Slowly," she whispered. "*Carefully.*"



Juniper's ears went rigid. Not disgust. Not exactly. More like recognition. Mira watched the flush deepen in her friend's ears, watched her thighs press together. Her breathing had gone shallow. Her nose was working, scent-checking the air without meaning to.



"It's wrong," Juniper said again, kind of wistful. Her eyes never left Bear.



"Yeah." Mira's voice was soft, honest. She held Juniper's gaze. "I won't tell if you don't."



Juniper's paw drifted to her own thigh. Pressed there. She made a small confused sound, like she'd just noticed something about herself she didn't understand. A gasp and a whimper as if a door opened inside of her.



"I feel..." She swallowed. "Warm, *wiggly.*" Her voice shrank to nothing. "This is *wrong* and I'm still..." She was touching herself.



"It's okay." Mira moved closer, slowly. "Bodies do that sometimes. React to things before our brains catch up. But you don't have to keep going, we can stop."



"*I'm* okay. *We're* okay. Just... it's a *dog.*" Juniper's eyes were still locked on Bear. On the knot. On the precum dripping. "And you've let him... *inside* you. All the way inside."



"Yeah."



"He's..." She couldn't finish the sentence, Bear's cock was twitching and Juniper grasped it and licked again. But her flush deepened, spreading down her neck now, visible even through her grey and cream fur.



"Here," Mira finished for her. "Grasp the base of the knot while you do that, it feels good for him, like he's inside for real while you taste him."



Juniper shivered. Actually shivered, a full-body tremor that ran through her even as her paw kept working Bear's knot, her tongue still tracing the tip. She was past hesitation. Her body had already decided. Mira recognized the look. She'd worn it herself, the first time with Bear, face down on the bathroom floor.



"What's it feel like?" Juniper asked, her mouth still close enough that her breath ghosted across his shaft. "When he's... inside."



"Like being filled all the way up. Like your whole body is connected to his." Mira's voice steadied, sensing the shift. "When he finishes inside you, you can feel every pulse, every bit of warmth flooding in. It's the best feeling I've ever had."



Bear whined, nudging at Mira's hip. He could smell how ready she was. How much she needed this.



Mira could feel Juniper's eyes on her, on the way her hips tilted toward Bear, the way her tail was already lifting without permission. Juniper's paw had slipped from Bear's cock to her own thigh, pressing between her legs, the flush spreading down her neck.



"Show me," she breathed. The words came out before she could stop them. "I need to see."



Mira positioned herself on all fours, her tail lifting high, presenting herself. Bear knew this invitation and he mounted immediately, his front legs wrapping around her waist, his hips already searching.



"*Oh god*—" Juniper was right there, watching from inches away. "I can see—he's going to—"



Bear's hips stuttered in short, rapid jabs, his tapered tip bumping and sliding, hunting for the angle. Each little thrust nudged closer until the tip caught and sank in, and his rhythm locked, deepening with every stroke as he worked himself further inside.



Mira yipped, her claws digging into the carpet. "*Yes*—he's in—"



"I can see it." Juniper's voice was awed, trembling. Her face was close enough that Mira could feel her breath on her hip. "You're connected... every time he pushes he's getting deeper."



Bear's pace intensified, the seeking jabs becoming full animal strokes that made Mira's whole body rock. His cock pistoned in and out, glistening with her slick, the wet sounds of their coupling filling the room.



"It's so *fast,*" Juniper breathed. "He's just—he's *using* you—"



"He's *fucking* me," Mira gasped. "And I love it—I need it—*ah*—his knot—"



The knot was battering against her entrance with each thrust, swelling larger, demanding entry. Bear's whines grew higher, more desperate. He was close—so close—



"It's going to go in," Juniper realized, watching the knot press against Mira's stretched rim. "It's too big—how can it—"



"*WATCH—*"



Bear slammed forward one final time, and his knot stretched her wide, pressure building to inevitability, then sank inside all at once as she gave way.



Mira *howled*—pleasure and pressure and the perfect fullness she craved. Her pussy clamped down around the intrusion, locking them together, and she felt Bear begin to pulse.



Juniper gasped. "I can see it—his whole body is shaking—"



"*Filling me—*" Mira's voice was wrecked. She could feel each spurt of hot cum flooding her insides, could feel the knot throbbing against her G-spot with every pulse. "*So much—he always comes so much—*"



Juniper's hand found Mira's hip, steadying her. "You're shaking. Are you—?"



"*Coming*—" Mira gasped as her own orgasm crashed through her. Her pussy seized around Bear's knot, milking him, and she heard him whine at the sensation. "*Coming on his knot—oh god—*"



They stayed locked together. Mira trembling through wave after wave of pleasure, Bear continuing to pump his seed into her, Juniper watching every moment with bright blue, fascinated eyes.



"This is what it's like," Juniper whispered. "Being bred? Mated? It's so much."



"Yeah. This is what it's like with Bear," Mira panted when she could finally speak. Her pussy was still clenching around the knot in helpless aftershocks. "It's... intense. Primal. He just *takes* what he needs."



Juniper gasped. "You need it too?"



"*Yes.*" There was no point pretending otherwise. "I need this. Especially during heat. My body *craves* it. It's why I'm always so antsy in class lately, I can't help it, I feel wiggly the past couple weeks."



Bear shifted behind her, and his knot tugged at her entrance, still too swollen to slip free, the tie holding them locked together. Mira whimpered at the sensation.



"How long will you be stuck?" Juniper asked.



"Twenty minutes, maybe. His knot has to go down first after he's done."



"After he's done? He isn't moving."



"You can't see, but every heartbeat he's—I mean—inside me there's..." She gasped, pressed into him further, wiggled her hips and clamped down around him as another hot jet of dog cum splashed inside of her. "He's cumming the whole time, filling me with warmth. I feel it all."



Juniper settled on the floor beside them, her hand still on Mira's hip. Her own thighs were glistening; she'd gotten wet again watching.



"Can I..." Juniper's voice was small, curious. "Can I see where you're connected? Like, up close?"



Mira's heart fluttered. "Yeah. I *need* you to. Share this with me. Here—"



She shifted carefully, still locked to Bear, turning so Juniper could see where his swollen knot stretched her entrance. The base of his cock disappeared into her body, the fur around it matted with their combined fluids.



"*Oh.*" Juniper leaned closer, fascinated. Her breath was warm against Mira's thigh. "It's so big inside you. I can see your body gripping it."



"It pulses," Mira breathed. "Every time he throbs, I feel it."



As if on cue, Bear's knot swelled slightly, and Mira whimpered. Juniper's eyes went wide.



"I saw that. It moved."



"He's still... still finishing. It takes a while." Mira's voice was shaky. "Sometimes I come again just from the knot pulsing. I can squeeze him and he fills me a little more when I do..." She wiggled her hips and clenched again, she felt another thick rope of cum splash inside mixing with the rest. "See?"



"I see, *god.* I—" Juniper's gaze stayed fixed on the junction of their bodies. Her tongue darted out, wetting her lips, a nervous habit. "Earlier, when we were licking him together..."



"Yeah?"



"Could I... I mean, would it be weird if I..." She trailed off, ears pink.



Mira understood. "You want to lick us? While we're tied?"



Juniper nodded, face burning.



Mira's ears went soft. She reached out, cupped Juniper's cheek, and drew her in for a kiss, soft and slow, the taste of Bear still on both their tongues.



"You can do whatever you want," Mira whispered against her lips. "We're sharing everything now, remember?"



Juniper kissed her back, more confident than before, learning quickly. Then she pulled away and repositioned herself, lying on the carpet so her face was level with where Mira and Bear were joined.



Her first lick was tentative, a curious swipe along the stretched rim, tasting the mixture of Mira's slick and Bear's precum that had leaked around the seal. Mira gasped, her whole body jerking.



"*Oh—*"



"Did that hurt?"



"No—*god no*—keep going—"



Juniper licked again, bolder. Her blunt rabbit muzzle pressed against the swollen flesh, tongue working along the edge of the knot, finding the sensitive spots where Mira was stretched thinnest. Each stroke sent sparks through Mira's oversensitive body.



"You taste different here," Juniper murmured between licks. "Like both of you mixed together."



Bear whined, shifting, and his knot tugged at Mira's entrance. The movement combined with Juniper's tongue pushed her over the edge without warning.



"*Coming—*" Mira gasped, her pussy clenching hard around Bear's knot. The pressure made him pulse in response, and suddenly there was *too much*—her body squeezed against his swollen flesh, and cum that had been sealed inside her spurted out around the edges of the knot.



Right onto Juniper's face.



"*AH—*" Juniper pulled back, sputtering, her grey fur suddenly streaked with thick white fluid. It dripped from her whiskers, clung to her cheek, matted the fur around her muzzle.



For a moment they both froze.



*Oh no. Oh no no no.* Mira's ears pinned flat. *That's Bear's cum, that's actual dog cum on her face, did it get in her eye, is she going to scream, is she—*



Juniper blinked. Wiped her brow with the back of her paw, held it up, and watched the thick white strand drip slowly off her pawpad. Her ears twitched once. Twice.



Then she giggled. A real giggle, surprised and bright, and the sound broke something open in Mira's chest.



"*Ew,*" Juniper whispered. Her tongue darted out, caught a drop from her lip. Her ears went pink. "...okay, I... like it? It's *salty* like anchovies!"



Breath she didn't know she was holding burst out as laughter. Helpless, giddy giggles that made her whole body shake (which made Bear whine as her pussy clenched around him again).



"Oh my god—Juni—your *face*—"



Juniper blinked, cum dripping from her eyebrow. "It's in my *fur.*" She wiped at her cheek, which only spread it further. "It's so *sticky.*"



"I'm sorry—I didn't know that would—" Mira was laughing so hard she could barely breathe.



"Don't *laugh* at me!" But Juniper was grinning now too, ears twitching with suppressed giggles. "This is *your* fault—you and your big dumb dog—"



"*My* big dumb dog?" Mira wheezed.



"He's *your* pet!" Juniper licked her lips experimentally, tasting what had landed there a second time. Her nose wrinkled, but she sucked more off her fingers anyway. "Okay, that's... yeah really salty, I could get used to it."



"That's his actual cum. Mixed with mine, probably."



"Great. Now I'm all sticky with dog stuff." Juniper laughed, finally giving in to the absurdity of it all. "This is *so weird.* This whole night is so weird."



Juniper looked at her, really looked, cum still dripping down her face, eyes bright with something that wasn't quite innocent anymore. Her tongue darted out. Caught a drop on her lip.



"Weird suits us," she said softly. They held hands, Mira resting her chest on the pillows under her, ass still in the air while waiting on the tie. Bear didn't turn, wasn't much room behind them with the couch, so he stood panting above her.



Bear's knot finally began to soften. Mira felt him slip free with a wet sound, followed by a gush of fluid that soaked into the carpet beneath her.



"We should..." Mira sat up carefully, wincing at the sensitivity. "We should put him in his kennel. Before Dad wakes up."



"Is your dad going to be mad?"



"He won't know. Bear sleeps in his kennel sometimes when Dad's in bed early." Mira stood on shaky legs, grabbing Bear's collar. "Come on, boy. Bed."



Bear followed her obediently, body loose and warm, leaning against her leg as they walked down the hall and downstairs. Satisfied. Mira led him to the kennel in the corner of the living room, guided him inside, and latched the door quietly. Then padded back upstairs.



When she turned back into the game room, Juniper was standing in the middle of the room, naked, cum-streaked, looking like a beautiful mess.



"I should probably... clean up," Juniper said, gesturing at her face. "Do you have a towel?"



"Bathroom's down the hall. But if you take a shower, it might wake Dad."



"I don't want to wake him." Juniper bit her lip. "I don't want this night to end yet."



Mira grabbed a hand towel from the hall closet and brought it to her. She wiped Juniper's face carefully, gentle strokes through matted fur, cleaning the cum away as best she could. The rabbit's grey fur stayed a bit sticky, a bit darker where the fluid had soaked in, but most of it came off.



"There," Mira said softly. "Better."



Juniper caught her wrist before she could pull away. "Mira... how long have you been doing this? With Bear?"



"A while." Mira didn't want to say exactly. "Since just before my heat started."



"And he just... learned? To do that with you?"



"Sort of. Dogs want to mate; it's instinct for them. Once I figured out how to position myself, he just... knew." She paused. "The first time was kind of an accident, actually. After a shower, licking and then more."



They pulled the couch cushions onto the floor, built a little nest with the throw blanket, and settled in, talking in whispers. Juniper had a hundred questions, *Does it always feel that good? Does the knot hurt going in? How much does he come? How long does the tie last?,* and Mira answered them all, watching her friend process this strange new world she'd stepped into.



"I can't believe you've been doing this," Juniper said eventually. "Like, all this time. Just... living your life. Going to school. And then coming home to *this.* Nobody knows?"



"Nobody knew. Until you. It's been *lonely.*" Mira squeezed her hand.



Juniper squeezed back. "You're not alone anymore." Was quiet for a moment. "Mira... I want to try."



Mira's heart stuttered. "The... the inside part?"



"Yeah." Juniper's voice was small but certain. "I want to feel what you feel. The being full part. The knot."



"Juni..." Mira chose her words carefully. "It's not like fingers. It takes time. Preparation. Stretching. Bear's not small, and you've never had anything bigger than a finger inside you. If we tried it now, he could really hurt you."



Juniper's ears drooped. "Oh."



"It's not a no. It's a 'not yet.'" Mira turned to face her fully. "When I started, I had to work up to it. Fingers first, then... then bigger things. My body had to learn how to open up that much." She didn't mention that Dad had been the one to teach her. That secret was too far. "If you want to try with Bear, we need to get you ready first. So it feels good instead of hurting."



"How long does that take?"



"I don't know. It depends. A few visits, maybe?" Mira remembered her own body, how Dad had been stretching her for years, fingers first, then more, getting her ready without her even knowing what for. When Bear finally mounted her, it had still been overwhelming. But she'd been able to take him. "We'd have to go slow. Practice when you come over."



Juniper processed this. "Practice... stretching?"



"Yeah. Fingers first, one, then two. Then we see how your body responds." Mira's face was warm. "I can help. Show you what worked for me."



"And then... Bear?"



"Eventually. When you're ready." Mira met her eyes. "But Juni, you have to be sure. Really sure. Because once you start, you can't un-know what it feels like. And you might want it all the time, like I do. It's hard to go back."



Juniper was quiet for a long moment. When she spoke, her voice was steady.



"I want to know. Even if I can't go back." She reached out, found Mira's paw under the blanket, intertwined their fingers. "Please."



Mira squeezed her hand. "Okay. Next time. We'll start next time."



Outside, the night had grown late. Dad was asleep in his room, or pretending to be, giving them space. Bear snored softly in his kennel.



Monday, she'd have to be careful again. But tonight, she had a friend who knew her biggest secret and still wanted more.



They fell asleep sometime after two, tangled together in their cushion nest, Juniper's head on her shoulder and their tails, one bushy and one cotton-puff, pressed close beneath the throw blanket.



 ——————— 


Sunlight woke them.



Mira blinked against the brightness streaming through the curtains, momentarily confused. Then she felt Juniper's warmth against her side, felt the slight stickiness where their fur had pressed together all night, and everything came flooding back.



"Mmph." Juniper stirred, her long ears twitching. "What time..."



"Morning." Mira's voice was rough with sleep. "We should probably get up before Dad finds us in here."



But it was already too late. She heard footsteps in the hall, smelled coffee. He'd already been downstairs. Bear's claws clicked on the hardwood behind him.



"Oh no." Juniper looked at Mira with mounting horror. "I have *stuff* on my face." Juniper's voice pitched higher.



"You look fine," Mira lied. "If he asks, just say you spilled milk on your face from the cereal we *definitely* ate as a midnight snack." She whispered quickly.



"Girls?" Dad's voice from the doorway, carefully neutral. "You decent under there?"



Mira pulled the blanket higher, making sure they were covered. "Yeah."



He leaned against the game room doorframe, already dressed, coffee mug in hand, expression perfectly calm. His eyes swept over them once: two girls nested in couch cushions on the floor, the faint musk of last night still hanging in the air, Bear nosing past his legs into the room.



"Pancakes in twenty," he said, wrinkled his nose playfully. "You might want to shower first. Guest bathroom's all yours."



He didn't ask questions. Didn't comment on the suspicious stains on the game room carpet, or the way Juniper's grey fur was matted in places that had nothing to do with sleep. Just gave Mira a small nod—*I trust you.*



Even without any pressure, Juniper burst out. "Uh, I spilled milk!" Then stuffed her head under the blanket, bunny ears still poking out.



"Okay, see you downstairs! You best shower, you don't want to curdle." Dad laughed. Then headed back downstairs to the kitchen. His footsteps faded.



Mira burst out laughing. "He wasn't even asking!"



Juniper popped out from under the covers and gave the most pained eye roll of her life. "*Stupid.* *Stupid.*" She pressed her paws against her forehead and rubbed.



"Don't worry." Mira held Juniper's wrists, pulling her paws down gently, and gave her a quick kiss. "You're okay."



Juniper touched her cheek, felt the crustiness there. Her ears went bright pink.



Juniper stared at her. "That was... it was a terrible excuse."



"Dad's really understanding." Mira sat up carefully, the blanket pooling around her waist. She could see the damage more clearly in the morning light. Juniper's face fur was stiff in patches, darkened where it had dried overnight. "He won't ask again anyway. I promise."



She stood, offered her hand. "Come on. I'll help you get it out."



 ——————— 


The guest bathroom was small but warm, steam filling the space as Mira adjusted the water temperature. They stood naked together in the tight confines, less charged than last night, more practical, but still intimate in its own way.



"Here." Mira guided Juniper under the spray, watched the water darken her grey fur to charcoal. "Let me get the worst of it."



She worked her fingers through Juniper's face fur, loosening the dried residue, watching it rinse away in milky rivulets. Juniper stood still, eyes closed, letting herself be tended to.



"This is nice," the rabbit said quietly. "Being taken care of."



"Yeah." Mira found another matted patch near Juniper's ear, worked it free. "I know what you mean."



They took turns under the water, washing each other's backs, helping with the hard-to-reach places. Just tenderness in a way that felt like its own kind of intimacy. When Mira's fingers traced down Juniper's spine, the rabbit shivered but didn't pull away.



"Last night was..." Juniper trailed off, searching for words.



"A lot?"



"Yeah. But good." She turned to face Mira, water streaming down her blunt muzzle. Her eyes held something new. Not quite hunger, but close. "I want to come back. Soon."



Juniper's paw found Mira's under the water, squeezed.



Mira squeezed back. "Soon."



They finished washing, dried each other with the big fluffy towels Dad kept stocked for guests, took turns with both blowdryer and brush, and got dressed in clean clothes from Juniper's overnight bag. By the time they padded into the kitchen, fur mostly dry, the smell of pancakes filled the house.



 ——————— 


Breakfast was easy.



Dad was at the griddle when they came downstairs, fresh and damp from the shower. He glanced over his shoulder, took in their still-pink ears, and smiled.



"You two wore more of your cereal than you ate last night, but are you hungry for pancakes?"



Juniper made a sound like a deflating balloon. Mira elbowed her before she could blurt another cover story. "Super hungry!" She said brightly, dragging Juniper to the table.



He'd made his famous animal shaped blueberry pancakes, the ones Mira loved, the ones he made for special occasions. Bear lay under the table, occasionally nosing at their feet, ears perking whenever anyone dropped a crumb.



"Sleep okay?" Dad asked, perfectly casual as he slid another pancake onto Juniper's plate. Her third. The rabbit had demolished the first two before Mira finished one.



"Yeah." Juniper's ears twitched, nervous, but holding steady. "Your game room couch is really comfortable. We kinda disassembled it into a bed."



"Yeah, it's perfect for games and movies." Dad's eyes met Mira's across the table. A silent conversation passing between them: *Everything okay?* / *Everything's fine.* / *She knows about Bear?* / *Just Bear. Not you.* "You girls have fun?"



"We watched movies," Mira said. "The late-night ones."



"Ah." Dad's mouth twitched. "The educational kind?"



Juniper nearly choked on her orange juice. Mira felt heat flood her cheeks.



"*Dad.*"



"Just asking." But he was smiling now, that warm Dad-smile that made everything feel safe. "More syrup?"



They finished breakfast with easier conversation, school, Juniper's art projects, the book Mira was supposed to be reading for class. Normal things. Safe things. The secrets they carried stayed buried beneath the surface, visible only in the occasional shared glance, the way their knees touched under the table.



Bear padded over at one point, resting his head on Juniper's thigh. She tensed for just a moment, remembering last night, his tongue, his cock, the way he'd filled Mira while she watched. Then relaxed, scratching behind his ears the way any kid would pet a family dog.



"He likes you," Dad observed.



"He's sweet." Juniper's voice was steady, but Mira caught the slight flush creeping up her ears. "Really friendly."



"He's something, alright." Dad stood, gathering plates. "Your mom's picking you up at eleven, right?"



"Yeah. She texted earlier."



"Better get your stuff together, then."



 ——————— 


They packed Juniper's bag in Mira's room, taking longer than necessary, neither wanting the visit to end.



"When can I come back?" Juniper asked, stuffing her sleep shirt into the backpack.



"I'll ask Dad. Maybe next weekend? Or the one after?"



"The sooner the better." Juniper paused, looked at her. "I meant what I said. About wanting to learn. About being ready."



"I know." Mira pulled her into a hug, proper this time, not the careful half-hugs they did at school. Chest to chest, arms wrapped tight, Juniper's long ears brushing her cheek. They kissed, deep, tongues rolling together. Pulling back Mira locked eyes, bright blue, dreamy. *She is so cute. I'm so lucky.* "We'll figure it out together."



Juniper held out her pinky. Mira hooked it without a word. Then kissed her forehead.



The doorbell rang. Juniper's mom, right on time.



They separated reluctantly, grabbed the backpack, headed downstairs. Dad was already at the door, making small talk with Mrs. Ashford about the weather, about how well the girls got along, about maybe arranging another sleepover soon.



"Anytime," Dad was saying as they reached the bottom of the stairs. "Mira loves having Juniper over. They're good for each other."



Mrs. Ashford smiled, oblivious to everything beneath the surface. "Juniper talks about Mira constantly. I'm so glad they're such good friends."



*Friends.* The word felt different now. Heavier. More.



"Bye, Mr. Blackthorn." Juniper gave a little wave. "Thanks for the rabbit pancakes."



"Anytime, kiddo."



Mira walked her to the car, stood on the driveway as Juniper climbed into the backseat. Through the window, the rabbit pressed her palm against the glass, a gesture just for her.



*Next time,* that gesture said. *I'll be ready.*



Mira pressed her own palm to match, held it there until the car pulled away.



Then she went back inside.



Dad was in the kitchen doorway, dish towel over his shoulder, his ears level and still, steady, neutral, just *there.* Bear sat at his feet, still and watchful, leaning into his leg.



"Bear, huh?" Dad said quietly.



Mira met his eyes. "Just Bear." She crossed the room, wrapped her arms around his waist, pressed her face into his chest. "I love you, Daddy."



His hand found the back of her head, stroked through her fur. "I love you too, cub." A pause. "She's a good friend."



"The best."



They stood there for a moment, father and daughter, holding each other in the morning light, Bear nosing at their legs.



Mira smiled to herself. Ears flopping and tail gently swaying. *Juni.*



 ——————— 

Lemonade

* Chapter 6: Lemonade *


Week Three (continued)


Monday


School was different after that.



Not obviously different. Mira still sat in the same seat, still took the same notes, still ate lunch with her friends. But there was a new current running beneath the surface. *Juni.* She sat next to her in homeroom, one desk over, close enough that their elbows could brush if either of them leaned. Something live and electric hummed between them whenever their eyes met.



*Electricity, beautiful blue eyes, sacred pact.*



First period, Juniper's foot found hers under the desk. Not the usual press. A slow drag, the pad of her rabbit paw tracing up Mira's ankle, deliberate and unhurried. Mira's pen skipped across her notes. She didn't look over. Didn't need to. She could feel Juniper's grin from here.



A different hum found her during second period. One short pulse, low enough to be silent, strong enough to make her grip her desk. The keeper's stem ground against the vibrator's bulb, and the pressure reached places neither device hit alone. She exhaled through her nose and stared at her textbook until the letters stopped swimming.



Ten seconds. Then it stopped. No text followed. Just Dad, at his desk with his coffee, checking in.



By lunch, Mira's whole body was vibrating even without being buzzed by Dad. Every incidental touch in the hallway landed like a brand. Juniper brushing past her at the lockers, fingers trailing across her hip. Juniper's shoulder against hers in the cafeteria line, warm through two layers of fabric. Juniper's paw finding hers under the table and squeezing, quick, gone before anyone noticed.



Except Sage noticed.



"You two have been weird lately." The coyote's ears twitched, her grey eyes flicking between them. "Like, *giggly* weird. What's going on?"



"Nothing," they said in unison, then looked at each other and burst out laughing.



Sage rolled her eyes. "See? Weird."



But she let it drop, distracted by Theo's latest book recommendation and her ongoing campaign to steal his new holographic bookmark, and the moment passed.



After school, Mira walked to the bus with Juniper's scent still on her paw from the squeeze under the table. She held it to her snout and breathed in. Fox nose holding rabbit warmth all the way home, where Bear met her at the door and pressed close and she sat on the hallway floor holding him, smelling both of them on her fur and wanting everything.



 ——————— 


Thursday


They found the bench behind the gym.



Nobody used it. The concrete was cracked, the backrest tagged with someone's initials from years ago, weeds growing through the seams. It faced the equipment shed and a stretch of chain-link fence, the kind of view that discouraged lingering. Perfect for them.



Juniper sat with her back against the brick wall, long ears angled to track the corridor. Mira beside her, close enough that their thighs touched.



"I've been practicing," Juniper whispered. Cheeks flushed, ears bright pink. "At home. With my fingers. Like you showed me."



Mira's breath caught. "Yeah?"



"It's getting easier. I can do two now." Juniper's paws were in her lap, twisting the hem of her shirt. "I think about you when I do it. About Bear. About... next time."



The words sent heat straight through Mira's core. She pressed her thighs together. She was already wet. She was *always* wet lately, the heat making everything more intense, but this was different. This was want mixed with anticipation mixed with pride. Juniper, alone in her room at night, fingers inside herself, thinking of what they'd shared.



"You're doing good," she managed. "That's... that's exactly what you should be doing."



Juniper looked at her sideways. "Is it weird that I think about Bear? Like, specifically?"



"No." Mira's voice dropped. "I think about him too. When I'm at school. When I can't have him."



Something passed between them. The shared hunger of two girls carrying the same secret, the same want.



Mira pivoted. "We should plan something for the weekend. Want me to ask Dad if you can come over?"



"Actually, why not come to mine this Saturday." Juniper twisted a long ear between her fingers. "You keep saying you will. Mom's working until five. We'd have the house to ourselves."



Dad had said the same thing: that it looked more normal if Mira went to Juniper's sometimes. *The way friendships are supposed to look.*



"Yeah," Mira said. "Saturday. I'll be there. I'm excited to see your place."



They sat there a moment longer. Close enough to touch. Close enough to kiss if they dared. The equipment shed hummed with something mechanical. A bird called from the chain-link.



The bell rang. The moment shattered. They separated, back to being normal kids, normal friends, hiding everything that mattered beneath the surface.



But Mira carried the conversation with her for the rest of the day. Juniper, practicing. Juniper, thinking about her. Juniper, getting ready.



*Going to see her home.*



The heat pulsed through her veins, hungrier than ever.



 ——————— 


Week Four: Tender Hours


Saturday afternoon, Mira went to Juniper's. She gave her Dad a quick kiss. He smiled and waved as she hopped out of his truck and rang the doorbell.



Juniper opened the door and gave her a big hug, pulling her into the home.



The Ashford house sat at the end of a cul-de-sac, smaller than Mira's, with herb boxes on the porch and wind chimes that clinked in the breeze. Inside smelled like dried rosemary and old library books, every surface covered in half-finished projects: puzzles, stacked paperbacks, Juniper's paint supplies colonizing the kitchen table.



Juniper gave her the tour in her own bunny way. She was fast, bouncing between rooms, narrating everything. "Kitchen, obviously. Mom's tea collection is insane, she has like forty kinds. Don't touch the blue tin, it's her fancy one." Through the living room: "That's Dad's chair, he's never here but nobody sits in it." Up the stairs, Juniper's hand in hers, pulling. "Bathroom, Lily's room, she'll kill you if you go in, Rose's room, she won't care, and—"



She pushed open the last door. "Mine." Juniper's paw on hers, fox chasing bunny, Mira couldn't help but grin with her tail flowing behind her.



Juniper's room was lavender walls and organized chaos. Drawings pinned everywhere, some finished, most not, the progression of skill visible if you traced them from door to window. A bookshelf stuffed past capacity, paperbacks wedged sideways on top of upright ones. Paint supplies in mason jars on the desk, brushes sorted by size, the one orderly system in the room. The bed was small, covered in stuffed animals, and the window looked out on the backyard where Mira could see the maple tree Juni had drawn.



It felt strange being here. Away from home, away from Dad, away from Bear, away from the relief her body had grown dependent on. Juniper's house was quieter than the Blackthorn house, emptier, the particular hush of a home where people came and went without overlapping much. But Dad had encouraged it. "You need normal things too, cub. Go be a kid for an afternoon."



Juniper was already pulling controllers out of a drawer. "You play?"



"A little."



"Liar. Mira, you have a whole game room."



"Okay, a lot."



They settled on the floor with their backs against the bed, shoulders touching. Some racing game Juniper was terrible at; she kept driving off cliffs, laughing every time, and Mira found herself laughing too despite the heat simmering under her skin. The ache between her legs was persistent, constant, the heat's background hum, but with a controller in her hands and Juniper's elbow bumping hers on every sharp turn, it was manageable. Almost quiet.



"Your claws are getting long," Juniper observed during a loading screen, taking Mira's paw in hers. "Don't you file them?"



"Dad usually does it." Mira wiggled her fingers, trying not to think about how Dad's touch usually led to other things. Pulsing heat hit her anyway. "I always forget."



"I can do it." Juniper was already digging through her desk, producing a small nail file with cartoon bunnies on the handle. "Hold still."



She watched Juniper's careful attention, the gentle rasp of the file against each claw, the way she held Mira's paw like it was precious. They'd done far more explicit things together, but this was something else. Domestic. *Girlfriend* things, Mira thought, and the word made her ears flush and her tail curl.



"There." Juniper inspected her work. "Now you do mine."



They traded places. Rabbit claws were different, blunter and faster-growing, but Mira figured it out, matching Juniper's careful patience. When she finished, Juniper flexed her paws and grinned.



"We should do this every time."



"Deal."



The video game was forgotten. They migrated to Juniper's bed, smaller than Mira's, covered in stuffed animals that got pushed aside, sitting cross-legged facing each other.



Mira saw a brush on the nightstand and picked it up. "What's this?" She tossed it by the handle so it spun in the air and she caught it with a flourish. She gave a foxy smile and looked at Juniper sitting across from her. "Want me to?"



Juniper shuffled out of her shirt and lay on the bed face down. Mira started by working through Juniper's grey fur in long, slow strokes.



"That feels really nice," Juniper murmured, eyes half-closed, long ears drooping with contentment.



"You've got a tangle back here." Mira worked at it gently. "Don't you ever brush?"



"Not like this." Juniper's voice was soft. "Nobody brushes me like this. My mom just does it fast, to get it done."



Mira took her time. Found every small knot, every patch where the fur had gotten ruffled the wrong way. Juniper's ears melted into the sheets and her body went boneless under her attention, leaning into the strokes, making small happy sounds that weren't quite words.



When she finished, Juniper turned to face her, eyes bright.



"My turn."



Mira's tail swished as Juniper worked the brush through her thicker fox fur. It took longer, more to work through, more tangles from her restless heat-sleep, but Juniper was patient. Thorough. Her small paws found the spots behind Mira's ears, along her spine, at the base of her tail where the fur was densest.



"You're so soft," Juniper said. "Like, way softer than me."



"Fox thing." Mira's eyes drifted closed, the gentle touch almost enough to soothe the constant wanting. Almost. "Yours is sleeker though. Prettier."



"You think I'm pretty?"



The question hung in the air. Mira opened her eyes. Juniper was watching her, ears angled forward, lower lip caught between her front teeth.



"Yeah," she whispered. "*Really pretty.*"



Juniper held her gaze. The pink in her ears deepened, but she didn't look away. She set the brush down.



A car pulled into the driveway. Tires on gravel, the engine cutting. Juniper's ears swiveled toward the window.



"Mom's home." She checked the clock. Just after five. "She'll be in the kitchen for an hour making tea and complaining about her shift. We're invisible."



She grabbed Mira's paw and pulled her off the bed. "I want to show you something."



She led Mira downstairs, past the kitchen where Mrs. Ashford was already filling the kettle, still in her scrubs. "Going outside, Mom!" "Stay close, be safe!" "Okay!" Juniper ducked into the kitchen while Mira waited in the hall. The suctioning sound of the fridge door opening, the soft clink of a bottle, a pause, another pause. The door closed. Juniper came back, wiping her lips with the back of her paw, cheeks slightly pink, and she grabbed Mira's hand again without explanation.



Through the back door and across the yard. Past the herb garden where the first shoots were pushing through, past the back fence gate, to where the mowed grass gave up and the woods started. An old maple stood at the tree line, its canopy bright with new leaves, that particular spring green that hadn't darkened into summer yet.



"The tree you drew," Mira said. She'd gotten the fork right, the way the trunk split wide enough to sit in. But the drawing was small and the tree was not. It towered at the tree line, lower branches polished from use and careful climbing.



"*My* tree." Juniper was already pulling herself up, grey-brown fur blending with the bark. She climbed the way she did everything she loved. Quick, sure, unselfconscious. "Come on. It's better up high."



Mira followed. Fox claws gripped differently than rabbit paws, more pull and surety, but less experience doing this. Mira was hauling herself up steadily until Juniper caught her wrist and pulled her onto the wide branch where the trunk forked.



From here she could see over the rooftops. The school, the water tower, the hills going gold with afternoon. The wind moved through the canopy and Juniper's long ears swayed with it.



"I've never brought anyone up here," Juniper said.



"Not even Sage?"



"*Especially* not Sage." Her mouth twitched. "'First one to the top wins.'"



Mira laughed. They sat shoulder to shoulder on the wide branch, listening to the leaves. Up here, in her own territory, Juniper looked different. Steady and confident, her eyes caught the light and Mira could only admire her.



"I come up here when things get loud," Juniper said quietly. "When my parents fight. Or school is just... *much.*"



"Yeah." Mira understood *loud.* Her version just came from inside her body.



"I keep thinking about you," Juniper said. "At school. During class. When I'm up here by myself." She picked at a strip of bark. "Even when I should be thinking about something else."



"Me too." Mira's tail flicked against Juniper's ankle on the branch. "I think about you even when I'm with—" She caught herself.



"Bear?" Juniper's voice was knowing.



"Yeah." *And Dad.* "Even then. You're different."



"Am I?"



"You're the best."



Juniper turned to face her. "Under the oak tree at school," she said. "That was really fast..."



*Her eyes are so blue.* Mira was nodding.



The oak tree. Sage swiping Theo's bookmark, the holographic one with the transformation sequence that shifted between three forms when you tilted it, Theo actually dropping from the branch to chase her. Noses bumping, then Juniper's mouth on hers, soft and quick and gone. Mira had replayed it every night since.



"Yeah," she said. "It was."



"And later that night... in your room, before the game room..." Juniper's ears were relaxed, waving in the light breeze. "When we were kissing and touching each other, and you licked your paw and winked at me... kind of bratty, but *hot.*"



Mira's cheeks burned. She remembered. Juniper's finger was curling inside her while their tongues found each other for the first time, the taste of her, the small surprised sound she'd made when Mira kissed her deeper. And then the wink. The strand of Juniper's arousal between her fingers. The way those blue eyes had gone wide.



"Yeah," she breathed. "*That was something.*"



"I want something to remember, though. A real first kiss. Ever since I was little, you know... I was imagining how it might happen, where it should happen." Juniper's gaze drifted across the rooftops, the golden hills, then back. "Who it should happen with." Her ears twitched. "So I brought you here."



*She planned this.* Mira felt herself smile, her eyes watered just a little, *she's making me her first. Choosing this.*



Juniper's paw found her cheek. Not hesitant. *Sure.* She cupped Mira's face like she'd been imagining exactly this, her thumb tracing the sharp line of Mira's cheek tuft.



She leaned in.



Juniper's lips found hers. The slight tremble of a mouth that had rehearsed this.



She tasted like lemonade. Sharp under the sweet, the sensation blazed bright enough to scour everything else from Mira's thoughts and leave only *here.*



*Juni wants -me- to remember this.*



The branch creaked beneath them. Their muzzles didn't match but it didn't matter. Her fox snout long and narrow against Juniper's blunt whiskers, noses bumping, negotiating space, the angle wrong and wrong again until Juniper tilted her head and something gave, and the kiss deepened into the space their different shapes made together.



Mira's tail curled around the rabbit's hip on its own.



The hot puff of Juniper's snout against her cheek. Her friend's blunt front teeth under Mira's tongue. Juniper's own tongue tracing the edge of Mira's canines, careful and curious, the smaller tongue no less sure for being gentle. Push and pull, neither leading, neither following. *The ebb and flow of her.*



*Girlfriends.*



Twenty feet up, wind in their ears, the world reduced to a gold-washed backdrop for *this.*



When they pulled apart, Juniper's ears were flushed.



"Better," she whispered.



"*Way* better."



They stayed in the tree until the light went gold. Juniper's paw in hers, fingers laced against the bark. Every few minutes one of them squeezed and the other squeezed back, and the lemonade stayed on Mira's tongue long after the kissing stopped.



 ——————— 


Later, around 6:30 with Juniper's door carefully locked and her mom safely downstairs watching TV, they lay tangled on the small bed, just being close. Juniper's head on Mira's shoulder, their tails touching, fingers loosely intertwined.



"I've been practicing," Juniper said quietly. "Like we talked about. I know I told you, but... every night."



Mira's breath caught. "Yeah?"



"Three fingers now." Juniper's ears flushed. "It's getting easier. My body's... learning, I guess. Like you said it would."



"That's really good, Juni." Mira squeezed her hand. "Can I... see?" She blushed, "really, I want to touch you again."



Juniper nodded, cheeks darkening. They had to be quiet, so quiet, with her parents just downstairs, but when Mira slipped her paw beneath Juniper's waistband, she found her already wet. Anticipation, trust, want.



One finger slid in easily. Two followed without resistance. And when Mira pressed in a third, Juniper sighed with contentment rather than tension, her body opening, accepting, *learning.*



"You're doing so good," Mira breathed against her ear. "God you're so warm inside."



"It feels good now." Juniper's voice was just as quiet, her hips shifting slightly. "Not scary. Just... full."



Mira worked her slowly, carefully. Stretching, preparing. Patient. When she finally withdrew, Juniper looked at her with bright eyes.



"Am I ready? For Bear?"



"Getting there." Mira kissed her forehead. "Next time I'll bring something to help."



"Something?"



"Toys." Mira's face warmed. "Special ones. For... practicing with something bigger than fingers."



Juniper's ears perked with curiosity, but before she could ask more, footsteps sounded on the stairs. They scrambled apart, straightening clothes, trying to look innocent by the time Mrs. Ashford's voice called through the door:



"Girls? Dinner's almost ready. Mira, are you staying?"



Mira wanted to. God, she wanted to. But the heat was getting harder to ignore. Being away from Dad and Bear for hours had left her wound tight, desperate in ways she couldn't satisfy here.



"I should get home," she called back. "My dad's expecting me."



She texted Dad for a pickup. They waited a few minutes holding hands.



As her dad pulled up to the house Juniper walked her to the door, and they hugged goodbye, longer than necessary, tight enough to feel each other's heartbeats.



"Next time," Juniper whispered. "At your house. With the toys."



"Next time," Mira promised.



 ——————— 


She hopped into the truck, seatbelt forgotten, her whole body humming with anticipation. "Hi Daddy, let's get home!"



He was barely through the front door before she was on him, the relief on her face obvious because he just opened his arms. She crashed into him, pressing close, already reaching for his belt.



"That bad?" he murmured, amused and tender.



"*Hours,* Daddy. I was away for *hours.*"



He didn't make her wait. Right there in the hallway, her back against the wall, he lifted her and slid home.



*Finally.* The stretch of him, the heat, the perfect fullness she'd been aching for all afternoon. Her body clenched around him like it was trying to pull him deeper, keep him there forever—



And she came. Hard and sudden, the orgasm crashing through her before he'd even started to move.



"There you go," he whispered, holding her through it. "Daddy's got you."



But the first one only sharpened the need. She could feel every ridge of him now, every vein pressed hot against her walls, and it wasn't enough; her heat-drunk body demanded *more.*



"Please—" She was already moving, grinding down against him, trying to take him deeper. "Daddy, please, I need—"



"I know." He started to thrust, pinning her harder against the wall, and she sobbed with relief. "I know what you need, baby."



She felt his knot start to swell against her entrance. Nudging, pressing, stretching her wider with each stroke. Her body opened for it eagerly, desperate to be filled, to be *locked*—



"*Yes*—" The word tore out of her as it caught. That perfect lock, the swell grinding right where she needed it. She clenched around him and felt every throb of his pulse, every twitch as he buried himself to the root.



Then he came.



The first hot rush of it flooded through her like a balm, soothing the fever that had been burning under her skin for hours. Her heat-slick walls drank him in greedily, and she shuddered at the relief of it: finally full, finally *his,* the desperate edge smoothed down, warm and heavy and good.



"*Daddy.*" She clung to him while the aftershocks rolled through, face buried in his neck, breathing him in. His knot pulsed inside her, still spilling, and each wave sent another ripple of pleasure through her oversensitive body. "Thank you, thank you—"



"Shh." His hand stroked down her spine. "I've got you. Always."



They stayed like that, locked together against the hallway wall, panting. Then he slid down with her still knotted on his lap, both of them settling on the hallway floor. She nuzzled into his neck, feeling the clench and pulse of the tie, feeling him fill her with each slow spurt.



"Good visit?" he asked against her ear.



"Yeah." She thought of Juniper's paws filing her claws. The brush moving through her fur. That soft kiss before dinner. "Really good."



"I'm glad." His knot softened enough to slip free, and she whimpered at the loss. "Bear's been pacing since you left. He missed you too."



As if summoned, Bear appeared from the living room, whole body wiggling, that curled tail uncurling and flopping side to side as his nose found the hem of her skirt. She laughed and knelt to greet him, letting him sniff and lick and press close—and when his tongue found what Dad had left behind, she didn't stop him. Just sighed and spread her knees a little wider, letting him clean her while Dad watched from the hallway, leaning against the wall with a fond expression.



"Dinner first," Dad said eventually, "or are you going to let him have dessert before the meal?"



"Both," she mumbled, already hazy from Bear's attention. "Both is good."



They ended up on the living room floor. Bear mounting her while Dad made pasta in the kitchen, the domestic sounds of pots and running water mixing with her soft gasps. When Bear's knot locked inside her, he turned the tie, and she stayed ass up on the carpet, tail flipped over her back, cheek pressed to the floor, listening to Dad hum something melodic and low as he cooked. The smell of garlic and tomatoes filled the house. Bear panted behind her, his cum pulsing in slow spurts as her pussy worked his knot. Dad's humming drifted in from the kitchen, *warm,* and her eyes closed.



When Bear's knot finally softened and slipped free, Dad called her to the table. She padded over on wobbly legs, still feeling the pleasant ache of being well-used, and slid into her usual chair. Bear settled at her feet, nose resting on her ankle.



"So." Dad set a bowl of pasta in front of her, steam rising. "Tell me about Juniper."



Mira twirled her fork, suddenly shy. "She's... really nice. Her house smells like herbs and old books." She took a bite, chewed, swallowed. "She brushed my fur. Like, properly. With a real brush."



"Yeah?" Dad sat across from her, his own bowl in hand. "That sounds nice."



"It was." She thought about Juniper's paws working through her tail, the gentle tug against her scalp. "She filed my claws too. Said they were getting too sharp." Mira held up a paw to show him: neat, rounded edges instead of her usual jagged points.



Dad reached across the table and took her paw, examining her claws with genuine interest. "Good job. Much better."



"And she has this tree." Mira twirled pasta, trying to sound casual. "Behind her house, at the edge of the woods. She took me up to the top. You can see the whole town from there." She took a bite, chewed. "She said she's never taken anyone else up there."



"She kissed me," Mira blurted. Then, quieter: "In the tree. Like, a real one."



*The rest stayed folded inside her... Juniper's fingers, the promise between them, the fluttering in her tummy when they touched, laying in her bed with their paws tangled together. Hers to keep. At least for now.*



Dad's face stayed steady, but his ears gave a single soft twitch. "Did you like it?"



"Yeah." She pulled her paw back, suddenly very interested in her pasta. "I want to go back. If that's okay."



Dad was quiet for a moment, but had a warm expression. Not the careful quiet of working something out, just... looking at her. Reading her the way only he could.



"You light up when you talk about her," he said. "Your whole face changes."



Mira's ears burned. "Daddy—"



"I'm serious." His voice was soft, no teasing in it. "You should have that, cub. Someone your own age who makes you feel like that." His ears swiveled forward, fully present. "That's something you deserve to explore. We have each other, always, cub." He reached over and held her paw. Squeezing. Reassuring. "I can't give you what Juni might, and I want you to have it."



The words landed deep and honest. The way he was about the hard things.



"You give me enough," she whispered.



"Of course, love, but..." he met her eyes across the table, and she saw it there. The love that had no clean name, the one that lived in hallways and bedtime and the space between *Daddy* and *Dad.* "She gives you something different."



He ate in comfortable silence for a moment, then: "Oh, I have something for you. Arrived this afternoon."



He got up and disappeared into his office, returning with something flat wrapped in brown paper. Mira set down her fork, ears perking forward.



"Open it," he said, sliding it across the table.



She tore the paper away, and there it was. The otter. Framed in simple black, all those muscles labeled in his neat hand, the fur so detailed you wanted to reach out and touch it. Even more beautiful than it had looked on his screen.



"*Daddy.*" She looked up at him, her throat tight. "You got it printed."



"Told you I would." He was smiling, that soft private smile he saved just for her. "Where do you want it? I can hang it tonight."



"My room." No hesitation. "Above my desk. So I can see it when I wake up."



"Show me where."



She carried it to her room like it was made of glass, Bear padding along behind them. Dad had brought his tools, just a hammer and a nail, nothing fancy. She pointed to the spot on the wall, and he measured with his eyes the way he always did, then tapped the nail in with two clean strokes.



The otter hung perfectly centered. All those muscles. All that detail. Daddy's work hanging in her space.



"It's perfect," she whispered.



Dad's arm came around her shoulders. "Glad you like it."



She turned into him, pressing her face against his chest, and his arms wrapped around her properly. They stood there for a long moment, just breathing together, the otter watching from the wall.



"Thank you," she said. "For—everything. Today."



He kissed the top of her head. "Always."



Later, after Dad took his turn, slow and sweet on her own bed beneath the otter's gaze, they stayed there. Just the two of them, curled together, the labeled muscles glowing faintly in the last of the light. She listened to his heartbeat slow toward sleep.



Somewhere across town, Juniper was probably lying in her own bed, thinking about next time.



The thought made Mira smile as she drifted off.



 ——————— 


Monday


Monday lunch, their usual corner. Sage reached across and took half of Theo's sandwich without asking, biting into it while holding his gaze. Theo reached into his bag and produced a second sandwich, already wrapped, already cut. He set it in front of her.



"You always look hungry," he said. "And your mom packs you granola bars."



Sage stared at him. The stolen half frozen mid-bite. Her ears did something Mira had never seen them do: went completely still.



"I make better sandwiches," Theo added, and opened his book.



Sage ate both halves without another word. Juniper was sketching something in the margin of her notebook, her knee warm against Mira's under the table. Between strokes, she reached into her lunch bag, pulled out a banana, peeled it in one motion, and demolished half of it in a single bite.



Sage stared. "Did you just *unhinge your jaw?*"



"Mm?" Juniper looked up, cheeks packed, the other half already disappearing. She chewed twice, swallowed, and reached for a second banana from her bag.



"You brought *two?*"



"Rabbits need to eat constantly." Juniper peeled the second one with practiced efficiency, her blunt front teeth finding the seam. "We don't digest as well as you guys. In the wild it's different, ferals have a whole system, they eat their own—"



"Please don't finish that sentence," Mira said.



"—pellets." Juniper bit off half the banana without shame.



"That's *disgusting!*" Sage said. "The pellet thing."



"Yeah it's gross, why do you think I'm smashing bananas instead? I'd never." She popped the last bite in her mouth, ears bouncing with satisfaction.



Theo turned a page. "Cecotrophy. The process is called cecotrophy. It's actually nutritionally efficient."



"Theo, I am *begging* you to stop." Sage's ears had gone flat, her tail lashing once behind her.



Sage wiped her snout with the back of her paw, swallowing the final bite of Theo's sandwich, and elbowed him playfully. "Thanks. For the sandwich, coulda skipped the lecture."



"Sooo, pellets aside..." Sage produced a battered deck of cards from her backpack, scattering crumbs off the table with her elbow. "New game. I learned it from my brother. It's called Spite."



"That sounds healthy," Theo said.



"It's *strategic.*" She was already dealing, fast and sloppy, cards landing in uneven piles. "You play in pairs. Me and Theo versus you two."



They played three rounds while they ate.



First round, Sage laid down a seven and immediately drew two cards from Juniper's pile. "Sevens are steals. House rule."



"That's not a rule," Theo said.



"Sure it is. I'm just teaching it now!"



"You can't legislate mid-hand."



"Watch me. We're on the same team anyway." She fanned her stolen cards and grinned at him, all teeth.



Second round, Juniper figured out the actual rules underneath Sage's chaos. Her ears went forward, her nose twitched twice, and she started slamming cards down with a focus that made Danny flinch from two tables over. Three-card combo, discard, draw, slam. The grin that spread across her face showed her front teeth, the big rabbit ones, and something behind it that was all predator.



"That's not—you can't just—" Sage sputtered.



"Sevens are steals." Juniper took the whole pile. "House rule."



Theo made a sound. Brief. Almost a laugh. Sage's ears swiveled toward it like she'd been shot.



Third round, Juniper played another seven. Sage slapped the table.



"Nines are shields. If you play a nine before someone plays a seven, the steal doesn't count."



Theo turned a card over in his fingers. "That's not real."



"It's a *rule.* Anyone can use a nine."



"Interesting time to share that rule."



"It's *strategic.*" *Strategic means cheating,* Mira thought idly, but she didn't really care. It was *fun.*



Sage and Theo lost.



Juniper wiped the table with all of them, carrying Mira through sheer ruthlessness, and Sage's outrage was so loud that Mrs. Patterson looked over from the teachers' table. Mira played badly and didn't care. The heat simmered under her skin, but here, watching Sage accuse a rabbit of card fraud while Theo quietly organized the deck by suit, it felt manageable. *Normal.*



Mira caught movement across the cafeteria. That wolf kid from science class, Danny Martinez, sitting with his friends three tables over. His nose was working. She'd noticed him doing that before, tilting his head, nostrils flaring, tracking something only he could smell. Right now he was looking at their table.



At *her.*



Sage followed her gaze across the cafeteria, then back. "That wolf kid's being weird at you again. Ignore him." She tapped the deck. "Heat is normal, it happens. We've got you. Play your cards."



She said it like it was nothing. Like protecting Mira was just another thing she did between stealing sandwiches and inventing card games. Mira's throat tightened.



"Your turn, Mira." Juniper nudged her ankle under the table. Grounding her.



She played her card.



 ——————— 


Third period was art. Ms. Chen had them drawing their own paws. "Contour study, no looking at the page." Mira's hand was shaking. The heat had been building all morning, a low pulse between her legs that made it hard to hold the pencil steady. She was usually good at this, Dad's steady hand in her muscle memory, but today her lines wobbled and forked where they should have been clean.



Juniper sat beside her at one of the drawing stations, larger tables specific to the art room, tongue poking out beside her front teeth as she worked. Her strokes were bolder than Mira's, rougher, but passionate. She attacked the page like she was arguing with it. At one point she leaned over to check Mira's work and her ear brushed Mira's cheek.



"Juni," Mira whispered, not looking up from her page. "My whole body is vibrating."



Juniper's foot pressed harder against hers. "I know. I can feel you shaking." A pause. "How bad?"



"Bad." She shifted in her seat, pressing her thighs together under the table. The seam of her jeans was right *there* and every small movement sent a pulse through her that made it harder to think. "I just need to get through the day."



"Yours is better than mine," Juniper said, louder now, steering them back to normal. "Even shaky. How do you get the knuckle like that?"



"Dad showed me. You shade here, where the joint bends." Mira reached over and sketched a quick line on Juniper's page. "See? Depth."



Juniper studied it, then tried on her own, the line heavier than Mira's but *there.* "Yeah!"



Juniper grinned and grabbed a folded scrap from her pocket and slid it across the table. A tiny sketch: two stick figures in a tree, one with a fox tail, one with long ears. A heart between them. Mira's ears burned and she folded it into her pocket before anyone could see.



Under the table, Juniper's foot found hers. They drew in comfortable silence after that, Mira's lines steadying, Juniper's strokes getting bolder, and the heat a little easier to bear with that small warm pressure against her ankle.



 ——————— 


Wednesday


Mira couldn't make it through the school day anymore.



"Daddy, I need to come home."



The text went out at 11am. She was hiding in the bathroom, paws pressed between her legs, trying not to whimper out loud. The need was a living thing now, not just want, but *necessity.* Her whole body was shaking with it.



Dad arrived in twenty minutes. Signed her out at the front office, something about a doctor's appointment. The secretary gave Mira a sympathetic look.



"First heat's always the hardest, sweetie. Take care of yourself."



If only she knew.



They didn't make it home. Dad pulled off on a quiet road, killed the engine, and she was in his lap before he could even undo his seatbelt. Her underwear was already off; she'd taken them off in the bathroom, couldn't stand the restriction anymore.



"Easy," he murmured, but he was already unzipping. Already hard. "Easy, I've got you—"



She sank down onto him with a cry that was more relief than pleasure. *Finally, finally, finally.* Her body clenched around him like it was trying to milk him dry.



It was frantic. Desperate. She rode him in the driver's seat while cars passed on the highway a hundred yards away, and she didn't care, couldn't care about anything except the feeling of him inside her and the promise of his cum.



"*Breed me, Daddy—*" The words came from somewhere below thought. She heard herself say them and felt his whole body seize beneath her, his cock jumping inside her, his grip on her hips going bruise-tight. She didn't take them back. "*Please—breed me—*"



When he came, the warmth flooding into her felt like drinking water after days of thirst. She felt his knot swelling against her entrance, stretching her wider—and then it caught. Locked them together.



"Oh—" She pressed her face into his neck. "Daddy, your knot—"



"I know." His voice was strained. "I know, baby. Just hold still."



But holding still was impossible. Her body kept clenching around him in rhythmic waves, milking, pulling, trying to draw every drop deeper. Each squeeze made his knot throb in response, which made her clench again—an endless feedback loop of pressure and pleasure.



It wasn't enough.



"Again," she gasped. "Please, Daddy, I need more—"



"When we get home. Bear can help." He was breathing hard, one hand stroking her back. "But we can't stay here."



She whined. "But your knot—"



"I know." His hand found her hip, steadying her. "Keep your head down if anyone gets close."



The engine rumbled to life beneath them. Mira gasped at the vibration—it traveled right through the seat, through him, into her. Every part of her that was stretched around his knot suddenly buzzed with sensation.



"*Oh*—"



"Shh." Dad put the truck in gear. "Hold onto me."



She wrapped her arms around his chest and buried her face against him as he pulled back onto the road. The motion shifted him inside her—not thrusting, just... moving. Adjusting with every turn of the wheel.



The first pothole made her squeak.



"Sorry," Dad muttered, eyes fixed on the road. His knot pulsed inside her—involuntary, responding to her body's squeeze.



The second pothole made her moan.



"*Daddy*—"



"I know." His muzzle clenched tight, focused. Both hands on the wheel, claws pressing into the leather. "Just—breathe through it."



She tried. Every bump in the road translated directly to where they were joined. His knot wasn't moving, couldn't move, but it was *grinding* against her inner walls with each jostle. Pressing against her G-spot when the truck went over a bump. Pulling at her entrance when they hit a dip.



Headlights appeared ahead.



"Down," Dad said quietly.



She ducked, pressing herself flat against his chest, face hidden in his shirt. The other car passed. She stayed down, feeling his heartbeat against her cheek, feeling him throb inside her.



"Clear."



She lifted her head slightly. They were on the quieter roads now, in the neighborhood, closer to home.



Another bump. A deep one. His knot shifted and she felt a fresh pulse of warmth—he was still leaking into her, his body not quite done even after the main release.



"*Hnn*—" She bit her lip.



"Almost there." His voice was rough. "Two more minutes."



The longest two minutes of her life. Every imperfection in the road was a small torture. A small gift. His knot throbbing silently, keeping them sealed together, his cum trapped inside her with nowhere to go.



When he finally pulled into the driveway, she was trembling.



"Okay." He put the truck in park but didn't kill the engine. "I'm going to try to—"



She shifted her hips experimentally. His knot tugged at her entrance, still too swollen.



"Not yet," she whispered. "Still stuck."



"Then we wait."



They sat in the driveway for another few minutes, the truck idling, his hands gentle on her back. Slowly, gradually, she felt the pressure ease. His knot began to deflate.



"Now," he said.



She lifted herself off him with a wet sound, immediately feeling the loss. His cum started leaking down her thighs the moment he slipped free.



Bear was at the door before they even reached it, pawing at the glass, whining. He could smell her heat, had been able to for days now, and his urgency was palpable.



Dad unlocked the door and Bear pushed past them both, nose going straight to Mira's thighs, to the source of the scent driving him wild.



She didn't even make it past the living room.



"*Bear*—" She dropped to all fours right there on the carpet, tail flagging high, everything Dad had just put inside her now dripping down her thighs. "*Please*—"



Bear needed no further invitation. He mounted her in one smooth motion, forepaws hooking around her hips, already thrusting before he'd fully settled his weight. His cock found her on the third thrust—slick and open and ready, still wet with Dad's cum—and drove home.



"*Oh*—" She braced herself against the carpet as Bear set a punishing pace. No buildup, no gentleness: just raw animal need pounding into her. His claws scrabbled against her hips for purchase, his panting hot against the back of her neck. Each thrust made obscene wet sounds—Dad's load churning inside her, mixing with her own slick, foaming and easing Bear's way.



She caught movement at the edge of her vision. Dad, settling onto the couch, eyes dark, his hand working himself free through his jeans. Already hard again. She could feel him watching, feel the weight of his attention on her back while Bear drove into her, and the knowledge that Daddy was stroking himself to the sight of her made her clench hard enough to make Bear whine.



Bear's thrusts grew shorter. More urgent. She felt his knot starting to swell against her entrance, bumping against her with each drive forward. Growing. Stretching her wider each time until—



"*Hnnn*—" The knot caught inside. She gasped at the sudden fullness, at the way it immediately started swelling larger now that it was caught. Bear's hips stuttered, grinding deep, and she felt the first hot pulse of his release flood into her—mixing with what Dad had already put there.



Bear shifted. Turned. One back leg lifted over her, and then they were tied back-to-back—both on all fours, Bear facing away, his knot locked deep in her pussy. The tension pulled at her entrance with every breath, every twitch. A hundred and fifteen pounds of Akita anchoring her from behind, going nowhere.



She dropped her head against the carpet, panting, trembling.



Dad's shadow fell over her.



He'd moved from the couch. She hadn't heard him. Bear's knot grinding inside her swallowed every other sensation. But he was there now, kneeling over her, straddling above Bear's turned hindquarters, his thighs settling on either side of her hips. Looking down at her. At the base of her tail. At where Bear's shaft disappeared into her stretched pussy below.



He held there for a moment. Just looking.



"Ass up, baby girl."



She arched her back, pressing her cheek into the carpet, and felt his hand grip the base of her tail—held it high. Bear's curled Akita tail brushed the inside of Dad's thigh, soft fur tickling his balls, and she heard him exhale through his teeth.



"*Please*—" She didn't know what she was asking for. Just that Daddy was right there above her and she needed him.



He angled down and pushed his tapered tip against her puckered ring—small, patient thrusts, the slick mess leaking around Bear's tie easing his way. His weight settled over her as he sank deeper, chest against her back, knees braced on the carpet, his whole body pinning her flat. Bear's knot held her from behind, and every one of Dad's thrusts rocked her forward against the tie—tugging the swollen knot against her stretched rim, Bear scrabbling and whining at the pull.



Bear's knot throbbing in her pussy, massive and insistent. Dad's cock buried in her ass from above. The wall between them so thin she could feel every ridge of his shaft pressed against the swell of Bear's knot.



"*Oh god*—" Bear's heart beat through his knot inside her, slow and rhythmic, pumping more cum into her womb. Dad started moving—short, careful thrusts that rocked her forward against Bear's tie, then pulled her back onto his own cock.



Every throb. Every pulse. Bear's knot swelled and Dad ground deeper. His downthrust rocked her forward against the tie, her pussy stretched wide as Bear's knot slipped against her straining ring, the thick bulb half-pulling free. When Daddy drew back her ass clenched and dragged with him, hauling her right back onto Bear, pussy spasming and clenching tight as the animal slammed home again—even as her ass stretched to its limit around Dad's shaft. Each hole taking turns. Each thrust stretching one wide while the other clenched. The pressure of Dad's cock and Bear's knot traded her back and forth.



*Too much.*



The rhythm tightening, tightening, until her whole body hummed with it.



"*Fuck*—fuck fuck fuck—*uungh*—" Muffled against the carpet, her claws shredding the pile.



"Language, little one," he growled low into her ear. Playful.



Dad's teeth closed on her scruff. Gentle but firm—his maw around the loose fur at the back of her neck, matting it flat, the pressure pinning his little vixen. She went liquid under it. Every muscle surrendering at once. Her front half pressed to the carpet under his weight, face down, helpless. Her hips held up by Bear's tie pulling backward, the knot tugging at her stretched entrance even as Daddy pushed her forward and down. Stretched between them.



*Both.* The word floated up through the haze, simple and complete. Not one, then the other. Not taking turns. Her whole family inside her at once, and the ache that had driven her out of school, out of her mind, finally answered.



Not by the stretch or the fullness. By *presence.* Both of them here. Both of them hers.



They found each other through her body. Bear's knot throbbed on one side of that thin wall—the sliver of flesh that was all that kept pussy and ass apart. Dad's cock pressed against it from the other side, thickening as his own knot swelled to match. Two hot masses separated by almost nothing, grinding together through her. Bear pulsed and Dad's shaft jumped. Dad thrust deep and Bear's knot swelled harder. Talking to each other through the body between them.



"That's it," Dad murmured against her ear. "*Perfect*, cub."



His knot caught. She felt it stretch her ass wide, locking in place just as she tipped over the edge—a full-body clench, Bear yelping, Dad groaning, her pussy seizing around one knot while her ass locked around the other. Two swollen bulbs pressed tight against that thin wall from both sides, each surge answered by the other, and she was just *held.* Pinned between them. Nowhere to go. Nothing left to give.



Dad came with a groan that vibrated through her scruff, his weight pinning her flat. She couldn't move even if she wanted to. Double knotted, tail held high, both of them spilling into her at once. Dad's thick ropes flooding her ass, Bear's thinner cum still pooling in her womb, separated by less than an inch of her own body, heat blooming from both sides until she couldn't tell whose warmth was whose.



While they waited for the knots to soften, Daddy licked and nuzzled the back of her neck, grooming her fur flat the way Mama used to when she was small. She went still under it. *Like when I was a kit.* Bear's knot slipped free first, then Dad's. She collapsed forward onto the carpet. Boneless, trembling, cum leaking from both holes.



For a moment, stillness. Just the sound of breathing, hers ragged, Dad's heavy, Bear's panting.



Dad sat back against the couch, catching his breath. Bear circled once, then his nose found her again, drawn to the scent, the mess, the heat still radiating from her small body.



His tongue dragged across her pussy.



"*Ah*—" She shivered but didn't move. Couldn't move. Just lay there while Bear cleaned her, long, slow laps, patient and thorough. Each stroke sent little aftershocks through her oversensitive body.



"Good boy," Dad murmured. "Clean her up."



Mira turned her head, cheek against the carpet, watching Dad through half-lidded eyes. He was soft now, resting, his tip still peeking out of his sheath. But his gaze stayed fixed on her, on Bear's tongue working between her legs, on the way her hips twitched with each pass.



"Feels good," she whispered.



"Yeah?" Dad's voice was fond. "Let him take care of you for a bit. We both need to recover."



Minutes passed. The desperate edge of her heat softened to a warmer, more diffuse ache, still present, still *needing,* but patient now. Content to be tended to. She came once, quietly, and Bear licked her through it, then kept going.



Eventually Bear lost interest and padded to his water bowl. Dad hadn't moved from the couch. Just sat there the whole time, watching her with soft eyes.



He reached down and gathered her off the carpet, pulling her into his lap, her back against his chest. Both of them still half-dressed. Still sticky. His hand found her belly, rested there.



"Better?"



She pressed into his palm. The clawing urgency that had driven her out of school, that had made the world feel like walls closing in. Gone. Not the heat itself. That would build again tomorrow, would chase her through classes she couldn't focus on, would send her running to him or Bear or both. But the desperation had broken. Her body had been heard, answered in every way it knew how to ask, and now it could be patient again.



"Yeah," she whispered. "Better."



Bear's claws clicked back from the kitchen. He flopped at their feet with a contented groan, muzzle still dripping.



She could have stayed like this forever.



 ——————— 


Thursday


The next day at school, Juniper found her behind the gym.



"I heard you left early yesterday," she said, settling onto the bench beside Mira. "Mrs. Patterson said you looked sick."



"Not sick." Mira glanced around, making sure they were alone. "Just... needy. Really needy. I couldn't wait."



Juniper's ears perked forward. "For Bear?"



"Yeah." Mira's face warmed. "It's been really intense this week. Like my body won't let me think about anything else."



"I've been thinking too." Juniper's voice dropped even lower, almost a whisper. "About what you said. About the toys. About getting... *filled.*"



The word sent a jolt through Mira. "Yeah?"



"I keep imagining it." Juniper's cheeks were pink beneath her grey fur. "Being stretched open. Having something *inside* me. Something bigger than fingers." She bit her lip. "Is that weird?"



"No." Mira's throat was dry. "That's exactly how it's supposed to feel."



"I want it." Juniper's eyes were bright, determined. "This weekend. I want to try."



"Saturday," Mira promised. "I'll have everything ready."



 ——————— 


Week Five: Dripping


Saturday


Saturday came with its own kind of electricity.



Juniper arrived at noon, practically vibrating with anticipation. Dad gave them space. "I'll be in the garage if you need anything."



He'd been building a pool table from oak for weeks now, working from his own drawings. The frame was done, solid, heavy, joined without screws the way he did everything. She'd peeked at the legs last weekend. Dragon claws gripping spheres at the base of each one, carved by hand, the scales so detailed she could feel them with her fingertip. She thought they were the coolest thing he'd ever made. The felt would be black. He'd ordered it already, along with the slate, and the whole thing lived in the garage in various stages of becoming while he sanded and shaped and varnished.



Bear followed the girls upstairs instead, nose already working, his heavy paws eager on each step.



Mira's bedroom door clicked shut. She pulled a small bag from under her bed.



"I borrowed something." She reached inside and produced a silicone toy: canine-shaped, tapered tip, textured shaft, and at the base, a knot about as wide as four fingers pressed together. The whole thing was maybe five inches long. "It was my Mom's, before she—I think she used it for... practice." Ears flattened for a moment, tail did a tentative swish, Mira's head tilted. "It makes me feel closer to her, is it weird?"



It *had* been in Dad's drawer, but it *was* Mama's, and now it was *hers*. Juniper didn't need to know that—



Juniper bounced into Mira, bundled herself around her neck, almost winding her. Mira stiffened, then softened into the hug. The knotted silicone toy still in her fist, pressed against Juniper's back between her shoulder blades.



Juni pulled back a little, gave her a kiss on her snout, then took the toy, turned it over in her paws. Her eyes went wide. "It has the bump. Like Bear's."



"Yeah, the knot." Mira sat beside her on the bed. "It doesn't swell like a real one, but it's shaped right. So you can practice taking it."



"It's bigger than I expected." Juniper's voice wavered. "Is Bear's...?"



"Bigger. I mean... you saw him up close. But this is a good start."



Bear had settled in the corner, watching. His nose twitched constantly, pulling in the scent of two aroused girls, of heat, of *ready.*



"Okay." Juniper set the toy down, took a breath. "Show me."



Juniper lay back on Mira's bed, knees bent, legs spread. Mira settled between her thighs and just... looked, for a moment.



Different. So different from her own body.



Juniper's was a neat vertical seam, almost hidden in the cream fur between her legs. Compact. Tucked away. You had to spread her open to see anything at all.



*Neat,* Mira thought. Everything tucked away, hidden until someone was invited in. She knew what she looked like by comparison. Swollen lips that parted on their own, folds that showed pink whether she wanted them to or not. She'd stood in front of the bathroom mirror enough times, wondering why hers was so... *much.*



Mira spread her open, gently, and Juniper shivered. Then propped herself on her elbows, catching something in Mira's face.



"What?"



"Nothing. You're just..." Mira's ears flattened. "You're so neat. Down there. Mine's all—"



"Yours is *pretty.*" Juniper said, voice light, *singing* while her hips swayed. "When you were with Bear I couldn't stop looking. Everything pink and open and..." Her ears flushed. "I went home and looked at mine and it was just a line. Like nothing was even there."



"You're perfect," Mira said quietly.



"So are you. Like a *flower*." Juniper sang again then lay back down. "*Touch me.*"



*A flower.* She flushed, smiling, her fingers tracing through Juni's folds, spreading her open.



"You're wet," Mira observed. A thin glaze of slick coated Juniper's inner folds, not the heavy, dripping arousal Mira produced when she was in heat, but present and ready.



"Yeah?" Juniper rolled her hips lazily against Mira.



*It's a start.*



"Yeah, we need a little more though so it's comfy." Mira reached for the lube, warming it in her palm. "Your own slick helps things slide in instead of catching. But we're going further than your body expects today, so..."



She added a generous amount to her fingers, mixed it with what Juniper was already producing.



"Cold," Juniper breathed.



"It'll warm up." One finger slid in easy; Juniper's body remembered this part. Two fingers, and the rabbit sighed, her hips tilting up. "It's easier than last time."



"I've been practicing. Every night." Juniper's ears were pink. "Like you said."



Mira curled her fingers, found the spot that made Juniper gasp: two fingers inside, her thumb rubbing that tiny nub nearly hidden under cream fur. Juniper was getting wetter and Mira could feel it, slick heat building around her knuckles, the bunny's body was preparing for what she really wanted.



"Good girl." She withdrew slowly, reaching for the toy with her other hand. "Ready for more?"



Juniper nodded, ears trembling.



The tapered tip pressed against her entrance, slick now with lube and Juniper's own wetness combined. Juniper's breath hitched.



"Just the tip first." Mira eased it in: one inch, two. The texture made Juniper whimper. "Feel okay?"



"*Yes.*" Juniper's hips tilted, trying to take more. "It's—it feels *real.* Like it's alive."



"That's the point, but... real is something *more.*" Mira worked the toy slowly, in and out, letting Juniper's body learn the shape of it. "The toy's cold and you have to warm it up. The real thing is like lava inside."



Each stroke went a little deeper, the slick letting it glide where dry friction would have caught. She watched Juniper's compact little slit stretch around the shaft, those neat rabbit lips parting, pink visible now where everything had been hidden before. Each time she pulled it out, her lips suctioned just a little, grasping the silicone.



"*Oh—*" Juniper's paws gripped the sheets. "It's so much *bigger* than fingers—"



"Way bigger." *Not bigger than three of Daddy's fingers though.* In, out. Then a little deeper. Mira found a rhythm, felt Juniper's body relax into it, accepting more with each stroke. The rabbit's hips started moving on their own, chasing the fullness when Mira pulled back.



When the knot finally kissed her entrance, Juniper tensed.



"That's it." Mira held the toy steady. "That's the knot. You don't have to—"



"I want it." Juniper's eyes opened, found hers. "I want to know."



Mira pressed. The knot stretched her wider—Juniper gasped, her back arching—but it wouldn't go. Not enough pressure. Not from this angle.



"It's too—I can't—" Juniper's voice was frustrated, not scared. "I can feel it *right there* but it won't—"



"Wait." Mira eased the toy out, thinking. Then she remembered how it had been for her, Dad's knot, and the difficulty of taking it lying down. "I have an idea."



She pressed the suction cup base of the toy against the hardwood floor beside the bed. It stuck firm.



"Sit on it," Mira said. "Use your weight. Gravity helps."



Juniper's ears perked with understanding. She slid off the bed, positioned herself over the toy, knees spread wide, the slick tip brushing her entrance. Mira knelt beside her.



"Go slow. Take the shaft first, get used to it again."



Juniper sank down. Inch by inch, the toy disappeared into her small body. Mira watched from below. Watched those compact rabbit lips stretch wide around the girth, pink flesh gripping silicone, slick glistening where their bodies met.



"*Mmnh—*" Juniper bottomed out on the shaft, the knot pressing against her entrance. "Okay. Okay, I'm going to try."



She pressed down. The knot started to spread her—wider than the shaft, wider than she'd ever stretched—and Juniper whimpered, trembling with effort.



"Wait." Mira reached for the lube. "A little more."



She drizzled it around the base of the toy, then traced her finger along Juniper's stretched folds, the full circle where silicone met flesh, slipping between them, coating every point of contact. Juniper shuddered at the intimate touch.



"*That's—*" Her voice cracked. "*Your finger is right there, I can feel it—*"



"Try again. Slow." Mira leaned in, her muzzle finding the tiny nub at the top of Juniper's stretched entrance. She lapped at it gently, tongue swirling, coaxing more slick from her friend's body.



"*Oh—*" Juniper's thighs trembled. "*Mira—*"



Mira didn't stop. She worked her tongue in slow circles while Juniper rocked above her, rolling her hips back and forth, the motion grinding her clit against the knot's widest point and Mira's tongue at once. More wetness flowed, easing the stretch, and Juniper whimpered with each roll.



"*It's—I'm so close—it almost—*"



Mira lapped harder, felt Juniper's body shuddering, felt her bearing down with renewed determination. The knot stretched her wider, *wider*—her lips straining around the widest point, Mira's tongue still working—



*Schlluck.*



Juniper's body closed around the narrow base, locking the knot inside. She sat there impaled, gasping, and Mira pulled back to look up at her.



Their eyes met.



Juniper's face was flushed, her ears splayed, her whole body trembling. But she was *smiling,* bright and triumphant and full of wonder.



Mira smiled back.



"*I did it.*" Juniper's voice was breathless. "*I took a knot.*"



"You did." Mira reached up, touched her cheek. "You're amazing."



Juniper sat there, adjusting. Her breathing slowed. Her body relaxed around the intrusion, learning to hold it.



"I'm ready." Juniper's blue eyes were shining. "For Bear. I'm ready now."



Juni bounced up and down on the floor playfully pumping her paws in the air, letting her pussy clench against the base of the knot still suctioned to the floor, wet squelching with each bunny hop and clenching to keep it in.



Mira laughed, wrapping her tail around her tummy and rolled back onto the floor, looking at the glow-in-the-dark stars on her ceiling.



She wanted to believe it, wanted Juniper to have what she had, to feel what she felt. But, she glanced while lying down, looking at Bear in the corner, at the thick red cock already emerging from his sheath...



"Let's make sure," she said carefully. "Just his tip. To see how you feel."



She pushed herself up again and helped Juniper ease off the toy, a slow process, the knot stretching her entrance wide before finally slipping free with a wet slippery sound. Juniper gasped at the sudden emptiness, her body clenching around nothing.



"*Oh*—that's so weird. I feel so... open."



"Good." Mira set the toy aside. "Let's try, *carefully,* while you feel that way."



 ——————— 


Bear needed no encouragement.



The moment Mira guided him toward Juniper, the rabbit on all fours, her body still open and slick from the toy, he was there. Eager. Interested. His nose pressed against her, drinking in her scent.



"God, his *smell,*" Juniper breathed. She'd had her muzzle pressed against him before, had wrapped her lips around that red cock and tasted him, but somehow it was different now. With her body stretched open, still aching from the knot she'd just released, his musk hit her somewhere deeper. Made something clench low in her belly. "I keep forgetting he's... that he's really an *animal.* And I still want..."



She trailed off, ears flushing pink.



"Want what?" Mira's voice was gentle.



"I want *him on top of me.*" Small but certain. "I want to feel his cock... cumming inside me—" She swallowed. "Is that bad?"



"Yeah... it's bad." Mira kept one hand on Bear's collar, steadying him. "But that's what makes it intense." Juniper's ears had gone shy; Mira kissed her. "I want to watch."



Juniper shivered involuntarily. She wanted *this.* Whatever *this* was... What Mira had.



"Ready?"



"Ready."



Mira's free hand found his shaft and guided the tip to Juniper's entrance. *Hot.* Juni's slick heat radiating against her knuckles, Bear's pulse throbbing against her palm. Alive and twitching. She felt the rabbit flinch at the contact.



"*Oh—*" Her voice went high. "He's so *warm*—"



"That's normal." Mira guided him, just the tip, just barely inside. "How does it feel?"



"*Big.*" Juniper was trembling. "Bigger than the toy. And it's—it's *moving*—I can feel it moving—"



Bear's hips twitched. Instinct. He pushed forward an inch, hips bucking slowly, testing the entrance. Juniper rocked to meet him, her eyes going glassy, her mouth falling open in a way Mira recognized. That look. The one she knew from her own face in the mirror.



Then his hips started to piston faster. Tip slipping deeper, two, three inches in rapid succession, jackhammering in and out. Mira could hear the wet sounds, could see Bear's precum spraying with each thrust, Juniper's eyes rolling back, her small body pushing *toward* him instead of away—



She wanted more. Mira could see it in the way her hips chased each stroke.



Bear pressed with all his effort. Mira's hand wrapped around his shaft, wedged between the knot and her friend's entrance, but each thrust crushed her fingers against Juniper's stretched lips, the knot swelling and battering, and she was only eleven and Bear was bigger than she was. Four inches of his 9.5 inch cock, the tapered tip alone larger than the toy's base at that depth—too fast, too much, *wait*—



Juniper *screamed.*



"*STOP—*" Her whole body locked up. "*It's too much, Mira, it's too much—*"



Mira yanked Bear back by his collar. His cock slipped free with a wet sound, his hips still thrusting, but now hitting air. He whined, confused, but she held him firm.



"It's okay." She gathered Juniper in her arms, felt the smaller girl shaking. Tears were streaming down her face. "It's okay, you're okay, you did so good—"



"I couldn't—" Juniper's voice cracked. "I thought I was ready, I took the toy, but he's so *big* and he wanted to go *fast* and I couldn't make him stop—"



"I know." Mira rocked her gently. "I know. It's not your fault."



"Why couldn't I do it?" Juniper pulled back, wiped her eyes with the back of her paw. "You do it. You take him all the time. What's wrong with me?"



A sob rattled through her. Juniper's whole body clenched against Mira's chest, shuddering, nose running, paws pressing between her own legs like she could hold the hurt in. Then a sound came out of her that wasn't crying, a thin and tight wail, *pain and defeat.*



Mira's heart shattered.



She didn't speak. Just held her, rocking, one hand stroking Juniper's ears flat while the other slipped between them, gently, checking. No blood. No tear. Just swollen, stretched, slick with Bear's precum. Juniper flinched at the touch but didn't pull away.



*I got him off in time.*



"You're okay," Mira whispered. "You're not hurt. I promise."



Juniper's breathing slowed, just a little. Mira kept rocking.



Bear had settled in the corner, licking himself, uninterested in the emotional aftermath. Just a dog. A dog who didn't know he'd been too much, who understood too much but couldn't understand degrees of okay. Mira watched him over Juniper's head and felt something complicated move through her chest. She loved him. She couldn't blame *him*—she was furious with herself for letting this happen. It wasn't a useful feeling right now, but it was honest.



Juniper's paw found the hem of Mira's shirt and gripped. Not pulling. Just holding on to something that wasn't moving.



"Nothing's wrong with you." Mira cupped Juniper's face, made her meet her eyes. "I had years of practice before Bear. Fingers and toys aren't enough. He can't *stop.* Can't tell when it's too much." She kissed the bunny between her ears. "He's all instincts."



Juniper wiped her nose with the back of her paw. Her ears were still flat but her breathing had found a rhythm, hitching less, the sobs spacing out. She looked at Bear in the corner, at the thick red cock retreating back into his sheath, and her expression wasn't fear. It was frustration. The face of someone who'd trained and prepared and wanted so badly and hit a wall her body couldn't climb.



"You need what I had," Mira said quietly.



Juniper looked back at her, eyes watering. "What?" She sniffled, then quietly, "what... did *you* have?" Her ears raised slightly as tears matted her cheeks.



The question hung between them. Mira could lie. Could make something up. Could push this off until later.



But Juniper was crying. Juniper was *hurting.* And she deserved the truth.



"Someone who could control himself," Mira said quietly. "Someone who stretched me over years. Starting when I was seven. Patiently. Carefully. His fingers, his... his tip, a little at a time. Getting me ready for something my body wasn't built for." She swallowed. "Someone who could feel when I needed him to stop. Who loved me enough to go slow."



Juniper's tears were flowing, but her sobs had softened. She was watching Mira with those big rabbit eyes. They were watering, but cleared to focus.



"Someone in your family," she said. Not a question.



"Yeah."



"Your dad."



Mira didn't answer. Didn't have to.



"Oh." Juniper's voice was very small. Then, softer: "*Oh.*"



She wasn't looking at Mira anymore. Her eyes had gone distant, tracking backward through everything she knew. The way Mira knew exactly where to touch her. The toy that was her *Mom's.* How Mira talked about stretching like she'd lived it. The easy way she took Bear, took things that should have been impossible for a girl her size, things that were impossible for Juniper even with practice. How she was always a little wet, always a little swollen, like her body was used to being full.



"Since you were little," Juniper said. Not a question. "He's been... stretching you. Getting you ready."



"*Years,*" Mira whispered.



Juniper was quiet for a long time. Her paw had found Mira's, but loosely now, like she was deciding whether to hold on or let go.



"Are you safe?" Her voice was careful. "Does he... did he make you?"



"No. Juni, no, he never—"



"Because if he *made* you—" Juniper's eyes were fierce suddenly, wet and red but *fierce*, the same girl who'd squared her shoulders and asked to be stretched. "If he hurt you, I'd tell. Sacred pact or not. I'd tell someone."



Mira's throat closed. Nobody had ever said that to her. Nobody had ever looked at her life and thought to ask.



"He didn't make me," she said. "I asked him to."



Juniper searched her face. Whatever she found there, it was enough. The fierceness softened, but didn't leave entirely.



Then, lower, almost a whisper: "This is *really, really* wrong, isn't it?" Her ears folded back, small against the weight of it.



The words landed in Mira's chest like a stone. Not because Juniper was accusing her. Because she was *right.* Because Mira had thought it a thousand times and never once heard it said out loud.



"Yeah," Mira said. "It is."



"And you love him anyway."



"More than anything. He's... not just Daddy. We're *lovers.* He's been my everything until... you."



Juniper's grip tightened on her paw. She was quiet again, processing, her ears shifting between flat and forward like she couldn't settle on an emotion.



"Since I was seven." Mira couldn't meet her eyes anymore, the words tumbling out faster now, anxious to fill the silence. "After Mama died, he was so sad, and I wanted to help him feel better, and I know how it sounds, I know what people would think, but it wasn't... he didn't *make* me. I wanted to help and then I started wanting it for me too and—"



Juniper leaned forward and silenced her with a kiss. Deep, demanding, present. Wet cheeks pressed against her as Juniper pulled back and then nuzzled Mira's own.



She knew about Mira's mother. Had seen the photos on the mantle, the way Mira went quiet sometimes when other kids complained about their moms.



"So it started because you loved him," Juniper said softly. "And he was sad. And you wanted to help."



"Yeah." Mira's voice caught, surprised by the gentleness. "That's... yeah."



Silence stretched between them. Bear had settled in the corner, licking himself, uninterested in the emotional drama.



Then Juniper pulled back. Not far. Just enough. Her paw slipped out of Mira's and found her own ears, tugging them both down to one side, and she looked away. Down at the sheets. At nothing.



She went very still.



"Juni?" Mira's voice came out small and far away.



Nothing. Juniper's tail went down, her nose twitched, but no words came. She tugged her ears lower, the way she did when she was overwhelmed, when the feelings got too big for her body to hold.



*This is it.* Mira's chest went cold. *This is the moment her face changes.*



The moment she'd look back across everything they'd shared, every sleepover, every touch, every whispered secret, and realize how much Mira had been holding back. Their first kiss on a tree branch behind her house, Juniper tasting like lemonade, giving Mira her *whole self* while Mira kept the biggest piece of her own life hidden. *I gave you everything and you couldn't even tell me the truth.*



Because it was true. Every time Juniper had confided in her, every time she'd whispered something vulnerable in the dark, Mira had listened with a secret lodged in her throat. The confidence, the knowledge, the way she knew exactly where to touch... Juniper thought Mira was brave. Really she was just practiced and trained. And she'd let her best friend believe otherwise for weeks.



*Was any of it real?* That was the question Mira couldn't have survived hearing.



*Juni is the most real thing I have, right next to Daddy.* But... *right next to Daddy...* was a lot for anyone. Too much, really.



"Juni... Please?"



Juniper's nose twitched again and she turned her head a little. Her eyes drifted to Bear, tracing the length of him, the thick sheath, the heavy body. Then down to her own lap, to the soreness still throbbing between her legs. Her foot thumped once against the mattress, that involuntary rabbit tic as her mind drifted a moment. Her eyes blazed and her ears set forward, all attention on Mira.



"So if I wanted to be ready," she said slowly, blue eyes glittering like sapphire, still wet but unblinking, "really ready, for Bear... I'd need someone to stretch me. Like your dad stretched you."



"Yeah. Someone patient. Someone who can go slow. Someone who—"



"Could *he* do it?"



Mira's heart stopped.



"What?"



"Your dad." Juniper's ears were pink, but her voice was steady. "He already knows how. He taught you. Could he... could he teach me too?"



"Juni, I don't—that's not—"



"You said he loves you. You said it wasn't scary or bad." Juniper took her paw, squeezed. "I trust you, Mira. And if you trust him... then I trust him too."



Mira didn't know what to say.



But Juniper wasn't looking at her like that. Juniper was looking at her with clear, wet, tear-bright eyes and asking to be *included.*



"I'd have to ask him," she said finally. "It's not just my decision."



"I know." Juniper's paw stayed in hers. "But you'll ask? Please?"



"I'll ask."



 ——————— 


They cleaned up slowly, or tried to. Juniper's entrance kept dripping Bear's watery precum no matter how many tissues they used, her small body not built to hold that much. She definitely wasn't torn or injured, thankfully, Mira double checked. But she'd been stretched hard and fast, and her body was still recovering.



"I'm still leaking," Juniper said, embarrassed. "It won't stop."



"It takes a while." Mira found her one of her old t-shirts, blue like her eyes, nearly long enough to be a dress on the rabbit's small frame. "Here. We need to go talk to him... I promised if anything happened I would anyway."



Juniper's ears flattened. "Like this? I smell like... like *dog.*"



"He knows what Bear smells like." Mira pulled on a shirt of her own, nothing underneath. "And he's seen you with cum on your face before, remember? The 'spilled milk'?"



Juniper flushed but nodded. Bear was still restless in the corner, still wanting, but that would have to wait.



"Should I go home?" Juniper asked. "Or..."



"Stay." Mira threw on a long green shirt and took her hand. "Let me explain why I told you about him. Then we'll ask together."



 ——————— 


They went downstairs together, bare legs and long shirts, Juniper walking carefully with that slight wobble of someone still feeling stretched open. Dad was in the kitchen, making sandwiches, perfectly normal.



His nose twitched before he even turned around.



Mira saw the moment he caught it: Bear's musk, Juniper's arousal, the unmistakable scent of sex that clung to them both. When he turned, his expression was carefully neutral, but she knew her father. Knew the way his eyes moved over them, taking in Juniper's tear-streaked fur, the way she was walking, the t-shirt that didn't quite hide the slick still trailing down her inner thigh.



He'd seen this before. Had watched Juniper with Bear's cum on her face that first morning and said nothing. Had given them space, closed doors, cover noise. She knew her father's quiet permissions. But something was different now, and she could see him reading it.



"Hungry?" His voice was even. "What's wrong?"



"Nothing's wrong." Smaller than she meant. "Daddy, can we... can we talk? All three of us?"



Dad set down the knife. His eyes moved from Mira to Juniper, lingering for just a moment on the rabbit's bare thighs, the visible evidence of what had happened upstairs. Then back to Mira's face, reading her.



"Of course," he said carefully. "Living room."



Mira sat in the middle of the couch, Juniper pressed against her side. The bunny shifted uncomfortably; Mira could feel her tensing every time more of Bear's pre leaked out of her, soaking into the fabric beneath her. Dad took the armchair across from them, close enough that Mira could see his nostrils flare slightly, taking in everything the air told him.



Bear padded in and settled at his feet. Dad's hand found the dog's head automatically, scratching behind his ears, and his ears went still, that deliberate, controlled stillness. He knew what Bear had just been doing. Could probably smell his dog's cum inside the rabbit sitting across from him.



"Juniper knows," Mira said. "About you and me. About what you taught me."



Dad went very still. His eyes found Juniper's.



"I had to tell her." Mira pushed forward before he could react. "Bear was too much, Daddy. He pushed in too fast and she couldn't stop him and she needed to understand *why* I could take him and she couldn't. Why fingers and toys aren't enough."



Understanding dawned in his expression, and underneath it, something else. His ears flattened, just slightly, the way they did when he was working to stay controlled.



"I'm not going to tell anyone." Juniper's voice was steady despite her nerves, despite the cum still leaking out of her onto his couch. "Sacred pact. I promised."



Dad exhaled slowly. Some of the tension left his shoulders, not all, but enough. His eyes moved to Juniper, softer now. Concern, maybe. This small rabbit who'd just been overwhelmed by his dog, who was sitting here leaking and embarrassed and trusting him with everything.



"Are you okay?" he asked her quietly. "Bear can be... a lot. Even for someone prepared."



Juniper nodded, surprised by the gentleness. "I'm okay. It was just too much too fast. But I liked it before it got scary." She hesitated. "That's actually... there's something else I wanted to ask."



Mira looked at Juniper. Juniper looked back, then squared her small shoulders.



"I want what Mira has," she said. "I want to be stretched. Prepared. So I can take Bear properly." Her ears were flat against her head, but she didn't look away from his amber eyes. "I want you to teach me. Like you taught her."



The silence stretched.



Dad's gaze dropped, just for a moment, to where the t-shirt had ridden up on Juniper's thigh, to the glistening trail of Bear's cum visible against her cream fur. When his eyes came back up, his ears had gone very still. She caught the way his tail gave one slow, controlled sweep behind the chair.



He looked at Mira. *Is this what you want?* his eyes asked. *Are you okay with this?*



But there was something else in that look too. Something hungry that he was working to control. Mira had seen that look before, when he watched Bear mount her, when he'd slide into her right after, mixing his cum with the dog's. Her father was kind, and careful, and protective. But beneath his careful tenderness was a primal *hunger*, and right now that hunger was betraying his expression the way his eyes lingered and nostrils flared drinking in the room.



Mira nodded. Just once.



Dad leaned back in his chair, but the casual posture didn't hide the way his body had tensed. He studied Juniper for a long moment, the rabbit holding his gaze, trembling but determined, Bear's pre-seed still dripping out of her small body.



"That's not a small thing," he said finally. His voice was steady, measured, the voice of a father, not the voice of a man imagining what she would feel like stretched around his fingers. "Do you understand what it would involve?"



"Mira explained. Fingers first. Careful and slow. Then more." Juniper's paws tightened on Mira's. "Bear was a lot, I liked it at first, I *really* liked it, but it got too big too fast. I think if someone taught me properly, I could like the whole thing."



"Your parents—"



"Don't know. Won't know." Juniper's voice was fierce. "This is mine. My choice. My secret."



Dad was quiet for another long moment. His hand had stilled on Bear's head. Mira watched him wrestle with it, the protective instinct warring with something older, darker, the same thing that had made him grind against her when she was seven, the same thing that let him watch his daughter get knotted and find it beautiful.



Then he looked at Mira again.



"Cub? What do you think?"



"I think..." Mira swallowed. "I think she's my best friend. And I want to share this with her. All of it."



*All of it.* The words hung between them, meaning more than Juniper probably understood.



Dad's ears eased forward, the careful control softening, his shoulders loosening, tail settling. He stood, crossed to the couch, knelt in front of them both. This close, Mira could see the slight flush beneath his fur, could smell the edge of arousal he was keeping tamped down.



"Juniper." His voice was gentle now, but there was a roughness underneath. "If we do this, it has to be at your pace. Your comfort. If anything ever feels wrong, or scary, or like too much, you tell me. Immediately. No questions asked. Understood?"



Juniper nodded, ears perking slightly.



"And it stays between us. All of it. Forever."



"Sacred pact," Juniper whispered.



Dad smiled, small, warm, but with heat behind it now that Mira could recognize. He reached out, touched Juniper's cheek, and Mira saw the way his fingers lingered, the way he was already learning the shape of her.



"Okay." His voice had dropped, just slightly. "We'll start slow. See how you feel. But not today; today's been a lot already."



Juniper's whole body relaxed. "Thank you, Mr. Blackthorn."



"Silas." His hand dropped reluctantly, Mira thought. "If we're going to do this... you can call me Silas."



 ——————— 


Later that night, after Juniper had gone home, hugging Mira extra tight at the door with the training toy tucked into her backpack and a whispered *"Practice every night,"* Dad found Mira curled on her bed, processing everything.



"That was unexpected," he said, settling beside her.



"I didn't plan it. She just... asked." Mira pressed close to him. "Are you mad?"



"No." His arm came around her. "Surprised. But not mad." He was quiet for a moment. "She's brave, your friend. Asking for what she wants like that."



"She's amazing." Mira's voice was soft. "I really love her, Daddy. Not like I love you. Different. But still love."



"I know." He kissed the top of her head. "I can see it when you look at her."



"Is it okay? To love you both?"



"You're not losing me by loving her. Love can be infinite, cub. As long as it's honest." Then his voice dropped, softer, intimate. "You're *my mate*, Mira. I'm *yours*. Loving her doesn't change that. Nothing changes that."



She melted into him. *His mate.* Juniper was soft and sweet and something new to explore, but Daddy's arms, Daddy's voice, the cedar-and-musk warmth of his chest against her cheek. Nothing else came close.



"I don't want anyone else," she whispered. "Not like that as a *mate*. Just you." She pressed closer.



"Good, cub. There's love and there's *breeding,* and I don't want to share *that.* Juniper can't breed you. She's sweet for you."



"*Same.*" Mira's whisper went fierce. "I took Mama's place for both of us, Daddy. In the tough years, I made them easier for us... that's *my* place now." She softened, just a little. "We can share Juniper though. She's mine and I want her to be yours too."



They lay there for a while, just breathing together. "Daddy, can we..."



He smiled, then spooning close, his chest warm against her back. His hand found her hip, steadying her.



"Baby, it's been a long day, let's go to sleep."



She answered by lifting her tail, pressing back against him. She was already wet, had been since he'd called her his mate, and when he slid into her, slow and sure, they both exhaled at the same time.



No urgency. No desperation. Just the familiar stretch of him filling her, the warmth spreading through her belly as he settled deep. His arm wrapped around her middle, protective, holding her close.



"That's my girl."



She felt his knot nestled at her entrance, *there.* Patient. She rocked back against him, small movements, letting her body open at its own pace—her wetness welcoming him deeper with each slow roll of her hips. When it reached the base, a moment's pressure, she was so wet from the day, they both shuddered—that familiar tug of connection, her walls closing around the swell, locking them together.



"Daddy..." She reached back, found his hand, laced their fingers together over her belly.



"I know." His lips brushed her ear. "I've got you."



The knot pulsed inside her. Gentle. The first warm spurt of him filling her, then another, slow and steady. Not the frantic spurts of urgent breeding, just the quiet pulse of connection, his heartbeat throbbing inside her, his seed pooling deep where it belonged.



Her cheeks flushed with warmth. His did too; she could feel it against the back of her neck. This felt shy, even after everything. The softness of it. The way he held her like she was precious.



"I love you," she whispered.



"I love you too, cub." His arms tightened. "Always."



They stayed like that as the room grew dark, tied together, his knot pulsing gently. Bear snored at the foot of the bed. And Mira drifted toward sleep with her father's heartbeat thudding against her spine, steady as a promise he'd never needed to make.



 ——————— 

Lantern

* Chapter 7: Lantern *


Week Five (continued)


Monday


Mira moved through the hallways with a secret thrumming under her skin, two secrets, really. The one she'd always carried, and the new one: Juniper's face when Dad had agreed. The way her ears had perked. The bright, nervous hope in her eyes.



Juniper found her before the lunch bell finished ringing. Paw on her elbow, quick tug, no words. They grabbed their trays and slipped past the cafeteria toward the east hallway, where Mrs. Chen's art room sat empty during lunch period. The door was unlocked. It always was.



They sat cross-legged on the floor between the supply shelves, trays balanced on their knees, the smell of dried paint and turpentine around them. Private. Finally.



Juniper was already eating. She'd finished half her tray before Mira had unwrapped her fork, working through the cafeteria chicken and mashed potatoes with the methodical speed of someone whose body burned fuel faster than it arrived.



"So," she said between bites, her voice carefully casual. "When do you think...?"



"I don't know." Mira kept her own voice low, even though the nearest person was two hallways away. "He said not right away. That you needed time to process."



"I've *processed.*" Juniper's ears flattened with frustration. "I've been processing all weekend. I process every night when I practice with my fingers, with the toy I borrowed, and think about—" She cut herself off, cheeks flushing pink beneath her fur.



"Think about what?"



Juniper glanced around, making sure no one was close. "About what it'll feel like. Him. His..." She mouthed the word: *cock.*



Heat curled low in Mira's belly. She couldn't help but grin, feeling her own ears flush with heat. She leaned in close. "You really want this."



"I want to take Bear." Juniper's voice was fierce, quiet. "I want to know what you know. And if this is how I get there..." She stabbed a piece of lettuce. "Then yeah. I really want this. Your Dad is nice, too, I'd like to know him like you do."



Mira shifted where she sat, and Juniper's eyes narrowed.



"What was that?"



"What was what?"



"That little..." Juniper's nose twitched. "You keep squirming. You've been doing it all morning. And you smell..." She leaned closer, ears perking forward. "Different. Stronger."



Mira didn't answer. She set her tray aside. They were alone.



She tugged her skirt up and her panties to the side.



Juniper's nose twitched first. Then her eyes dropped and went wide. The cotton was soaked through, a dark patch spreading across the fabric, and between Mira's puffy folds the base of something sat snug and glistening, slick with what had been seeping around it all morning.



"Mira, what is—"



"Touch."



Juniper's paw trembled as she reached out. Her fingers found the base, traced it, felt the wetness coating everything. Then lower, behind, where a second shape sat nestled between her cheeks. Her ears went rigid.



"That's... there's *two?*"



"A keeper." Mira's voice was barely a murmur. "Seals my pussy shut. And a plug for the other one." She spread her knees wider, letting Juniper see the full picture. "Dad put them in this morning. After he bred me."



"After he—" Juniper's voice cracked.



"He woke me up inside me. We were tied together from last night." The words came easy now, watching Juniper's face flush darker with each detail. "When he finished, Bear was already waiting. So Dad moved to my other entrance and Bear mounted me." She watched Juniper's breath catch. "They filled me at the same time. I could feel them *touching* through the wall inside me."



Juniper made a small, strangled sound.



"Every morning, Juni." Mira met her eyes. "I walked to the bus stop full of both of them. The plugs don't catch everything. Little trickles all day. By last period my panties are ruined."



Juniper's paw was still between Mira's thighs. She hadn't pulled away. Now she brought her fingers slowly to her nose. Inhaled. Her eyes fluttered shut, and her whole body shuddered once.



"I hate you," she whispered. Her eyes were bright, hungry. "I hate you so much right now."



"No you don't."



Juniper leaned forward. Her blunt muzzle found the keeper's base, nosed it aside, and her tongue pressed flat against Mira's clit. One long, slow stroke while she kneeled between the supply shelves, turpentine and dried paint in the air, enjoying the taste of fox and cum and *family.*



Mira's paw flew to the back of Juniper's head. Her thighs clamped around those long ears. A strangled sound escaped her that she bit in half.



Juniper didn't pull back. Mira's grip held her there and she went willingly, her tongue slipping lower, tracing around the keeper's edge where the seal had been leaking all morning. The taste hit her in layers. Mira first, sharp and familiar. Then Bear, muskier, thicker, that animal salt she'd tasted on his cock. And underneath both, something deeper and warmer. *Silas.* She knew his taste now. Could pick it out from the others the way you'd find a voice in a crowd. Her tongue pressed deeper, chasing it, coaxing more of him from around the keeper's seal, and Mira's thighs trembled against her ears.



"*Juni—*" Barely a breath. "*We're at school—*"



One more lick. Slow and deliberate, base to clit, gathering everything. She held it on her tongue for a moment before swallowing.



Then she pulled back, licking her lips and wiping the back of her paw across her short muzzle. "Yeah, I don't hate you..." She picked up her fork and stabbed at her food without looking at it. "Saturday. I need it to be Saturday."



 ——————— 


Tuesday


They stole moments where they could. In the bathroom between classes, Mira checking Juniper's progress with two quick fingers while Juniper bit her lip to stay quiet, really just an excuse to taste her between moments. In the library during study hall, thighs pressed together under the table, Juniper's hand finding Mira's and squeezing.



"Why can't I just come over tonight?" Juniper whispered at lunch, frustration bleeding through. "Or tomorrow?"



"Because we had a sleepover last weekend." Mira kept her voice low. "If you're always at my house, people notice. Parents talk."



"Then come to mine." Juniper's ears perked. "Wednesday. My mom already asked why you haven't been over in a while. She thinks it's weird that I'm always going to your place."



Mira considered. Going to Juniper's meant behaving, really behaving, with her parents home and ears everywhere. But it also meant looking normal. Reciprocal. Just two friends being friends.



"Okay," she said. "Tomorrow then. But we have to be careful."



"I can be careful." Juniper's smile was sly. "I can be *very* careful."



 ——————— 


Wednesday


Visiting at Juniper's house was an exercise in restraint.



They did homework at the kitchen table while Juniper's mom made dinner, their feet tangled together beneath the table but nothing more. They watched a movie in the living room with Juniper's dad dozing in his armchair, sitting close but not *too* close, Mira hyperaware of every accidental brush of fur.



After dinner, they retreated to Juniper's room. The door stayed open. House rules when her dad was home; he had a habit of knocking and opening in one motion. But Juniper's bed was positioned so anyone walking by couldn't see the far side.



"This is torture," Juniper breathed, lying on her back, staring at the ceiling. "You're right here and I can't even *touch* you."



"You're touching me right now." Mira was curled beside her, their pinkies linked.



"Not the way I want to." Juniper turned her head, met Mira's eyes. "I keep thinking about Saturday. About your dad. About what he's going to do to me." Her voice thinning to nothing. "I practiced again last night. Three fingers, barely, but... I was thinking about his hands the whole time."



Mira's breath caught. "Juni..."



"Is that weird? Thinking about him while I touch myself?"



"No." Mira shifted closer, keeping her voice low. "I think about him all the time. When he's not there. When he is. It's not weird, it's just wanting."



Juniper's ears twitched toward the open door, checking. Then she whispered: "I'm wet right now. Just from talking about it. I've been wet since you got here."



"Me too."



"Three more days," Juniper whispered. Her ears flushed and flopped as she rolled her head back dramatically. "I'm going to *die.*"



"You're not going to die."



"I *might.*" But her foot was already thumping against the mattress, that excited bunny thing she couldn't control.



Later, when Mira's dad came to pick her up, Juniper hugged her at the door, a normal hug, friend-length, nothing suspicious. But her whisper against Mira's ear was anything but innocent:



"Saturday. I'm going to be so ready for him."



Mira climbed into the truck, cheeks warm, and didn't trust herself to speak the whole drive home.



 ——————— 


That night, Dad fell asleep still knotted inside her. It happened sometimes after long days, the tie holding them together while his breathing slowed and his body went heavy around hers. She didn't mind. She liked the weight of him, the warmth, the way his knot pulsed gently in his sleep like a second heartbeat. She fished her phone off the nightstand with one paw, careful not to shift too much, and texted with her chin resting on his chest:



    Mira: Hey, Juni, progress report, stat.



She grinned to herself, phone glowing back at her while Daddy spooned behind her, breathing slow.



    Juniper: Three fingers. Easy now. Kept thinking about his hands the whole time

    Mira: He asked about you tonight. After Bear finished with me, while we were just lying together. Wanted to know if you're nervous.

    Juniper: What did you say??

    Mira: That you're braver than you know. He said your scent's been on my fur since Saturday. That it's distracting him.



A long pause. Three dots appearing, disappearing, appearing again.



    Juniper: Is it weird that thinking about him makes me feel SAFE? Like not just excited but actually safe?

    Mira: That's not weird Juni. That's the whole point.

    Juniper: Two more days. I can't sleep.

    Mira: He's inside me right now. Leaking around where we're tied.

    Juniper: You're EVIL.



Mira grinned and slipped her free paw down between them. Found the place where his knot stretched her open, the tight seal of it, slick and hot. She traced the rim with her fingertip, feeling the pulse of him through the taut skin, feeling the warmth that had been leaking around the edges all evening. Her finger came back wet. She clenched once, slow, and his body answered even in sleep. A throb and a thick pulse. A fresh flood of warmth against her cervix. His arm tightened around her and his breath hitched once against her ear before settling.



She brought her wet finger to her mouth. Tasted them both. Then picked her phone back up.



    Mira: Just squeezed another load out of him. He doesn't even know. Sleeping like a baby while I milk his knot ;3

    Juniper: I HATE YOU SO MUCH

    Juniper: How does it feel?

    Mira: Warm. Full. Like he's still giving even when he's not trying. His knot just... pulses. Every few minutes. And every time it does I can feel more of him filling me up.

    Juniper: ...I need to stop reading this and go to sleep

    Mira: You're touching yourself right now

    Juniper: NO

    Mira: Juni

    Juniper: ...maybe

    Mira: Tell me



A pause. Longer than the others. Mira's paw drifted back down. Not to the seal this time. To her clit, swollen and slick where it pressed against the base of his shaft. She circled once, lazy, and her walls clenched around his knot.



    Juniper: I'm on my side. I have the toy inside me and I'm just holding it there. The knot part. I've been holding it since you said he was inside you

    Mira: Good girl. How wet?

    Juniper: Mira...

    Mira: Tell me or I stop

    Juniper: Soaking. The sheets are a mess, Mom's gonna think I wet the bed.

    Mira: Close your eyes. It's not the toy. It's him. He's inside you the way he's inside me right now. You can feel his heartbeat through it.



Mira was circling her clit in slow steady strokes now, her walls gripping and releasing around his knot in rhythm. Dad shifted in his sleep, hips pressing forward a fraction, and a fresh trickle of warmth leaked around the seal and ran down her thigh. She bit her lip.



    Juniper: I'm moving it. Slow. Like he would

    Mira: He goes so slow Juni. Patient. He'll hold you and talk to you and you won't even notice you're taking more until you look down and he's deeper than you thought possible

    Juniper: God

    Juniper: I can feel it against the spot. The one you showed me. If I angle it right

    Mira: Push down on it. Let the knot stretch you

    Juniper: It's so big

    Mira: You took it before. You can take it again. Breathe and push.



A pause. Then three dots. Then nothing. Then three dots again.



    Juniper: It's in

    Mira: All of it?

    Juniper: All of it. Mira I'm so full I can feel my heartbeat in it

    Mira: That's his heartbeat. That's what it feels like when he knots you. When he locks inside and just stays. Nothing moves. Everything pulses.



Mira's own breath was ragged now. Her fingers worked her clit faster, slick with his cum and her own arousal, the wet sound of it quiet but unmistakable in the dark room. Dad's knot throbbed inside her in a rhythm that matched what her fingers were doing and she was so close, had been close since she started, since she felt the seal and tasted them both on her finger.



    Juniper: I'm close. Mira I'm really close

    Mira: Me too. I'm touching myself around his knot right now. He's still asleep and I'm going to cum on him and he won't even know

    Juniper: Oh god

    Mira: Together. Let's do it together. Type "now" and hit send when you come and I'll do the same. I'll squeeze a little more out of Daddy when you do for both of us.



She closed her eyes. Felt his heartbeat through the knot. Felt her own pulse in her fingertips. Felt the tightening low in her belly, the build, the edge. Held herself there. Fingers working careful, building but not crossing over.



*Edging.* She'd heard that before from Daddy, they'd done it sometimes when he teased her.



Her phone lit up.



    Juniper: NOW!!!



Mira's fingers moved back and forth over her clit in a crescendo of pressure and speed that hurtled her over the edge, her body had been coiled and ready and Juniper's word was what it needed.



    Mira: Now ;3



She came with her face buried in the pillow, teeth clenched, every muscle pulling tight around his knot. At the peak of it she bore down and *squeezed*, hard, deliberate, milking him the way she'd promised. His body answered. Even in sleep, even unconscious, his cock throbbed and a thick pulse of cum flooded against her cervix. *For Juni.*



She shuddered through the aftershocks, silent, phone gripped in her paw.



When she could see straight, she looked at the screen.



    Juniper: asjdkfjsd

    Juniper: I bit my pillow

    Juniper: I think I just woke up my sister

    Mira: Did you?

    Juniper: No she's still snoring. Oh my god Mira.

    Juniper: That was...

    Mira: Yeah ;3



Mira's pulse was still hammering. His cum pooled inside her, warm and heavy, sealed by the knot that hadn't softened yet. Her thighs were slick. The sheets were worse.



    Juniper: Saturday can't come fast enough

    Mira: The wetter you are, the easier it'll be. I'm helping.

    Juniper: You're terrible and I love you

    Mira: Obviously. Do your laundry before Mom sees those sheets.

    Juniper: OH GOD!!!! Yeah I'll get up early!!!!

    Juniper: Ok ok ok. Goodnight for real

    Mira: Delete these so there's no snooping. ;3

    Juniper: Already did. Night <3

    Mira: Night bun. :3



Dad's arm tightened around her in his sleep. His knot pulsed softly, once more, like a goodnight of its own.



 ——————— 


Friday


Friday was torture.



They sat next to each other in every class they shared, passing folded scraps of notebook paper back and forth under their desks. Juniper's handwriting got shakier as the day went on.



Her first note, slid across during math: *What will he do first?*



Mira thought about it. Wrote back on the same scrap and slid it over: *Use your imagination. He'll be gentle, but test you.*



The scrap came back. *Will it hurt?*



*Only if you're not relaxed. And he'll make sure you are.*



A long wait. Juniper held the paper in her lap, pencil hovering, not writing. Then the fold appeared on Mira's knee: *Will you be there?*



*The whole time. I promise.*



The last note back was just a small drawing. A heart, slightly lopsided, with an arrow through it.



 ——————— 


Week Six: First Touch


Saturday Morning


Saturday morning, Mira woke to Dad's knot still softening inside her, his arm heavy across her waist. She shifted, felt him pulse one last time, and smiled against the pillow.



"Today," she murmured.



"Today." His voice was warm against her ear. "You're sure about this?"



"She's sure. She's been sure all week. I'm sure too." Mira turned in his arms, faced him. "Are *you* sure?"



Dad studied her for a long moment. His hand found her cheek, thumb stroking along her jaw, tracing gently along the bottom of her pointed snout.



"I haven't stopped thinking about her." His voice was quiet, honest in a way he only was with Mira. "How small she is. How she'd feel. The sounds she'd make." He swallowed. "I want to be careful with her. I want to do right by her. But I'd be lying if I said that was all I want."



"Good." Mira kissed his palm. "You know, I've been winding her up a bit this week. I want to see her take you. I shouldn't want to, but I do. It's... partly why I brought her to you. Not just that she asked, not just that I care. Something curious inside to share her with you."



She was quiet for a moment. His knot pulsed again, still connecting them.



"Can I tell you something weird?"



"Always."



"The sleepovers. The touching, the exploring, just me and her... the kiss in her tree. Especially the kiss." Mira pressed her face into his chest. "It felt like I was keeping something from you. Not the secret part. The *her* part. Like I had this whole thing with Juni that you weren't in, and it made me feel... less yours. Less faithful."



His hand stilled on her back. He brought both arms around and embraced her fully.



"Bringing her here, sharing her with you. It's not me giving something away." She tilted her face up. "It's me bringing everything back to us. So nothing's separate. So there's no part of my life you're not inside."



Dad's throat worked. He didn't answer right away. When he did, his voice was rough.



"That's not weird, cub. That's... our whole relationship is unique. And your childhood, your ability to date, to be *normal*... I don't want *us* to steal from *you* and I'm *glad* you have Juni. Cub, you deserve to find romance with a friend. I don't want to steal more than I already have from you."



"You've *given me everything* Daddy. We're partners. Lovers. I *choose* this. And now I can share something really important back, because *Juniper* wants this too, and I think it'll be good."



She pressed closer into the embrace, squeezing him back as hard as she could.



"You're perfect, cub." Dad kissed her between her ears. "I have to ask, winding her up how?"



"Telling her things." Mira smiled against his chest. "About our mornings. About waking up tied to you. About Bear and being double penetrated." She felt Dad's interest sharpen, his grip shifting. "About the plugs. About leaking your cum all day at school, ruining my panties." She paused. "And last night I sexted her while you were asleep inside me. I was milking your knot while she worked her toy and we came at the same time."



Dad went still. Then his chest shook once under her cheek. Laughing.



"So that's why I didn't sleep well." His ears tilted forward. "I kept dreaming something was squeezing me."



"*Someone* was." She grinned. "She bit her pillow and almost woke her sister."



His arm tightened around her. She could feel him hardening against her back.



"Next time, wake me." His voice was low against her ear. "We can text her together. Texts were cleared, right?" Mira nodded. He paused. "What you did was *hot* though. I'm going to be thinking about it all day."



"And earlier this week, I told her everything, Daddy." Mira traced a claw through his chest fur. "She was practically vibrating by Thursday. I told her you'd been thinking about her too, about how small she is, how careful you'd have to be. How her scent was distracting you."



"It has been." His voice had gotten rougher. "I can smell her on you, you two interacting at school. It's... complicated."



"What kind of complicated?"



"Dangerous complicated." But he was smiling when he said it. "How's she handling it?"



"Wetter is easier." Mira grinned. "She's going to be dripping by the time she gets here. I told her you like skirts without panties on Saturday mornings. That I wouldn't be wearing panties when she arrived."



Dad's laugh was warm and dark. "My clever girl. Preparing body *and* mind."



"I learned from you." Mira stretched against him, feeling him slip free at last, the familiar trickle of warmth following. "She's ready, Daddy. I made sure."



His arms tightened around her. They lay there as the morning light grew, planning the day ahead.



 ——————— 


Juniper arrived at two, ears flushed pink and pressed flat with nervous energy. She'd worn a sundress, *easier access,* Mira realized, and felt a flush of warmth at the thought, and her fur looked freshly brushed, soft and gleaming.



"Hi," she said, standing in the doorway. Pitched higher than usual, ears twitching.



"Hi." Mira pulled her inside, hugged her tight. "You okay?"



"I'm going to throw up." But Juniper was smiling. "Or explode. One of the two."



Dad appeared from the kitchen, wiping his hands on a dish towel. Casual. Normal. Like this was any other Saturday.



"Juniper." His voice was warm. "Hungry? I made sandwiches."



"I..." She swallowed. "I don't think I can eat."



"That's okay." He crossed to them, and Mira saw Juniper's ears press back, sharp and focused. Anticipation. "We don't have to do anything you're not ready for. We can just hang out. Watch a movie. Whatever you need."



"I don't want to watch a movie." Juniper's voice was small but certain. "I've been waiting all week. I don't want to wait anymore."



Dad and Mira exchanged a look. He raised an eyebrow: *Your call.*



Mira nodded.



"Okay," Dad said. He offered Juniper his hand. "Then let's go upstairs."



 ——————— 


Mira's bedroom. Familiar territory, but with all three of them standing in it, the door closed, the afternoon light warm through the curtains.



Juniper stood in the center of the room, her paws clasped in front of her, ears alternating between perked and flat like she couldn't decide how to feel. She settled on one ear up and the other flopped to the side. Dad settled on the edge of the bed, relaxed, giving her space. Mira took the desk chair, close enough to touch if Juniper needed her.



"Come here," Dad said. Gentle. An invitation, not a command.



Juniper crossed to him on slightly unsteady legs. When she got close, he reached out and took her paws in his, so much larger than hers, Mira noticed. Juniper's small rabbit hands disappeared in his fox grip.



"Tell me what you want," he said. "In your own words."



"I—" Juniper swallowed. "I want to be able to take Bear. His knot. All of him."



"And you understand that takes preparation."



"Yes."



"Stretching. Time. Things that might feel strange at first." His thumb rubbed across her knuckles. "Things that most adults would say you're too young for."



"I know." Juniper's voice steadied. "Mira told me. And I still want it."



Dad studied her for a long moment. Then he tugged gently, and Juniper stepped between his knees, close enough that he could look up into her face.



"If anything feels wrong," he said, "you tell me. Immediately. Even if you think it might disappoint me, or Mira, or ruin the mood. Your comfort matters more than any of that. Understood?"



"Understood."



"Good girl." His hands moved to her waist, resting there lightly. "Now. Let's see what we're working with."



 ——————— 


Juniper's sundress pooled on the floor. She stood in just her underwear, white cotton, simple, damp at the center, her small body trembling slightly in the cool air.



"You're beautiful," Dad said, and Mira watched Juniper's ears flush pink.



"I'm... I'm not really anything yet." Juniper's voice was shy. "Not like Mira. She's beginning to grow *curves.*"



"You have exactly what you're supposed to have." Dad's hand traced down her side, over her hip, following the line of her body. "Every girl is different. You'll grow into yourself."



"But right now I'm just..." She gestured vaguely at her flat chest, her narrow hips.



"Right now you're perfect." He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her underwear. "May I?"



Juniper nodded.



He slid them down slowly, revealing her, that neat vertical seam Mira knew so well now, tucked and compact, barely visible beneath cream fur. Juniper stepped out of her underwear and stood naked before him, her cotton tail twitching with nerves.



"Lie down," Dad said. "On your back. Mira, come hold her hand."



They arranged themselves. Juniper on her back on Mira's bed, knees bent, Mira kneeling beside her with their fingers interlaced. Dad settled beside her and leaned in close.



"Relax." Dad's voice was low, soothing against her cheek. "We're not rushing anywhere."



His fingers found her ears first. Tracing the length of one, base to tip, slow enough that Juniper's eyes fluttered shut. Rabbits carried their whole nervous system in their ears. Even a delicate touch could overwhelm, but Dad was being gentler than delicate. He stroked along the inner edge where the fur was thinnest, and Juniper made a sound that wasn't quite a word.



"There," he murmured. "Just feel."



His hand drifted lower. Along her chin, down her neck, a filed claw tracing gently across the flat plane of her chest. His thumb brushed one small nipple and Juniper's breath caught, her back arching slightly. He circled it, patient, unhurried, until the tiny bead stiffened under his touch. Then the other. Juniper's grip on Mira's hand tightened, but her body was loosening, the rigid trembling giving way to something warmer. Dad leaned in and gave each nipple a tender lick, the cool air tightening them as the wetness evaporated.



"You said you weren't anything yet," Dad said quietly, his palm resting flat on her sternum, feeling her heartbeat. "You're wrong about that."



Then he shifted. Settled between her thighs. His fingers traced along her inner thigh, and Juniper gasped, but it was a different gasp now. Not surprise. *Want.*



"Sensitive," Dad observed. "That's good."



He traced higher. Along the crease where thigh met body, then inward, following the line of her seam. Juniper whimpered.



"Still okay?"



"*Yes.*" She breathed the word. "It's just—no one's ever—you're so *gentle*—"



Mira's free hand found Juniper's shoulder, kneading softly. She could feel the tension coiled there, the rabbit's small muscles tight with anticipation. "Breathe, Juni. You're doing good."



Juniper leaned into the touch, some of the tension easing. Her free paw found Dad's wrist, not pushing away, not pulling closer. Just resting there. Learning his rhythm.



"That's it." Dad's finger found her entrance, traced the outline of it. "You're already wet. Can you feel it?"



"I've been wet all week." Juniper laughed, shaky. "I couldn't stop thinking about this."



"Good. That's your body preparing itself." He pressed, just slightly. "I'm going to slide one finger inside. Tell me how it feels."



His finger sank into her.



Juniper's back arched off the bed, her grip crushing Mira's hand. "*Oh*—"



"Too much?"



"No, it's—" She panted, adjusting. "It's different. When I do it myself it doesn't feel like—you're so much *bigger*—"



"My fingers are larger than yours." He held still, letting her adjust. "Does it hurt?"



"No. Just... full. Fuller than I expected."



"That's one finger." He began to move, slow, shallow strokes. "Bear's tip is wider than two of mine. His shaft wider still." He curled his finger, found something inside her that made Juniper cry out. "His knot is wider than four."



"*Oh god—*" Juniper's hips bucked. "What did you—"



"Right there." Dad kept stroking, gentle but deliberate. Juniper's paw was still on his wrist. She pressed against it now, feeling the motion from the outside, learning what he did to make her feel like that.



Mira watched her friend come apart. The way her ears splayed flat, the way her toes curled, the way her small body trembled on the edge of something huge. She'd been on that edge herself so many times.



"I'm—something's—" Juniper's voice cracked. "Mira, I think I'm going to—"



"Let it happen." Mira squeezed her hand. "It's okay."



Dad's thumb found her clit.



Juniper *keened.*



Not pain. Pleasure, overwhelming and unexpected, crashing through her small body like a wave. Her pussy clenched around Dad's finger, her hips jerking, her whole body shaking.



Dad kept moving. Slower now, riding it out. When it finally passed, Juniper lay there panting, eyes glazed, her grip on Mira's hand gone slack.



"That was..." She couldn't finish the sentence.



"Perfect." Dad withdrew slowly. "And you didn't let go of my wrist the whole time."



Juniper looked down at her own paw, still curled around his forearm. She hadn't noticed. "I wanted to feel what you were doing. From both sides."



Dad's ears eased forward. Mira saw it, that softening she recognized.



"Smart girl," he said quietly. "Curious and eager."



 ——————— 


They stayed like that for a few minutes. Juniper catching her breath, Mira still holding her hand, Dad sitting back on his hock.



"Bear didn't do that," Juniper said eventually. Her voice was thoughtful, not accusatory. "When he mounted me. He just... went."



"Bear follows instinct." Dad lapped the slick off his fingers and groomed his fur flat. "He doesn't know how to be careful."



"I know." Juniper's ears twitched. "That's part of what I like about him. It's honest. He wants me and he takes me and he doesn't pretend about it." She paused. "But this was different. You made it *matter.*"



Mira's breath caught. Not jealousy. Recognition. She'd worn that exact expression the first time Dad's fingers had found the right spot inside her.



"Can I..." Juniper bit her lip. "Can I feel more? Not fingers." She glanced down at Dad's lap, where he was hard, flushed red, the tapered tip glistening. "I want to feel *you.*"



Mira met her father's eyes. He raised an eyebrow: *How far?*



She thought about it. The toy had stretched Juniper to three of her own small fingers. But Dad's fingers were bigger, and his tip was tapered, like all fox anatomy. The same tip that had started Mira's own stretching at seven, four years of patient work before she'd taken more.



"Your tip," Mira said quietly. "Like you did with me. She's ready."



 ——————— 


Dad reclined against the pillows, settling into a half-sitting position. "Come here," he said to Juniper, his voice rougher now. "Back to me. I want to hold you."



Juniper moved on shaky legs, letting him guide her into his lap. She settled against his chest, her small body fitting in the cradle of his larger frame. Her cotton tail brushed against his shaft, and she gasped at the contact.



"Feel that?" His arms wrapped around her from behind, one hand splaying across her belly. "That's what you do to me."



"It's so *warm.*" Her tail twitched against him. "And it's... right there."



His fingers found her clit, circling slowly. Juniper's head fell back against his shoulder, her breath going shallow.



"Mira." Dad's voice was steady, controlled. "Help her. Guide her down when she's ready."



Mira knelt in front of them. This close, she could see everything: Juniper's slick folds, Dad's cock pressed against the small of her back, the way Juniper's hips had already started to rock without her noticing. Seeking him.



"I want—" Juniper's voice broke. "Please."



"Lift up," Mira said softly. "Just a little."



Juniper raised herself on trembling thighs. Mira reached between them and found Dad's cock, hot and hard and familiar. She positioned the tapered tip against Juniper's entrance. The rabbit whimpered at the contact.



"Go slow," Dad breathed. "Your pace. Only what you can take."



Juniper sank down.



His tip pressed in. Just the first inch, tapered and slick, stretching her in a way fingers couldn't match. Juniper's whole body went rigid, an excited humming sound escaping her.



"*Oh*—it's *in* me—"



"Just the tip." Dad held perfectly still. "How does it feel?"



"*Full.*" She was panting, trembling around that single inch. "I can feel you pulsing."



Mira was watching Juniper's face as her eyes rolled back, half-lidded.



Juniper turned her head toward Dad. Pressed her cheek against his, eyes closing the rest of the way, her whole body softening into him like she'd found the place she fit.



"Move," she whispered. "Please. I'm *ready.*"



He lifted her barely half an inch, then let her sink back down. Slow, careful, nothing like Bear. Just a gentle grinding that let her feel every ridge of his tip sliding against her walls.



Juniper didn't scream this time. She *sighed.* Long and shaky and surprised, like she'd found something she didn't know she was looking for.



Mira's hand drifted to where they joined. Her finger traced the stretched ring where Juniper's body gripped Dad's shaft, feeling the heat, the slickness, the impossible tightness. Juniper's walls fluttered against her fingertip, and she felt Dad pulse in response.



"You're so tight around him," Mira said softly. "And you're taking him so well."



Juniper made a sound that wasn't words, that pleasant humming vibrating from her core. Her hips rocked, finding their own rhythm against Dad's. Small, instinctive motions, grinding rather than thrusting, keeping him shallow but *close.*



"That's it." Dad's voice had gone rough at the edges. His hands steadied her hips, guiding her pace. "Just like that."



Mira slipped her finger alongside Dad's shaft where it entered Juniper, testing the seal. Tight. So tight she could barely fit beside him. But wet, slick with Juniper's arousal and Dad's precum, both of them dripping.



"She's soaked, Dad." Mira withdrew her finger, looked at the slick coating it.



"I know." His voice had gone thick. "I can feel it."



The rhythm evolved with his voice. Dad's strokes had stayed shallow, just the tip, just the tip, like he'd promised, but each one came a little faster. A little hungrier. His hands on Juniper's hips had gone from guiding to gripping.



Juniper noticed. She reached back, found his cheek, turned his face toward hers. "It's okay," she said, and her voice was steadier than Mira expected. "You don't have to hold back. Not all the way."



She was giving him permission, and she meant it. Steady and sure. A girl who felt safe enough to ask for what she wanted.



Dad made a sound low in his throat. His hips stuttered, pushing deeper—two inches, then two and a half. Juniper's breath hitched, but she didn't tense. She stayed soft against him, letting her body open around the stretch.



"*God*—" Dad's forehead dropped against her shoulder. "You're so—I need to—"



"Don't pull out." Mira said it quietly. She knew her father. Knew the war between want and guilt, the way he'd punish himself later for what felt good now. "She's okay. You're okay. Stay."



Mira grabbed the base of Daddy's knot with her other hand, giving him the agonizing pressure of a simulated tie and massaged the base. His cock twitched and squirted precum inside the small bunny on his lap.



Juniper's hips rolled, taking another half inch. Three, now. Her small body stretched around his shaft, slick and still relaxed from her earlier orgasm, all those weeks of practice paying off. She moved like she belonged there.



"I can feel—" Juniper's voice cracked. "Every time you—*ah*—I can feel you getting closer."



She could. Mira could see it too. Dad's cock was leaking, thick spurts of precum with each stroke. His rhythm had gone ragged, control fraying, each thrust a little deeper than he meant. Her hand held his base firm, giving him something to thrust against.



Three and a half inches. Four.



Juniper didn't flinch. The same depth that had hurt when Bear slammed into her. But this was earned. Worked up to. She was so wet, so open, her body welcoming him deeper with each slow grind.



"*Shit*—" Dad's arms locked around her waist. "I'm going to—inside you—I can't—"



"It's okay," Juniper said again, and her paw found his on her belly, and she pressed his hand flat against where he filled her. "I want you to."



He didn't put on a show. Just a shudder that went through his whole body, his hips pushing deep, his cock pulsing inside that impossibly tight space. Juniper gasped, feeling him flood her, hot and thick, and her own orgasm hit, triggered by his, her walls clenching around him in waves.



Mira watched from inches away. Her paw squeezed the base of his knot, massaging him while his balls clenched and unloaded inside the rabbit, her other paw found herself, dripping, and it only took a few strokes. She came quietly, her forehead against Juniper's knee, while above her Dad emptied himself into her best friend with a sound she'd never heard him make. Raw. Surrendered.



When it faded, the three of them were tangled together. Breathing hard.



 ——————— 


"I came inside you," Dad said, and his voice was wrecked. "I didn't mean to go that deep."



"It felt like at least four inches." Juniper's voice was dreamy. "Same as Bear. But it didn't hurt." She clenched around him, and they both shuddered. "It feels... *warm.*"



"Because you were ready," Mira murmured from between their legs, her cheek pressed against Dad's thigh.



They were quiet for a while. Dad still inside her. Juniper's breathing slowly settling.



"No one's ever held me like this," Juniper said eventually. Her voice was small, not sad exactly, just honest. "My family barely notices me most days."



Mira felt Dad's arm tighten around the rabbit. He didn't say anything. Didn't have to.



"We're family now," Mira said softly.



Juniper smiled, clenching around Dad and reached to hold Mira's paw.



"Three squeezes is for *I* *love* *you.*" Mira squeezed. Juniper squeezed both of them back.



Dad stirred after a time, then pulled Juniper tighter. His hand was still on her belly, right where he'd filled her. "I should use a condom next time. I shouldn't have..."



"Did you want to?" Juniper's voice was curious, not accusing. "I really liked it... the warmth inside me. It's why I want Bear. But now I've felt *you.*"



Silence.



"Yes, I wanted to," he admitted. "But wanting doesn't make it safe. You're young, probably too young for it to matter. But *probably* isn't *definitely.*"



Juniper's paw drifted to her belly, covering his hand. "So next time... you'll wear one?"



"I should. I really should."



"Okay." She pressed her face against his chest, and Mira caught the small smile hidden there. "If you really think you should."



Something in her tone made Mira wonder if Dad would actually get to *keep* it on when the moment came. Juniper had a way of getting what she wanted, and what she wanted was clearly still warm and leaking out of her.



*Probably too young.* Mira's paw drifted to her own belly. A flutter. Nerves, probably. Or maybe not.



When Dad finally lifted Juniper off him, the rush of cum made them all watch. It pooled on the sheets, more than Mira expected.



Juniper touched it with wondering fingers. "That was inside me. All of that."



Mira grinned. "You let it all leak out, gotta try again!"



The girls erupted giggling. Dad chuckled along with them.



 ——————— 


"Nobody's eaten since breakfast." Dad pulled on his robe and disappeared downstairs. They heard the fridge open, cabinets close, the clink of plates.



He came back with a tray: sandwiches cut into triangles, cheese slices, sausage slices, crackers, apple slices, two juice boxes, and a coffee for himself. The sandwiches from that morning, the ones Juniper had been too nervous to touch.



They ate on the bed, cross-legged, sheets still wrecked beneath them. Juniper devoured two sandwiches without pausing, then looked embarrassed. Mira put a cheese slice and sausage between two crackers and munched it hungrily as her tummy growled.



"I didn't realize how hungry I was." Juniper reached for a third sandwich, then caught herself. "Rabbit metabolism. Sorry."



"Don't apologize, Juni. Sex burns calories," Dad said mildly, handing her an additional apple slice.



Bear appeared in the doorway, nose working. He padded over and leaned against the bed, his curly tail flopping back and forth, whole body wiggling with hope.



"No," Dad said. His food was in a bowl in the kitchen.



Bear kept wiggling.



Juniper grabbed a sausage slice and held it out. Bear took it with delicate precision, then settled at their feet with a satisfied huff, as if he'd been invited to the family dinner table.



"Pushover," Mira said to Juniper.



"He asked nicely." Juniper's ears were warm. She was sitting naked on cum-stained sheets eating a sandwich her best friend's father had made her, and she looked happier than Mira had ever seen her.



Mira stretched, felt the pleasant ache of the afternoon settle into her muscles. "So... round two?"



Juniper threw an apple slice at her. "I can't feel my legs."



"Lightweight."



"You have *two males* every morning. You're not normal."



"Fair." Mira caught the apple slice and ate it. "What do we do instead?"



Dad had already settled against the headboard, pulling the covers up. "Come here. Both of you."



They crawled in on either side of him, still naked, still sticky in places, but warm and fed and heavy-lidded. Mira tucked under his left arm, Juniper under his right. Bear circled twice at the foot of the bed and collapsed with a groan.



"Read to us?" Mira asked. She hadn't asked in weeks. Hadn't needed to. But tonight felt right.



Dad reached for the nightstand. The worn copy of *Fairy Tails* was right where it always was, spine cracked, pages soft from years of handling. Mama's book.



He opened to a random page, the way he always did, and began to read.



*"The fox and the rabbit lived at the edge of a forest so old it had forgotten its own name. Every night the fox would light a lantern and hang it from the lowest branch of the eldest oak, and every night the rabbit would follow the light home."*



Juniper's ears perked. "This is a kids' book?"



"It was my Mama's," Mira said quietly. "She used to read it to me."



Juniper went still. Then she pressed closer against Dad's side, her ear resting against his ribs where his voice vibrated.



*"'Why do you always light it?' the rabbit asked. 'I know the way by now.'*



*"The fox considered this. 'Because knowing the way and feeling safe on it are different things,' he said. 'The lantern isn't for finding. It's for knowing someone bothered to leave it on.'"*



"Oh," Juniper whispered. She didn't say anything else. Her paw found Mira's across Dad's chest.



Three squeezes.



Dad kept reading. His voice low, steady, the words blurring into warmth. Mira felt Juniper's breathing slow against his other side, felt her own eyes growing heavy, felt Bear's weight shift at their feet as the big dog sighed and settled.



Juniper murmured something against Dad's ribs, half-asleep already. "More practice like this?"



"More practice." Dad's voice was fading too, the book sliding from his fingers. "We'll work you deeper over time. Get you ready for him."



"For Bear." Juniper's eyes found the dog at the foot of the bed. But her paw was still in Dad's. Her body still pressed against his side. She wasn't looking at Bear the way she used to, all hunger and fixation. She looked at him the way you look at something you want but aren't sure you need.



Bear shifted his weight, settling deeper. Patient. He could wait.



Mira's tail fluttered once against the sheets, and she let the warmth pull her under.



 ——————— 


Sunday Morning


Dad was already up when the girls stirred, the smell of eggs and toast drifting up from the kitchen. Mira stretched, feeling the pleasant ache between her legs; she'd fallen asleep pressed against Dad's side, and at some point in the night he had slipped inside her. She could still feel the sticky evidence of that.



Juniper was watching her with sleepy eyes, nestled deeper into the sheets.



"Morning," Mira murmured.



"Morning." Juniper's voice was shy. "Did that really happen? Yesterday?"



"Mmhm." Mira smiled. "All of it."



"I can still feel..." Juniper's paw drifted to her belly. "Inside. It's like... a warmth that won't go away."



"That's what it's like." Mira stretched again, her body already starting to hum with the familiar morning want. "Come on. Dad made breakfast."



 ——————— 


They ate quickly, scrambled eggs, toast, juice, sitting at the kitchen table in oversized t-shirts while Dad nursed his coffee. Bear padded around their feet, hoping for scraps.



The conversation was light. Normal. Like they hadn't all been tangled together naked twelve hours ago. But Mira caught Juniper stealing glances at Dad, at his chest visible through his robe, at his hands wrapped around the mug. And she caught Dad stealing glances back.



When the plates were cleared, a silence fell. Juniper glanced at the clock on the kitchen wall. Almost ten. Her ears flushed pink.



"So..." She bit her lip. "We have until my mom picks me up at noon." Two hours. "What happens now? I mean, I..." She trailed off, embarrassed.



"You what?" Mira prompted.



"I want to see." All in a rush, tumbling. "What you told me about. Your mornings. The..." She glanced at Bear, then back at Mira. "Everything."



Dad set down his coffee. His expression was careful, but Mira could see the heat kindling in his eyes.



"You want to watch," he said. Not a question.



Juniper nodded, ears flat with nervous anticipation. "I want to understand. What it's like. How you... all three of you..."



Mira looked at Dad. He looked back. His ears tilted forward—*permission*—and hers answered with a soft twitch. Desire. The thrill of sharing something private.



"Okay," Mira said. "Come upstairs."



 ——————— 


Mira's bedroom. Morning light warm through the curtains. Bear already knew what was coming; he was pacing by the bed, ears forward, body tight with focus. Eager.



Mira pulled off her t-shirt. Juniper sat in the desk chair, watching with wide eyes, her thighs pressed together.



"It's different every morning," Mira said, climbing onto the bed. Not explaining. Just talking, the way she'd talk about anything. "Sometimes I wake up with him already inside me. Sometimes I put my mouth on him until he pulls me up." Her tail swished. "And Bear always knows when it's his turn."



"Both of them?" Juniper's voice was hushed. "At the same time?"



Mira grinned. "You'll see."



Dad entered the room, robe discarded, already half-hard. His eyes swept over Mira, then Juniper, then back to his daughter.



"Let's show her," he said with a grin.



Dad lay back on the bed. Mira climbed on top, straddling him, and Juniper's breath caught as she watched. Mira reached down, found him, guided his tip to her entrance. She sank down slowly, not all at once, her hips working him with a slight rolling motion, each rotation grinding his tip where she needed it, taking him deeper with every small thrust. She moaned as he filled her, her body opening around the familiar stretch, slick enough that the sound carried across the room.



Juniper's paw had found her own thigh. She wasn't aware of it yet.



"Now watch," Mira murmured. She leaned forward...



She lowered herself against Dad's chest, pressing her small nipples into his warm fur, feeling his heartbeat thud against her cheek. His cock twitched inside her, fully hilted, stretching her in all the right ways. Her tail instinctively flagged high exposing the tight pink ring he'd spent years training.



"And then Bear."



Bear had been pacing, whining, precum dripping in a thin strand from his sheath.



When he heard his name the Akita leapt onto the bed. He sniffed where her tail lifted, but wasted no more time.



Now his front paws clamped around Mira's waist—claws pricking through her fur, his full weight driving her down *hard* onto Dad's cock. She gasped at the sudden pressure, Dad groaning beneath her.



Bear's hips humped frantically. His slick red tip jabbed against her, seeking, missing, seeking again—



*There.*



He found her ass and *drove* home.



"*AH—!*" Mira's whole body jerked. Bear didn't ease in, didn't wait—just started *fucking,* that mindless desperate rhythm, his cock pistoning into her trained hole while Dad's cock throbbed in her pussy an inch away.



"Oh my *god*—" Juniper's voice cracked. "They're both—you have *both of them inside*—"



"*Yesss*—" Slurred. Mira's face dropped against Dad's chest. She could feel them pressing against each other through the thin wall inside her, Dad's heat and Bear's heat separated by less than an inch of her. Every thrust from Bear shoved her down onto Dad. Every roll of Dad's hips ground her back against Bear's hammering. And between them, both of them inside her at once. The hinge. The center.



"*Fuck,* cub—" Dad's claws dug into her hips. "I can feel him—through you—"



 ——————— 


Juniper was squirming, her pussy tingling, her arousal building. She couldn't sit still.



Juniper was off the chair before she knew she'd moved. Her paw was already under her sundress, two fingers slick against herself, but that wasn't why she was moving. She needed to *see.* Needed to understand.



She circled to the side of the bed. Bear's red cock hammered in and out of Mira's tiny spread asshole—the speed of it, the *violence* of it, nothing like what she'd imagined when Mira described their mornings over juice boxes at school. Mira had made it sound like waking up warm. This was something else. The wet slap of Bear's hips, the way Mira's whole body jolted with each thrust, the sounds punching out of her that weren't words anymore.



*This is what she meant.* Juniper's fingers stilled inside herself. *This is what it actually looks like.*



And Mira was—god, Mira was *loving* it. Not performing, not enduring. Her back arched into Bear's thrusts, her hips rolled against Dad's, and her face—Juniper leaned closer, drawn by something stronger than curiosity—her expression was *gone.* Tongue lolling, eyes glazed, drool on her chin. Not a person making choices. A body being *used,* and grateful for it.



"*Closer*—" She didn't mean to say it.



"Come look, bunny." Dad's voice was rough, strained. "Close as you can."



*Invited.*



Juniper climbed onto the bed. The mattress dipped. Heat poured off their tangled bodies. From here she could see where they connected: Bear's shaft stretching one hole, Dad's cock buried in the other, both of them inside her best friend at once, each movement tugging on the other in turn. Her fingers found their rhythm between her legs again, faster now, because the awe and the want were the same thing and she couldn't separate them.



She leaned in. Her nose almost touching. The *smell:* musk and iron and something raw that bypassed her brain entirely and went straight between her legs.



"Can I—" Her voice shook. "Can I *taste*—"



"*God* yes—" Mira whimpered.



Juniper's tongue found the junction. Bear's shaft first, hot, slick, the taste of him already familiar from her own experiences, but different here, wilder, mixed with Mira's arousal, penetrating her from behind... she didn't linger, but couldn't help herself. Then lower, where Dad disappeared into her friend's pussy; the taste shifted, saltier, deeper, unmistakably *him.* Her tongue slipped inside alongside his shaft, feeling how impossibly stretched Mira was, and her whole body went still.



*I want this. I want exactly this. I want to be so full I forget my own name.*



She didn't pull away. Her fingers didn't stop.



"*Mira*—" Dad groaned, his hips rolling inside his little girl.



Up close, Juniper saw his balls pulse steady. Precum leaking around her tie.



*It's right there.*



She licked and tasted the thin clear liquid. Sweet, savory, not too strong.



She pulled back. Breathing hard. From this angle she could see Bear's knot, swelling now, battering Mira's rim with each thrust. She reached out without thinking and *touched* it. Hot. Throbbing. Alive under her palm. Her walls clenched around her own fingers so hard it hurt.



*Someday that's going to be inside me. And it's going to be amazing. And I'm going to beg for it.*



 ——————— 


"I can feel *everything*—" Mira was drooling, couldn't help it. "Both of you—so *full*—Daddy, his knot's getting *bigger*—"



She felt it. That swelling pressure battering her rim with each thrust. Bear's knot inflating, demanding entry, forcing her open wider and wider—



"I can feel it too," Dad groaned. "Pressing against my cock—through you—*god*—"



"He's going to lock inside you," Juniper breathed, pulling back to watch. "While your daddy's still—oh *god,* Mira—"



"*YES—*" Mira bore down, relaxed, pushed back—



Bear's knot *breached* her.



She *screamed.* The knot swelled massive inside her, locking them together, pressing so hard against Dad's cock that his heartbeat thudded *through* Bear's flesh. Bear hunched and *came*—hot spurts flooding her ass, so much cum filling her stretched insides while she clenched and spasmed around both of them.



Her orgasm *ripped* through her. She sobbed against Dad's chest, her walls clenching in waves she couldn't control, Bear's knot throbbing in answer, Dad's cock pulsing steady squirts of clear precum against the pressure. Her tongue lolled. Her eyes rolled. She couldn't have said her own name.



Juniper was staring at Mira's face, like she was memorizing what it looked like when someone disappeared into that much pleasure and came back different.



When she could think again, she was still sandwiched, Bear's knot locked in her ass, Dad's cock still hard in her pussy. Bear's cum sloshed inside her with every small movement.



"Daddy." Her voice was wrecked. "Don't finish in me. Not this morning."



He leaned up, kissed her softly, his cock twitching inside her. "I don't know if I can stop—"



"I want to *watch.*" She met his eyes. "Pull out—carefully—and fill *her* instead."



His breath caught. His hips stuttered, fighting the urge to thrust.



"I want to see it," she whispered. "Want to remember it while Bear's knotted in my ass."



Dad's eyes found Juniper—still kneeling at the edge of the bed, three fingers buried in herself, her muzzle wet from tasting them. The little rabbit was trembling, watching them, *waiting.*



Mira clenched around him deliberately. "I can have you tonight. She's leaving in an hour." Her voice dropped. "Give her something to remember too."



Mira lifted herself off Dad's cock, Bear's knot tugging at her ass while she positioned. Slowly, Mira gasped at the emptiness, then climbed sideways, clenching tight around Bear's knot to drag him with her. The dog whined, shuffled his paws, but followed where her body led. She ended up on all fours at the edge of the bed, Bear's weight heavy against her back, his knot still throbbing deep in her ass.



Mira reached between her legs and started making slow deliberate circles. Her pussy—empty now, slick, *aching.*



Dad stood, his cock glistening with Mira's juices, and turned to Juniper.



"Come here." His voice was rough with need.



"*Yes.*" Juniper pulled her soaked fingers free and crawled toward him, trembling. "*Please—*"



He sat up, caught her tiny frame, and pulled her onto her back in one fluid motion, right beside Mira, so close their fur brushed. He settled over her, angling himself at her entrance.



"I want to watch your face," he said softly, brushing his lips against hers—the first time he'd kissed her mouth, Mira realized. "Every expression while I fill you."



Juniper's small paws found his forearms, gripping tight. Her long ears were flat with anticipation.



"Go slow," she whispered. "I want to feel every inch."



His tapered tip found her folds, slick, slightly swollen, ready for him. He teased her there, parting her petals, letting her juices coat him. Mira could see the difference from last night. The frantic need was gone. They were slower now, quieter, and neither of them was looking at her.



He pressed forward. Her tightness resisted—even wet, even wanting, she was so *small*—and he had to work in tiny thrusts, rocking his hips, coaxing her open.



"*Oh—*" Juniper's breath hitched. Her fingers dug into his forearms, not from pain. From the slowness. From the way he was *looking* at her while he did it.



Mira watched from inches away, Bear's knot throbbing in her ass, her own fingers working her slick pussy. Dad's tapered cock disappearing into Juniper—slow, so slow, pulling back to let her wetness coat his shaft before pressing deeper. Juniper's eyes fluttered. Her mouth fell open.



She was trembling. Taking more of him than yesterday, her tiny body stretched around the widening shaft, and the sounds she was making weren't words anymore.



"*More—*" Juniper gasped. "I can—I can take more—"



He held her gaze. Didn't look down. Just watched her face while he worked deeper, reading her the way he read Mira, every twitch, every catch of breath. And Mira saw it happen. Saw Juniper stop trembling, stop bracing, and just... soften into him. The way Mira had, years ago. Juniper's eyes went bright and wet, and she didn't look away from him. Neither did he.



"That's it," Mira breathed, rubbing herself faster, feeling Bear pulse inside her.



Juniper rolled her hips against him experimentally, ears in a tangle, pinned beneath him. She played with the angle while he worked himself in carefully.



As deep as her body would allow, Dad started to *rock.* No more thrusting—just pressure, grinding, his swelling knot kissing her clit with each movement. Juniper wrapped her legs around him, pulling him tighter, her ears pinned flat against the pillow. The angle was perfect—fox cock buried deep in her tiny rabbit pussy, and his knot pressed right *there.*



Mira caught the time on her nightstand. 11:15. They were pushing it, but god, watching them, she couldn't bring herself to interrupt.



"I want—" Juniper was panting now, meeting his rhythm. "I want to feel your knot—can I—"



"It's too big." But his voice was soft, strained. "You're not ready, little one—"



"Just—just let me *feel* it—" Her paw reached between them, found the base of his cock where his knot was starting to swell. Her fingers traced its outline and she *moaned,* her walls clenching around him. "It's so *big*—someday—"



"Someday," he promised, his hips stuttering. "Juniper—I'm close—"



"*No.*" She locked her legs tighter. "Inside. I want it inside. Please, Silas—*please*—"



He couldn't hold back. Mira watched her father bury himself in her best friend and *come,* his hips jerking, his knot pressing against her entrance without quite popping in—too big, not yet, but *pressing,* and Juniper was coming too, crying out as she felt him flood her insides.



"Oh god—" Juniper was sobbing. "I can feel it—so much—you're filling me up—"



The moment stretched. Dad's cock pulsed inside her, his partial knot grinding against her stretched entrance, Juniper milking every drop with desperate clenches.



Then a car door slammed outside.



Everyone froze.



"*Shit.*" Dad pulled out, too fast, cum immediately spilling down Juniper's thighs. "That's your mother."



"*No*—" Juniper's voice was panicked. "She's early—she's *early*—"



Chaos.



Bear's knot finally slipped free of Mira with a wet sound. Dad was already grabbing Juniper's clothes. Mira scrambled for tissues, trying to wipe herself, trying to wipe Juniper—



"The dress—put on the dress—" Dad was stuffing Juniper's arms through the sleeves. "You're soaked—she'll smell—"



"Perfume—" Mira grabbed the bottle from her dresser, spritzed Juniper frantically, then herself between the legs—slight sting, no time to care. "Tell her you spilled juice—"



The doorbell rang.



"*Go.*" Dad pushed Juniper toward the door. He was still naked, still half-hard, Mira's slick and his cum glistening on his softening cock. "I'll get dressed. Mira, stall her."



Mira threw on her own shirt, no underwear, cum still trickling down her inner thighs, and bolted for the stairs.



 ——————— 


She opened the front door with what she hoped was a normal smile.



"Hi, Mrs. Ashford!"



Juniper's mom was a pleasant-faced rabbit with the same long ears as her daughter. She was holding a coffee cup and looking mildly impatient.



"Morning, Mira. Is Juniper ready? We've got brunch with her grandmother."



"She's just getting her stuff together! Come in—do you want some juice or anything?"



She led Mrs. Ashford to the kitchen, hyperaware of her own sticky thighs, of the smell of sex that might still cling to her fur. The perfume helped. Dog cum still leaking from her ass didn't. She grabbed a juice box, poured it into a glass with shaking paws.



Footsteps on the stairs.



Juniper appeared, looking flushed and slightly disheveled, her sleeping bag under one arm. Her sundress was on backwards, Mira noticed with horror, but Mrs. Ashford didn't seem to catch it.



"Ready, sweetheart?"



"Ready." Juniper's voice was almost normal. Almost. "Thanks for having me, Mira. The new games were really fun."



"Anytime." Mira hugged Juniper carefully. While they hugged, she slipped something into the sleeping bag's front pocket: a small vibrator, pale pink silicone, curved to fit snug. She'd asked Daddy to get a matching one for her. Dad had the app for both.



Against Juniper's ear, she whispered: "Present in your bag. It's a secret... I'll text you."



Juniper's ears flushed but she didn't miss a beat. "Okay."



And then she was gone, whisked away by an oblivious mother, still leaking Silas's cum into her sundress as she climbed into the family car.



Mira stood in the doorway, watching them drive away. Her heart was still pounding.



Dad appeared behind her, finally dressed, and rested a hand on her shoulder.



"That," he said quietly, "was too close."



"Yeah." But Mira was smiling. "Worth it though."



His arm tightened around her. They watched the car disappear around the corner, both of them still smelling like sex, both of them already thinking about next time.



"Definitely worth it," Dad agreed.



 ——————— 


Monday: Aftereffects


Monday at lunch, Juniper slid into the seat next to Mira with her ears flat, fingers picking at a thread on her sleeve.



"So," she whispered, leaning close. "I survived."



"Barely." Mira glanced around; Sage and Theo were arguing about something at the other end of the table, not paying attention. "How bad was it?"



"I put my dress straight in the wash the second I got home." Juniper's nose twitched at the memory. "Mom asked why I was doing laundry. I told her I spilled juice at your place."



"The cover story worked."



"Barely. I was still—" She dropped her voice even lower. "—*leaking* when I sat down for brunch with my grandmother. I could feel it every time I shifted in my chair. I kept thinking she'd smell it somehow."



Mira bit her lip to keep from laughing. "She didn't though."



"No. But I had to excuse myself twice to clean up in the bathroom." Juniper's ears flushed pink. "There was *so much,* Mira. It just kept coming out."



"That's Daddy for you."



They both went quiet, the weight of what they were discussing settling between them.



"Are you okay though?" Mira asked, softer now. "Like... really okay?"



Juniper was quiet for a moment. Her paw found Mira's under the table, squeezed.



"I'm better than okay," she said. "I keep thinking about it. About him. About—" She swallowed. "About next time."



"There'll be a next time."



"Promise?"



"Promise."



 ——————— 


Tuesday


Tuesday afternoon, Mrs. Thornton called on Mira to answer a question about the water cycle.



"Evaporation, condensation, precipitation," she said. Steady. Normal. Like any other kid reciting facts from the textbook.



Nobody looked at her differently. Sage doodled in the margins of her notebook. Theo was already three pages ahead. The clock ticked toward the bell.



*They don't know,* Mira thought. *None of them know.*



The strangeness of it sat in her chest all day, this gulf between who she was at school and who she became at home. But the gulf felt smaller now.



 ——————— 


That night, she lay tangled with Dad in his bed, Bear dozing at their feet. His hand stroked slow lines down her back, and she noticed something different. The desperate edge that had driven her to tears was gentler now. Still warm. Still wanting. But not *frantic.* Even her body felt changed; the constant swollen ache between her legs had eased, her folds no longer puffy and parted with permanent arousal.



"You're different tonight," Dad observed, his hand pausing on her hip.



"I don't feel as crazy." Mira nuzzled against his chest. "Like... the fire's still there, but it's not burning me up anymore."



"That's normal. Heat peaks, then plateaus, then fades." He kissed her forehead. "Your body's learning what it can have, and when."



She didn't think much of it at the time. Just lay there, wistful, thinking of the first night he'd knotted her. The initial warmth flooding deeper than it ever had. Something new.



It would be right, she thought. If... if it happened then. She blushed at the thought. She shouldn't want *that*, but couldn't help it.



Juniper texted that night.



    Juniper: Still thinking about Sunday. Still sore in the best way. When can I come back?



Mira smiled at her phone.



    Mira: Soon. We have to space it out or your mom will wonder.

    Juniper: I know. I hate it though.

    Mira: Me too.



A pause, then:



    Juniper: He really filled me up. I've never felt anything like that.



Mira's tail swished.



    Mira: Wait until you feel Bear.

    Juniper: !!!!!

    Juniper: Ok so the present. I found it. I've been staring at it for two days. EXPLAIN.

    Mira: It's a vibrator. My old one. Three settings. There's a SIM card inside, Dad has an app that controls it from anywhere.

    Juniper: FROM ANYWHERE???

    Mira: Whenever he wants. You can't override it. ;3

    Mira: Gave Daddy your number already too. Expect him to message.

    Juniper: Oh my god

    Mira: Grab your ears.

    Juniper: Uh... okay? Holding them with my other paw.

    Mira: The little nubs on the toy are called bunny ears. They vibrate right on your clit. ;3

    Juniper: OH! I love that!!!!

    Mira: Here's the game. We both wear ours to school. If I get my paw under your skirt and press the button before you stop me... tag. You're it.

    Juniper: That is the most evil thing anyone has ever invented

    Mira: Deal?

    Juniper: DEAL.



She fell asleep smiling, Dad's arm around her, Bear's warmth at her feet.



 ——————— 


Wednesday


At lunch Sage slapped a deck of cards onto the table.



"Okay, *this* is the game everyone's playing." She started dealing before anyone agreed. "It's called Dragon's Hoard. The rules are complicated but basically—"



"Sage, I still don't understand the last game you tried to teach us," Mira said.



"That's because you weren't paying attention. *This* time—"



Theo looked up from his book just long enough to collect his cards, glance at them, and set them face-down. "I fold."



"You can't fold, we haven't even started!"



Juniper caught Mira's eye across the table, a quick glance, a barely-there smile, and Mira felt the invisible thread between them. The thing no one else could see.



Mira waited until Sage was mid-deal, cards flying, all attention on the game. Her paw crept under the table, found Juniper's thigh, and pressed up through the thin fabric of her skirt. One firm push against the button.



Juniper's ears shot straight up. Her whole body locked—paw frozen on her cards, tail rigid, a flush crawling up through pale fur. The vibrator hummed to life against her clit, the bunny ears nestled right where they'd make her squirm.



She didn't squirm. She sat *perfectly still,* eyes fixed on her cards, ears *rigid*, the only tell a small quick thumping under the table. Sage kept dealing. Theo studied his hand. Nobody noticed.



Nobody except Mira, who could smell the change—the warm musk of Juniper's arousal sharpening, her body responding to the buzz whether she wanted it to or not. By the time lunch ended, the inside of Juniper's thighs would be damp, her neat little slit slick and swollen, the vibrator coated in wetness her body couldn't help producing.



*Tag.*



 ——————— 


Juniper got her back in the hallway after fourth period. A brush of shoulders at the locker, quick fingers finding the button through Mira's skirt before she could flinch. The buzz hit and Mira's knees went soft—the vibrator pressing into her puffy folds, the bunny ears right on her clit, and underneath it all, the slick mess she'd been carrying since that morning. Dad's cum still inside her, sealed by the keeper resting against the vibrator's shaft, now being stirred by the buzzing until she could feel it leaking around the edges, warm trickles seeping into the cotton of her panties.



She made it three steps before she had to stop, one paw on the wall, breathing through her nose.



Juniper walked past without looking. But her cotton tail bounced once.



Sage caught them outside science, both flushed, both walking carefully, leaning against the lockers trying to compose themselves.



"You two are so *weird* sometimes."



"Sorry," Juniper managed, her voice strained. "Inside joke."



"Whatever. Come on, we're gonna be late for science."



They followed, walking carefully, and Mira felt the grin tugging at her mouth.



 ——————— 


Math was worse. She sat down and felt it immediately—the vibrator still humming against her puffy little fox vulva, her folds swollen and slick, and Dad's cum not just seeping anymore but *dripping.* A thick trickle escaped around the shaft and slid down her inner thigh, warm and unmistakable, tracing a line through her fur below the hem of her skirt.



She pressed her knees together. The trickle kept going.



Fractions on the board. Mrs. Patterson's voice, something about common denominators. And Mira sitting in the third row feeling a glob of her father's cum slide past her knee.



She couldn't let it reach her ankle. Couldn't let it drip onto the floor. She shifted in her seat, reached down as casually as she could—adjusting her sock, that's all, just fixing her sock—and caught the glob with her fingertip before it could fall. Warm. Thick. The familiar salt-musk of Daddy.



She brought her finger to her mouth without thinking. Sucked it clean. Quick, automatic, the reflex of a girl who'd been swallowing this taste since she was seven.



Tommy Henderson was staring at her.



Two rows over, his face scrunched in naked disgust. He'd caught the tail end—the finger in the mouth, the quick suck—and his conclusion was written across his muzzle.



"Dude," he mouthed. "*Gross.*"



Mira's ears flattened so hard they hurt. Heat flooded her cheeks. She wiped her finger on her skirt, fast, and stared at her textbook until the words stopped swimming.



*He thinks I picked my nose. He thinks I picked my nose and ate it.*



She didn't look up for the rest of class.



She turned the vibrator off in the bathroom stall at break. Her panties were soaked through—a dark patch spreading across the cotton, cum and her own arousal mixed together, the evidence of everything she carried through these hallways every single day. She pressed the damp fabric against herself for a moment, feeling the warmth, feeling *full,* and then pulled everything back into place and went to class.



 ——————— 


Last period. The vibrator buzzed to life without warning.



She stiffened in her seat, pencil freezing mid-word. Juniper was three rows away; she could see her, both paws visible on her desk, nowhere near Mira's skirt.



*Daddy.*



The realization hit her like warm honey. He was working from home, miles away, and he'd just reached through the distance to touch her. The vibration was gentle, just a hello, a reminder, but it made her thighs clench and her ears go hot.



Across the room, Juniper suddenly gasped.



Their eyes met. Juniper's ears were bright pink, her whole body rigid, and Mira understood: Dad had buzzed them *both.* At the same time. Sitting in class, surrounded by oblivious classmates, both of them suddenly vibrating with Daddy's attention.



Mira bit her lip to keep from laughing. Juniper looked like she might combust.



The vibrations stopped after maybe ten seconds. But the message was clear: *I can reach you anywhere. Both of you. Anytime I want.*



Mira's phone lit up in her pocket. She tilted it just enough to read:



    Dad: Thinking about my girls.



"He texted me too," Juniper whispered at the lockers after the bell. She showed Mira her screen: the same message, same timestamp.



    Silas: Thinking about my girls.



"He's *evil,*" Juniper said.



"He really is."



The game had three players.



 ——————— 


Wednesday After School


Juniper's house was twenty-five minutes by foot from school, twenty if they cut through the park.



"Mom's working doubles again," Juniper said, unlocking the front door. "Dad's in Owlklahoma. As usual."



The house was quiet. Clean in that surface way that meant nobody had time for the deeper mess underneath. Juniper's room was the exception: lavender walls covered in drawings and half-finished craft projects, a creative chaos that felt more alive than the rest of the house combined.



"Sit." Juniper produced her fur brush, the good one with the soft bristles, and patted the bed beside her. "You look like you need pampering."



The brush moved through Mira's tail fur in long, slow strokes that made her eyes half-close. Outside, a lawnmower droned somewhere down the block. Normal neighborhood sounds. Normal Wednesday.



"Mira?"



"Mm?"



"Does your dad... miss me? When I'm not there?"



Mira considered the question. "He asks about you. Wants to know how you're doing, if you're okay." She smiled. "I think he likes having someone else to take care of."



"Oh." Juniper's voice was small, pleased. "That's... nice."



"He thinks about you, Juni. Just because you're not there every day doesn't mean you're not on his mind."



"I think about him too." A pause. "Is that weird?"



"No."



They were quiet for a while, the brush working through Mira's fur in steady rhythm.



"I'm jealous sometimes," Juniper admitted. "Not in a bad way. Just... you get him every day. And Bear. And..." She gestured vaguely at her own body. "You wake up full. I wake up alone."



"It won't always be that way."



"Promise?"



"Promise."



Mira didn't linger on her mornings. It would feel like showing off, and she didn't want Juni to feel alone.



"Hey." She reached for her bag. "I brought my sketchbook. Want to draw together?"



Juniper's ears lifted, the melancholy shifting. "Yeah. Actually..." She pulled her own sketchpad out from under her pillow. "Can you show me how you make your characters look so alive? Mine always come out so stiff."



"That's because you're drawing what you *see.* You need to draw what you *feel.*" Mira grinned. "Come on."



They sat cross-legged on Juniper's bed, sketchpads balanced on their knees, and Mira showed her how. Gesture lines first, loose and fast, capturing motion instead of freezing it. How to let your paw move without your brain getting in the way.



Juniper was a quick study. By the third page she was getting the hang of it, ears perked with concentration, tongue poking out of the corner of her mouth. She drew Bear from memory, got his ears wrong, and they both laughed.



They painted each other's claws. Juniper chose sparkly purple, Mira went with deep red. They talked about nothing important.



"Sage told me she's going to start a band."



"Sage can't play anything."



"She said she'll learn. She's already picked the name."



"What is it?"



"*Super-Rabid Electric Coyotes.*"



Juniper fell sideways laughing, nearly knocking over the nail polish. "That's actually perfect for her."



"I know." Mira grinned. "Theo said he'd join if he could just read in the corner during practice."



"That's so Theo." Juniper wiped her eyes, then went quiet for a beat, her brush hovering over Mira's pinky claw. "Hey. You know that wolf kid? Danny Martinez?"



"From science? The one who keeps sniffing the air when I walk past?"



"Yeah." Juniper's ears did something complicated—not quite flat, not quite perked. Somewhere in between. "He was looking at me today. At lunch. Like, *looking* looking. His friend shoved him and he got all red."



"He's always staring. Wolves have better noses than anyone, he can probably smell everything. Dad's cum, my heat, Bear, the vibrators, all of it." Mira wrinkled her nose. "We're basically walking crime scenes."



"Maybe..." Juniper chewed her lip. "Do you think he knows those smells yet though? We're probably just weird to him."



"Weird-smelling girls he can't stop sniffing." Mira raised an eyebrow. "That's basically how it starts."



"He's kind of cute though." Juniper said it fast, like she wanted to get it out before she lost nerve. "In a dumb puppy way. Is that weird?"



"Not weird." Mira finished her pinky claw. "He *does* chew his pencil."



"Like *constantly.*" Juniper grinned. "Do you think he has a crush on anyone?"



Mira looked at her. Juniper's ears flushed.



"Shut up," Juniper said. "I was just asking."



The front door opened at six. Juniper's mom came in with takeout and tired eyes. She was kind—asked about school, ruffled Juniper's ears, told Mira she was welcome anytime—but Mira could see what Juniper meant. There was love there, real love, but stretched thin. Distracted. The look of someone juggling too many things to hold any of them properly.



"I should get home," Mira said after they ate. She texted Dad from the doorway while Juniper hugged her goodbye.



    Mira: Heading out. Walking.

    Dad: It's thirty minutes on foot, cub.

    Mira: I want the walk.



A pause. Then:



    Dad: Be safe. See you soon.



She wanted the walk. Wanted the cooling air on her face and the wind finding her tail, lifting it, playing with the fur the way evening did when you weren't in a hurry.



Her freshly painted claws caught the streetlight. Red, like little embers at the tips of her fingers.



Overhead, the Twin Lanterns were out, two bright stars that formed the dual constellation nearly touching, turning around each other the way they always did while the rest of the sky moved past. She'd carefully stuck them in that way to her ceiling when she was eight, right at the center, because Dad had shown her the real ones from the backyard and she'd wanted them close.



She thought about what it meant to have a dad who *saw* you.



 ——————— 


Thursday Morning


Mira woke to Dad's weight shifting the mattress.



She reached for him automatically, but differently than before. No desperate grab, no whimper of *need.* Just her paw finding his hip, guiding him closer, a sleepy smile on her muzzle.



He slipped inside her the way he always did, and she sighed with pleasure. But it was a settled sigh. Content. The clawing urgency that had driven her to tears those first weeks was gone. Just warmth. Ease.



Bear took his turn after, and that was easy too. Just bodies that knew each other. Just comfort with teeth and fur.



That night, Dad's hand rested on her belly as they lay tangled together.



"You're calmer," he observed. "Less frantic."



"I feel... settled." She couldn't explain it better than that. "Like something clicked into place."



He was quiet for a moment. His thumb traced circles on her lower belly, thoughtful.



"I should get a test," he said finally.



Mira blinked. "A test?"



"I've been finishing inside you for weeks, cub. Every day of your heat." His voice was gentle, but serious. "We should know for sure. One way or the other."



She hadn't thought about it like that deeply, not since early in her cycle. The breeding had felt so natural, just part of their rhythm, part of being his. But he was right. All those mornings. All those nights. Bear too, though that didn't count the same way, ferals couldn't really *breed* with furs.



"Okay," she said quietly. "If you think we should."



"I'll pick one up tomorrow." He kissed her forehead. "Whatever it says, we'll figure it out together."



She nodded against his chest, and didn't think much more of it.



 ——————— 


Friday


After school the testing kit caught her eye.



It had been sitting on the bathroom counter since that morning, where Dad had set it before she left. She'd avoided looking at it while brushing her teeth, avoided thinking about it through six periods and a lunch where Sage tried to teach them yet another card game.



Now she stood in the bathroom, the stick in her paw, trying to remember how to breathe.



*Just pee on it. Wait three minutes. Simple.*



She read the instructions twice. Hold the absorbent tip in the stream for five seconds. Replace the cap. Lay flat. Wait.



She sat on the toilet, stick in her right paw, and tried to aim. The first second missed entirely, warm splashing against her fingers instead of the tip. *Ew.* She wrinkled her nose, adjusted, tilting the stick, and the stream found it. One. Two. Three. Four. Five. Warm pee on her knuckles, the faint smell of it sharp in the small bathroom.



She capped it with wet fingers and set it on the edge of the tub. Went to the sink. Washed her paws, soap and warm water, watching herself in the mirror while the test sat behind her doing its invisible chemistry. Her reflection looked the same as always. Same green eyes, same pointed ears, same face she'd had since she was small.



*Three minutes. Then I'll know.*



She dried her paws and sat on the edge of the tub next to the test.



Three minutes. She sat on the edge of the tub, tail wrapped around herself, watching the little window like it might explode. Dad waited outside as if silently summoned; she could hear him pacing, his claws clicking softly on the hallway floor just out of view.



Three minutes was nothing. Three minutes was forever.



She thought about the first night he'd knotted her. The warmth flooding deeper than it ever had, pooling where it was meant to pool, and the strange certainty that had settled through her afterward. Not a thought. A knowing. Her body had understood before her mind caught up.



She thought about every morning since. Waking up full of him. Walking to school carrying him inside her. The keeper holding everything in place while she sat in class and pretended to be a normal girl with normal problems. She'd never once asked him to pull out. Never once wanted him to.



*What if it says no?* The thought surprised her. She'd been bracing for positive, steeling herself. *Hoping,* if she were honest... the thought surprised her. But the other possibility was there too, and it stung in a way she hadn't expected. She pressed her paw against her lower belly. *What if there's nothing?*



The otter watched her from the wall hanging in her room. She could see it through the open bathroom door just across the hallway. Dad's illustration, framed now, the one he'd drawn that lazy Sunday after the sleepover. Every muscle labeled in his neat hand. The fur so detailed it looked alive, even split open to show its insides.



*Everything looks different when you know what's underneath.*



When the time was up, she looked.



Two lines.



*Positive.*



Her heart slammed against her ribs. The bathroom tiles went bright. She gripped the edge of the tub with both paws because the floor felt like it was tilting, slowly, the whole house rotating around those two small lines in that small window.



*His.*



"Daddy?" The word caught in her throat.



It took only a moment, he'd been waiting. She heard him approach the open door. He took one look at her face, then at the test in her trembling paw, and crossed to her in two strides. Gathered her up, lifted her right off the edge of the tub, held her against his chest.



"It's positive," she whispered into his fur.



She felt the moment he stopped breathing. A full beat where his chest went still against her cheek, his arms locked around her, his whole body held in a silence that wasn't calm. Then the breath came back, shaking, and she felt something wet land on the top of her head.



She didn't look up. Let him have it without being watched.



"I have a spelling test on Monday," she said. She didn't know why that was the thing that came out. "I can't do long division without counting on my fingers."



His laugh was wet, broken. He held her tighter.



"I'm not scared, Daddy." She pulled back to look at him. "Should I be scared?"



"I don't know." His voice was honest, raw. His eyes were bright, the amber darker than usual. "I'm terrified. And I've never been happier. Both at the same time."



"Me too." She pressed her face back into his chest. "The happy part more."



They stood there. The test on the edge of the tub. Bear's claws clicking somewhere downstairs. The house quiet around them in a way that felt permanent, like the walls had heard and were holding their breath too.



"*Our baby,*" Dad said quietly looking at the positive test. Two lines that divided past and present with permanence. "Growing inside you, cub." His paw found her belly, spread flat, protective. "We did this together, you won't be alone in this. I love you so much, Mira."



Her throat closed. She covered his paw with hers.



"I'm going to have a kit. I'm going to be... a mother."



The word tumbled out of her and her somewhere she wasn't ready for. *Mother.* She was eleven. She still slept with a stuffed fox her mama had given her, tucked behind her pillow where no one could see. She still needed Dad to reach the top shelf.



"Do you think Mama would be disappointed in us?" she asked. The question surprised her. But the stuffed fox, the photos on the mantle, the book of fairy tails on the nightstand. Mama was everywhere in this house. "I know I'm too young. But I want this."



Dad went quiet. His thumb traced a slow circle on her belly.



"Never disappointed for you. Terrified for you, I think," he said finally. "Maybe disappointed in me." A pause. "Everything changed when she passed. What developed between us wouldn't have happened if she were still here. We found comfort in each other when... you know. It's how we survived it, but what we have is special, and we're moving forward in ways she would understand." He kissed the top of her head. "Really, truly, you'll be a great mother, Mira."



*His baby. Inside me. I'm fully claimed. Fully his. Forever.*



She didn't know if she wanted to laugh or cry, so she just held on tighter.



 ——————— 


"How do you feel?"



They were in bed that night. Dad's hand rested on her belly, a new habit, protective and possessive, like he was cradling something precious.



"Different." Mira covered his hand with her own. "The same way I felt different after Bear. After you. But different than that. There's something new inside of me, and I can't go back."



"You can't." His voice was gentle. "There's no going back from this, cub. Not ever."



"I know." She rolled over to face him, pressed close. "I don't want to go back. I want to go forward. With you, with Bear, with..." She touched her belly. "With whoever's in there."



"Luna," Dad said quietly.



Mira blinked. "What?"



"If it's a girl. Luna." He was looking at something far away, something she couldn't see. "Your mother liked that name. She said once that if we ever had another girl, she wanted to call her Luna. After her grandmother."



*Luna.* Something about it fit.



"And if it's a boy?"



"Then we'll think of something." He smiled, and for a moment he looked younger than she'd ever seen him. "But I think it's a girl. Just a feeling. Foxes always know."



Mira tucked herself against his chest, feeling the steady beat of his heart. Bear shifted at the foot of the bed, resettling himself.



"Luna Blackthorn," she whispered, trying out the sound. "I like it."



Dad's arms tightened around her.



 ——————— 


She hadn't told Juniper yet. It was still too new, too *hers.*



Juniper texted that night.



    Juniper: When can I come back? I miss your dad's hands.



Mira smiled at her phone.



    Mira: This Saturday. Sleepover. Dad says we can work on stretching again.

    Juniper: !!!!!! Finally!!!!

    Mira: He wants to try something new. Says you're ready for more.



A pause. Then:



    Juniper: More like... more of him?

    Mira: More of his knot. If you can take it.



The response was instant:



    Juniper: I can take it. I've been practicing with the toy every night. I NEED it, Mira. I think about it constantly.

    Juniper: And I don't know what's going on but I've been so sensitive lately. Like everything is more intense. Is that weird?



Mira stared at the words. She knew exactly what that meant, remembered feeling the same way right before her own heat had deepened. But that was Juniper's discovery to make.



    Mira: Not weird. Just means you're ready.



Mira's tail swished. Juniper's eagerness was infectious, and familiar. She remembered feeling that same desperate want, back when Dad was first stretching her.



    Mira: Saturday. Be ready.



 ——————— 


Catch Me Again

* Chapter 8: Catch Me Again *


Week Seven: Deeper


Mrs. Ashford's minivan pulled into the driveway just after nine.



Mira watched from the window as Juniper climbed out, Bunny ears flopping lazily, overnight bag over her shoulder, practically bouncing. But instead of waving goodbye, Mrs. Ashford walked up the path with that tired smile she always wore.



Dad opened the door before she knocked.



"Mr. Blackthorn. Silas." She shifted her purse strap. "I wanted to say thank you. For having June so often."



"She's welcome any time. Really, it's no trouble; the girls mostly draw and play video games. Do homework, sometimes."



"I know, I just—" She exhaled, her long ears drooping. "Warren's on the road again. Third week this month. Oil field work pays well, but..." A shrug that said everything. "And the hospital's short-staffed. I've been picking up doubles. Lily and Rose are at my mother's more than they're home, and babysitters cost more than I'm making at this point."



"Honestly, it helps me too. I can focus on client work when they're keeping each other busy." He smiled. "You're doing me a favor."



Mrs. Ashford's shoulders loosened. "She lights up when she talks about you all. About Mira, and—" A small laugh. "Even your dog."



"Bear's very popular."



The akita huffed at his name and his tail swished back and forth, curled over his back as always.



"Well." She checked her watch. "Shift starts at ten. You have my number?"



"Juniper shared it with me. Drive safe."



She was already heading back, waving over her shoulder.



The minivan pulled away, and Dad closed the door to find both girls waiting, Juniper practically vibrating, Mira grinning at her friend's impatience.



"She's gone?" Juniper asked.



"She's gone."



Juniper had worn another sundress, pale blue with tiny white flowers, and Mira could tell from the way she walked that she wasn't wearing anything underneath. Bold. Eager. Juniper did a cute twirl and hopped in place.



"I've been thinking about this all week," Juniper whispered, grabbing Mira's paw. "Every night. I can't sleep without—" She flushed. The bunny leaned in to the fox even closer, short muzzle nestled in her ear. "*Without practicing.*"



"Show me later." Mira grinned. "But first, breakfast. Dad made pancakes."



They sat at the kitchen table. Bear claimed his spot underneath, his heavy head finding Juniper's bare foot immediately. She curled her toes into his fur without thinking.



"Sage is losing her mind," Juniper said between bites, syrup pooling on her plate. "She's convinced Theo has a crush on this deer girl in our class."



"Does he?" Dad set the juice pitcher between them.



"He's helping her with a coding class they're in. That's literally it. But Sage won't let it go. She brought it up three times between classes with me the other day." Juniper stabbed a piece of pancake, spearing one of the pancake bunny ears. "Three times, Mira."



"She's jealous." Mira reached for the syrup.



"She's *not* jealous, she's *concerned.*" Juniper did air quotes with her fork. "Her words."



Dad's ears settled forward, easy. He refilled Juniper's juice without being asked.



Saturday morning cartoons murmured from the other room. The clink of forks. Syrup and pancakes and a girl at the kitchen table curling her toes in dog fur.



But Mira caught the undercurrent. The way Dad's eyes lingered on Juniper's bare shoulders when she reached for her glass. The way Juniper kept shifting in her seat, thighs pressing together, weight moving from one hip to the other. A faint flush creeping up her long ears, and beneath that, a light but present buzzing.



*He'll be inside her soon.* The thought surfaced warm and certain. *And when he's done, I want to suck his warmth out of her.* Her pussy clenched and she rocked her hips to press against the hard chair, pressing down, feeling the keeper shift inside her. Her tail curled against the chair leg, possessive and patient.



Under the table, Bear's nose twitched. Then again, harder. His ears pricked forward, nostrils flaring, and he pressed his snout against Juniper's bare foot with sudden intensity. Mira recognized that focus. She'd seen it directed at herself for weeks. Whatever Bear was smelling between Juniper's legs, it wasn't just the vibrator's handiwork.



When the plates were cleared, Dad reached into the cupboard and pulled out a rawhide chew. Bear's whole demeanor shifted, ears up, tail stiff, locked on the treat with the intensity of a dog who knew exactly what that crinkle meant. Dad tossed it. Bear caught it, carried it to his bed with that stiff-legged treasure walk, and settled in to destroy it. *Prancing.*



Dad stood. That playful grin.



"Upstairs, cubs," he said. "Both of you."



 ——————— 


Mira's bedroom. Curtains drawn against the morning light. From downstairs, the wet crunching of Bear working his rawhide. He wasn't coming up for a while.



Juniper stood in the center of the room, her sundress already pooling at her feet. She hadn't been lying. Nothing underneath. Just soft grey-brown fur and the faint shine of arousal glistening between her thighs.



And something else.



A faint hum. A small curved shape nestled between her folds, the base of it just visible, a little rabbit vibrator, pale pink, buzzing softly against her clit.



"Juni..." Mira breathed. "Have you had that in the whole time?"



Juniper's ears went pink. "Since I left my house. I wanted to be ready." She squirmed, the vibration clearly getting to her. "I've been thinking about this all week. I couldn't wait."



Dad crossed to her, tilted her chin up. His eyes dropped to the buzzing toy, then back to her face. Warm, but hungry.



"All through breakfast," he said low. "Sitting at my table with that inside you."



Juniper shivered. "Y-yes, Silas."



"Good girl." His thumb brushed her cheek. "But we need to see how much you've stretched. Show me with the real one, baby bunny."



Juniper's whole body went soft. Her ears drooped sideways, her knees dipped, and she leaned into his palm like the words had unstrung something in her.



"*Okay,*" she breathed, and Mira had never heard her voice go that small.



*Baby bunny.* Mira's tail curled and her lips revealed her canines. *I'm using that later.*



Dad reached down and gently pulled the vibrator free. Juniper gasped at the sudden emptiness, her pussy clenching on nothing, slick dripping down her thigh. He set the buzzing toy on the nightstand.



Mira picked it up, clicked it off. The sudden quiet made the room feel closer.



She retrieved the training toy, the one shaped like Bear's cock, graduated thickness, the bulge at the base that mimicked a knot. She handed it to her friend.



Juniper lay back on the bed, spread her legs, and positioned the toy at her entrance. Five inches of graduated silicone, the base swelling to four of her small fingers wide, a training knot, way smaller than Bear's grapefruit-sized girth or even Silas's fist, but enough to teach her body what opening *meant.*



The tapered tip slipped in easy. Her pussy welcomed it, slick and ready from her stimulation, the first two inches disappearing without resistance. Then the shaft, thicker now, stretching her wider with each inch she worked deeper. Her breath came faster. Her thighs trembled.



"Almost—" she panted. "Just the—"



The knot pressed against her entrance. She bore down, felt the pressure build, her tiny opening straining around the widest part. For a moment it seemed like too much—her body resisting, the stretch burning at the edge of pleasure—



Then it gave.



The knot slipped past her rim and seated deep, her pussy clenching tight around the narrower neck behind it, locking it in place. Juniper's whole body shuddered, a moan escaping her that she couldn't have held back if she'd tried. Her long ears went flat, her toes curled, and she lay there panting with the toy locked inside her, full in a way the little vibrator never could have managed.



"*Oh—*" Her paws gripped the sheets. "*Oh* that's so much."



"Good girl." Dad's voice was rough, watching her stretched around the training knot. "You've been working hard."



"I want the real thing." Juniper's eyes found his, desperate. "Please, Silas. I'm ready."



He looked at Mira. *Permission.* Her tail curled tight. *I need to see this.*



She nodded and went to Juni, easing the toy free with a satisfying squelch. Bunny slick pooled on the sheets beneath her, matting her cotton puff tail, and Juniper let out another gasp at the sudden emptiness.



Dad shed his robe. His cock stood rigid, eight and a half inches, flushed dark and red against his lighter russet-orange fur. The tapered tip glistened with pre, and his knot was already starting to swell at the base, fist-sized, the bulge that Juniper's body was only beginning to learn.



Juniper's eyes went wide, fixed on it. Her cotton tail twitched.



But Dad hesitated. His cock *throbbed,* visibly pulsing, straining toward her, and he reached for the nightstand instead. The small foil packet. His ears pressed flat as he tore it open.



"Silas?" Juniper's voice was small, confused.



"We're being careful now." He rolled the latex down his length, and Mira watched the condom stretch over his shaft, dulling the vascular detail, muting the heat. His cock twitched against the constraint, the tip pressing against the reservoir. "If it's too much, you tell me. Immediately."



Juniper nodded, still staring at the sheathed cock like she wasn't sure what to make of it. Her ears flopped back like she'd just been told "no." Mira ached, but this was important.



Dad climbed onto the bed, settling between her thighs. His cockhead found her entrance, slick and open from the toy. He pressed forward.



The latex slid against her folds, different from bare skin. Juniper's brow furrowed at the unfamiliar sensation, but then the *stretch* hit her and her expression melted.



"*Oh—*"



Mira watched from beside them, her own paw drifting between her legs. *He's inside her.* The feeling was gravity, compulsion, the same pull that made her lift her tail for Bear, the same heat that drove her into Dad's lap after school. Watching him disappear into her best friend's tiny body was doing something to her she didn't have a name for yet.



She slid lower on the bed. Closer. Her muzzle drifted toward where they joined, not deciding to, just *going*, drawn by the scent that was filling the room. Juniper's sweetness cut with the latex tang of the condom and underneath that, Dad, salt and musk and the familiar heat that meant *home*.



She could see everything from here. The pink of Juniper's entrance stretched taut around the latex-covered shaft, gripping him on each outstroke, the thin rim dragging, clinging. Mira pressed her cheek against Juniper's inner thigh. The heartbeat fluttered against her face, fast and getting faster.



Her breath puffed warm against them. She watched the small hairs around Juniper's clit prickle where her exhale landed. Her bunny's inner thigh quivering, heartbeat visible, warmth radiating around the base of Dad's shaft. Both of them reacting to her proximity without looking down.



*Years.* She'd had years of Daddy's patience before she was ready for this. His fingers at seven, his tip against her entrance, the slow work of a father who knew exactly how much his cub could take. Juniper had weeks and a silicone toy and the kind of want that didn't wait. Her hips were tilting up, chasing what the toy had only promised.



*I'm proud of her.* She thought in awe, watching her tiny form open around him.



"So much—" Juniper's back arched, her small paws gripping the sheets.



"Breathe, little one." Dad held still, his cock buried in her, the shaft visibly pulsing even through the latex. "Let your body open."



He started to move. Slow strokes, working her wider with each thrust. The condom caught the light, slick and stretched tight around him. Juniper was panting now through her cute buck teeth, her long ears splayed flat, her grey-brown fur damp with sweat.



"Want—" She gasped as he ground deep. "Want to feel your knot—"



"I know." His voice was strained, rough. "Just the edge."



He pressed forward, and Mira saw his swelling knot meet Juniper's opened entrance. The latex stretched taut over that thick bulge, pressing against her opening without pushing through. Just *there.* Grinding.



"*Oh god—*" Juniper's whole body shook. "It's so *big*—"



Dad rocked his hips, working his knot against her, the condom creaking faintly with each press. His cock throbbed visibly inside her; she could see the pulse travel up his shaft, watch the latex flex with each surge of blood.



Mira leaned in close behind them. She batted his tail up and out of the way playfully and he lifted it to give her room, Juni's little scut flat and wettening against the sheets. Dad's balls swung heavy against her snout with each thrust, warm and musky, and beyond them Juniper's pussy gripped his shaft in slick pink contractions, the latex clinging when he pulled back, yielding when he pressed deep. The condom kept Dad's warmth trapped inside while Juniper's slick coated everything. Mira's world narrowed to the rhythm of them, the wet sounds, the heat radiating against her muzzle.



Then he leaned down and kissed her.



Mira tilted her head past the curve of Dad's hip, her long fox muzzle giving her the angle. She could see Juniper's eyes go wide, her ears pressing flat in that involuntary fold, her small paws gripping his shoulders. She watched her friend's mouth open beneath her father's, watched the whimper travel through Juniper's whole body and felt it where it ended with her pussy clenching around Dad's shaft right against Mira's cheek.



*That's what I look like,* Mira realized. *When he kisses me. That's what it looks like from the outside.* Her own pussy throbbed, empty, wanting, and she pressed her tongue against the stretched rim where they joined, unable to wait any longer.



"*Silas—*" Juniper gasped when he finally pulled back, her lips wet, her whole body trembling around him. "Please—I want—"



She tasted her girlfriend's arousal, hot and sweet, and felt the heat of her father through the thin membrane. Juni's paw slipped between herself and Dad, blunt claws finding her fox's muzzle, tracing the contour of Mira's jaw as she licked at their join. Not pushing. Just needing the contact.



Mira understood. She remembered the first time everything was too much and the only thing that kept her from floating away was Daddy's hand.



"*Mira—*" Juniper's voice was cracking, overwhelmed, her paws trembling in Mira's fur. "I'm going to—"



Dad reached for the nightstand without breaking rhythm. The little rabbit vibrator, still glistening with Juniper's slick. His thumb found the button and the familiar buzz filled the room again.



Juniper's ears stood at the familiar sound. Eyes lazy as she rolled her hips into his length, glancing as the vibrator crossed the distance.



He pressed it against her clit and her whole body jolted. The sob transformed into a hiccup, a gasp, half-laugh, the sound of someone already drowning being handed something familiar to hold onto. The buzz reverberated through her clit while Daddy pressed deep inside.



"That's it, baby bunny." His voice was rough, tender.



Juniper *wailed.* "I'm older than a—" A thrust swallowed the word. "*Yeah, your baby bunny.*"



*Ours,* Mira thought, and her whole body tightened around nothing.



Juniper's tiny pussy clenched hard, spasming around Dad's shaft, her entrance fluttering against his knot. Dad groaned, his hips grinding forward. Mira watched the condom swell where it met Juniper's stretched rim, the latex bulging as his cum pooled at the base, trapped between his knot and her too-small opening.



They weren't tied, but Dad pushed anyway, grinding deeper as he came. His knot pressed into her, not breaching her but *wedging,* the widest part stretching her entrance around it. Pulse after pulse filled the straining latex, the reservoir ballooning with thick spurts that should have been flooding her womb. Nearly six inches buried in her tiny body now, halfway into that throbbing bulb, deeper than he'd ever been.



Not tied. But *close.*



Juniper shuddered beneath him, a second orgasm rippling through her, her walls clenching visibly around his shaft.



When Dad's hips finally stilled, he stayed buried in her for a long moment. Panting slow and hard. His knot still embedded in her entrance, swollen, throbbing, his cock milked by the tiny bunny as his balls tightened and he emptied himself into the swelling latex. He held the moment with the smallest rolls of his hips, propped over her and panting, his girth rotating languidly, pressuring her whole entrance from the inside.



Mira stayed close, her tongue gentle against the stretch of Juniper's entrance, feeling each throb of Dad inside her. She'd been in this position herself so many times. But she'd never been able to watch.



Juniper lay beneath him, eyes half-lidded, her whole body slack with pleasure.



 ——————— 


Everything was warm and pulsing and far away. Yet so achingly close too, warm inside of her... but contained, not spreading.



Juniper felt each throb of him through the latex, felt Mira's breath hot against her clit, felt the fox's nose bump her thigh as she settled closer. She wiggled her hips a little, inviting a lick from her girlfriend. *God I love fox tongue.* She shivered.



*Their bunny.* The thought rolled pleasantly across her mind.



Silas kissed her again, deep and with tongue. His muzzle longer than Mira's, sharper, the scratch of his whiskers rough against her cheek. He tasted like vanilla coffee and something deeper, something *male,* and when his tongue found hers she moaned around it, low and satisfied, the sound of a girl who was already full of him and wanted to be fuller. He kissed her like he meant it. Like she was *his.*



He was bottomed out in her. His tip kissed her cervix with each micro-thrust, that deepest place inside her, pressed against the entrance to her womb. The condom's reservoir ballooned against it, heavy with his seed, separated from flooding her fertile depths by less than a millimeter of stretched latex.



*Why isn't he giving this to me? Mira gets him. It's not fair.*



He pulsed inside her again. She felt the condom swell against her cervix, felt the heat bloom through the membrane, *almost* there, *almost* flooding her the way he had before, those first two times, bare and real and so warm she'd cried.



Her pussy clenched around him. Squeezed. Trying to pull the warmth through the latex by force. Her body didn't understand barriers. Her body just knew something that belonged inside her was being kept out.



Another pulse. The reservoir stretched heavier. It pooled, accumulated, pressed against her deepest place, and her paws gripped the sheets and pressed her deeper than she'd ever been. All that cum was *right there* and she couldn't have it and it wasn't *fair.* She ground herself against his knot in frustration.



 ——————— 


Mira watched her bunny gyrate against Daddy's knot, breathless and needy. *She wants it so bad...*



"I can feel it," she whispered, her voice dreamy, wrecked. "All of it. Right *there.* Trying to get in."



Dad groaned, his hips rolling one more time, grinding that cum-heavy reservoir against her deepest place.



Then, slowly, he began to withdraw.



The condom came out heavy, the tip sagging with his load. Thick white cum pooled in the reservoir, visible through the stretched latex. He was hard but softening, balls spent, his cock glistening, when Juniper *moved.*



She grabbed it. Mira saw it happen, Dad's clenching balls resting on her snout as she peeked around them.



One paw by the drooping resevoir, pinching it closed at his tip so it wouldnt squeeze out or spill, the other... *Him.* Her small paw wrapped around his softening shaft and pulled the full condom off in one smooth motion. Before a drop could escape, she twirled the open end closed and trapped all that warmth inside the heavy latex balloon.



"Juni—" Dad started.



But her legs were already spread wide and the cum-heavy condom was against her gaping entrance. She pressed it home, warm latex sliding through her sensitive folds, her tiny body swallowed it whole before Mira even had a chance to blink her surprise.



*Right in front of me.*



She watched from inches away, the latex-and-cum scent hitting hard as her friend's stretched pussy swallowed it whole, tiny fingers pressing it deeper.



Dad pulled back, careful not to sit on Mira below him. He rolled to the side and lay next to the girls, panting, recovering, but watching with intent. Mira caught his eye; he looked worried. *His eyebrows are tight,* she thought.



Mira watched Juniper's face change as it went. Eyes widening, mouth falling open, a gasp punched out of her as the heavy balloon of seed stuffed deeper into that tiny body, chased by her fingers inside. Her paw kept pressing up to her knuckle, the condom irretrievable. Then she let go.



The twist unwound slowly, seeping. Mira's paws found Juniper's thighs and spread them apart, gentle but firm, needing to *see.* The condom's mouth bloomed open inside her and Juniper's whole body shuddered. Belly pulling tight. Thighs trying to close against Mira's grip. The cum was flooding her now, not poured from above but released *within*, and Mira watched it happen through the stretched pink of her girlfriend's entrance. The milky warmth spreading deeper, Juniper's expression going slack, her eyes rolling back for one second, her hips rolling toward something she was feeling in a place Mira knew by heart.



"What are you—" Mira breathed as Dad's salty scent washed over her.



"I want it." Juniper's voice was fierce, desperate. Her paw pressed harder against herself, holding everything in. "I want to be *his.* The way you are."



*The way I am... she doesn't really know what that means.* Mira brushed her belly, but her hand drifted back between her legs again.



The condom resurfaced, still flush with seed, a small white bubble peeking between Juniper's pussy lips.



Dad stared at her. Mira watched his ears press back, his nostrils flare. She knew that look; she'd seen it the night she'd told him about the pregnancy test. Pride and concern tangled together, the weight of what that kind of wanting could lead to. He sat and shifted behind Mira on the bed to watch the girls.



Mira was transfixed. The cream-colored fur between Juniper's thighs was darkening with slick. And there, mixing with everything else, a faint pink tinge.



"She's spotting," she breathed. *That's from the stretch. But rabbits, they ovulate when they mate. If Daddy's cum reaches her now...*



She should say something. Should tell Juniper what that meant, what could happen if... *I need to warn her. Need to...*



But the *smell.* Daddy's musk and Juniper's sweetness and that iron hint of first blood, all tangled together. Her mouth was watering.



Her body was already moving. Crawling forward on the bed, settling between Juniper's spread thighs. Face down, ass in the air, tail flagging high.



*Stop. Tell her first. Tell her about the...*



Her muzzle hovered inches from those swollen, dripping folds. The reservoir bubble jiggled in front of her, Juniper's hips rolling hypnotically. Milky white. Heavy.



*It's already leaking, it's not like pulling it out will undo what's been done... Just one lick. Just to...*



"Mira, what are you—" Dad's voice caught. He was staring at his daughter's raised ass, her tail flagged in invitation, her small vixen pussy still glistening with Bear's load from that morning.



"She needs this, look at her." The words spilled out hungry, desperate. "I need this."



Her tongue found the cum-heavy bubble first. She pressed against it like a pregnancy button, felt the warmth shift inside, then dragged her tongue upward through slick folds to flick across Juniper's swollen clit.



The bunny gasped. "*Oh—*"



"I can taste him leaking out of you." A thick drop escaped around the latex—Mira caught it with her tongue, swallowed. "Both of you mixed together."



She slipped a finger inside alongside the deflating latex, pressing deeper while her mouth sealed on Juniper's clit. One push, two, and the whole thing slipped inside, slack rubber chased deep by Mira's insistent finger until it settled against her cervix.



"*Ah—*" Juniper's hips bucked. She giggled breathlessly, eyes bright.



"*Tag.*" Mira grinned against her folds. "Not done yet."



Her mouth stayed on Juniper's clit, the bunny so wet with slick and cum and that pink tinge of first blood. Iron taste ignited her mind, but she covered the sharpness of her teeth with her lips. Gentle with her bunny.



Behind her, Dad's hand found her hip. His muzzle pressed against her, a long inhale, his grip tightening like the scent had hit him somewhere deep.



"Cub." His voice was rough. "You're still dripping from Bear from this morning."



"Please, Daddy." She pressed back against him, tail flipped lewdly over her back, never lifting her mouth from Juniper's pussy. "I need you too."



"You'll be the death of me. I just came."



She wiggled her hips and clenched her pussy, winking at him. He sighed, but she knew what came next.



He slid into her with one long stroke and she moaned against Juniper's folds. The vibration made the bunny whimper.



*Both of them. At once.* Juniper's heartbeat against her tongue. Daddy's against her walls.



"*God,* cub." Dad bottomed out, his hips flush against her raised ass. "So *fucking tight.*"



She slipped two fingers inside Juniper, finding the slack rubber, that last pool of warmth. Curled her fingers and *squeezed.*



Juniper gasped. The final delivery. Her thighs trembled around Mira's ears.



Dad's thrusts drove her forward. Every impact pushed her fingers deeper into Juniper, her tongue harder against that swollen clit. The rhythm wasn't hers anymore. It was his, traveling through her body and into her girlfriend's.



When the rubber went flat, nothing left to give, she left it there. Pressed deep against Juniper's cervix, holding all that cum in place.



Above her, Juniper was trembling, close to the edge. She gripped Mira's ears, anything to hold onto.



"*Mira*—I'm going to—"



Mira sealed her lips around Juniper's clit and *sucked.* The bunny came with a wail, her small body convulsing, inner walls clenching around the spent rubber and the pool of warmth it held against her cervix.



Dad groaned behind Mira, his thrusts going erratic. She felt him swell inside her, felt his knot catch at her entrance, not quite tying but *pressing,* stretching her open as he started to cum. Hot pulses flooded her own depths while her tongue worked Juniper through the aftershocks. Mira clenched around the thick of his knot, squeezing him insistently.



When it finally ended, they collapsed together: Juniper sprawled on the bed, Mira's face still pressed between her thighs, Dad draped over Mira's back with his softening cock still buried inside her.



"That was..." Juniper couldn't finish the sentence. Her voice was wrecked, dreamy.



Mira lifted her head, her muzzle slick with cum and arousal. She could see the pink-tinged mess leaking from Juniper now, all that cum delivered right where it mattered. The spent rubber still inside, holding what it could in place.



*Proestrus,* she thought again. *If the timing's right...*



She tried to push the thought away, wanted to deal with it later. The thought was too loud to ignore.



Mira moved to sit beside her friend, took her paw. The one not pressed between her legs.



"Juni... there's something I need to tell you."



 ——————— 


The Secret Shared


They sat together on Mira's bed: Juniper still flushed and trembling, Dad's cum slowly leaking from her onto the sheets, Mira's paw holding hers tight.



Dad had given them space. "I'll be downstairs," he'd said, kissing both their foreheads. "Take your time."



Bear's claws clicked on the stairs. He appeared in the doorway, licked his chops once, rawhide finished, and padded to his spot by the closet. Circled twice. Settled with a simple huff.



Now it was just the two of them. And Bear, dozing by the closet, oblivious to everything.



"What is it?" Juniper's ears were flat with worry. "Did I do something wrong? Is Silas mad at me?"



"No. No, Juni, you didn't do anything wrong." Mira squeezed her paw. "It's just... what you just did. Wanting his cum inside you. Wanting to be his."



"I do want that." Juniper's voice was small but fierce. "I know it's probably stupid. I know I'm too young for—for whatever. But I *want* it. I want to belong to him the way you do."



Mira's throat tightened. "That's what I need to tell you about."



She took a breath. Let it out. Touched her belly with her free paw.



"I'm pregnant, Juni."



Silence.



Juniper stared at her. Blinked. Stared some more.



"You're... what?"



"Pregnant. I took a test last week. It was positive." Mira felt tears prickling at her eyes. "Daddy got me pregnant. That's why he used the condom with you. That's why he's being careful now."



Juniper's mouth opened. Closed. Her ears twitched in three different directions, eyes wide but searching Mira's body, and her tail fluttered.



"You're having a *baby?*"



"Yeah."



"Your Dad's baby?"



"Yeah."



"And you're... you're *eleven.*"



"I know." Mira's voice cracked. "I know I'm young. Too young—" She wiped at her eyes. "I'm kind of terrified but also kind of happy and I don't know what I'm supposed to feel."



"What about school?"



"I'm not really sure... Daddy will figure it out though, maybe homeschooling when I can't hide it?"



Juniper was quiet for a long moment. Her paw tightened around Mira's.



"Does it hurt?" she asked finally. "Being pregnant?"



"Not yet. I'm tired a lot. My chest is sensitive. I get nauseous sometimes." Mira managed a shaky laugh. "Dad says it'll get harder. But right now it just feels... different. Like something's changing inside me."



"Something *is* changing inside you." Juniper's eyes dropped to Mira's belly, still flat, still showing nothing. "There's a baby in there. A tiny little fox cub."



"Yeah, Luna, I think." Mira smiled despite herself. "All Daddy's. All ours."



Juniper reached out, hesitant. "Can I...?"



Mira nodded.



Juniper's small paw pressed against her belly. Warm. Gentle. Searching for something she couldn't possibly feel yet.



"I can't believe it," she whispered. "You're really going to be a mom."



"I guess so."



"And Silas is really going to be a dad. Again." She looked up, her ears pulling back against her neck, low and flat. "Does this mean... he won't want me anymore?"



"What? No." Mira pulled her closer. "Juni, no. This doesn't change anything between you and him. Or you and me."



"But if he's having a baby with you—"



"He still cares about you. We both do." Mira pressed her forehead to Juniper's. "You're part of this, Juni. That's not going away... this is why I wanted to tell you though. What you did with the condom, what I did, really, once you had it, pressing it inside of you. It might get you pregnant too and I shouldn't have, but it was *hot* and part of me hopes you do too so we stay close because I love you and I'm worried I'll be... I don't know... I don't want to be pregnant alone." The words tumbled out, quick and vulnerable, and when she looked up, Juniper's eyes met hers.



Juniper sniffled. She went very still.



"You won't be alone just because you're pregnant. I'll be here with you no matter what." She paused, ears rotating back, comfy and settling in. "I still want him to fill me up," she admitted quietly. "Even knowing... even knowing this could happen. Is that bad?"



Mira thought about it. About the risk. About the condom. About Juniper pouring that cum inside herself anyway.



"It's not bad," she said finally. "It's just... you need to understand what it means. What could happen. I'm sorry I pressed it deeper without telling you first."



"I knew what I was doing, I'm not 7. The rubber felt *wrong*. Like a wall between what he was willing to give me and what he was giving you. If you're pregnant, that's part of *all* of it. I want to share *everything* with you." Juniper was tugging her ears nervously, sitting back a little, wrestling with herself. "Am I selfish?"



"You're not selfish. I'm selfish. I had your taste on my tongue and his cum on my fingers and I pushed it deeper because I wanted you to carry part of us. I didn't even think about what that meant for you." Her voice went small. "You mean everything to me, Juni. I just don't always deserve how much you trust me."



They were quiet for a while, just holding each other.



Then Mira shifted. "Wait—the rubber. It's still inside you." She eased Juniper back, guided her knees apart. Two fingers slid in, searching, and found the slack latex still pressed where she'd pushed it. She hooked it with her claw tip and drew it out carefully, the spent condom trailing a thread of mixed slick. She dropped it in the tissue pile with the rest of the cleanup.



"Gone," she said, and pulled Juniper close again.



Then, quieter: "Sometimes I worry I'm... predating you." The word sat wrong in her mouth but she didn't have a better one. "Like I'm pinning you to something I want without giving you a choice. I brought you to Bear. I brought you to Daddy. I pushed his cum inside you. Every step was *mine,* Juni. What if I'm just... taking?"



"What if I *want* you to? What makes you think I don't have a say?" Juniper's lips pulled back. Tiny rabbit teeth, blunt and white, bared in something too fierce to be a smile, too small to be more. Her eyes were wet and warm and she didn't look away.



Mira kissed her. Canines against buck teeth, the fit all wrong, mouths not made for each other, and she didn't care. She pressed in like she could close the gap between species with want alone. Juniper's incisors scraped her lip and neither of them pulled back.



This close, Juniper smelled like prey. Like grass and clean fur and a heartbeat so fast it hummed against Mira's chest. Something old in her fox brain whispered *soft, small, catch.* She kissed harder.



She felt Juniper inhale against her. Felt the rabbit's chest expand, drawing in fox-breath, predator-musk, everything her body should have fled from. Juniper paused and pressed back against the fox, giving them space.



"Let me show you something. *Follow.*" Juniper bolted.



Not far. Not even off the bed. Just a jerk, a blur of movement designed to light Mira's mind on fire. Thousands of years of instinct kicked in. Mira's paw darted and caught the scruff of her neck.



Not hard. Not rough. Just *there*, fingers closing in the loose fur behind Juniper's ears the way she'd seen Dad do a hundred times with her. The rabbit froze mid-bolt, body going limp, ears dropping flat, suspended between flight and something deeper.



They stayed like that for three heartbeats. Mira's grip gentle on her scruff. Juniper's chest heaving. The room very quiet.



Then Juniper exhaled. Her body softened. She leaned back into the grip instead of pulling away from it, her weight settling against Mira's palm.



And then she did something Mira didn't expect.



Juniper's paw came up and found Mira's wrist. Not to pull it away. To press it *closer.* She squeezed Mira's fingers tighter against her own scruff, curling them deeper into the fur, and held them there.



*See,* the gesture said. *That's not a predator's grip.*



Mira's breath stuttered. Gentle. Even when she thought she was catching, she was cradling. Even with her canines available, her fingers went instead to find the softest hold they could.



When Juniper looked over her shoulder, her eyes were wet but steady. And there it was, in the space between their faces: the proof that the fox was never the danger she feared. "You didn't use your teeth." The little bunny turned and folded onto the fox. "Hold me. Don't let me get away. I want *this.*"



Mira pulled her in. Not a kiss this time. Just arms and then tail, wrapping all the way around, Juniper's face against her chest, the rabbit's ears resting flat between them. She could feel the heartbeat slowing. Could feel her own slowing to match. The scruff-grip softened into a hold and the hold into cradling, two animals rocking gently, nuzzling into each other's fur. Limbs a tangle and sensations mingled, fur pressed together closer than she'd ever been.



*A fox catching her bunny. Ancient and natural, comfortable.*



Juniper's paw found her cheek. Turned her face so their eyes met and snouts touched.



"You showed me a door. I walked through it." Steady. No waver. "You didn't drag me. You didn't trick me. I *ran,* Mira. I wanted you to chase me. To *catch* me. I let this happen, I wanted this to happen. I'm faster than you, but I slowed down for *you.* It's *fun.*"



Mira couldn't breathe. Then she could. All at once, like her lungs had been waiting for permission.



She pressed her mouth to the top of Juniper's head. Held it there. Breathed into soft fur until the world was just warmth and heartbeat and the smell of grass and the rabbit who stopped running and the gentle fox.



*Mine. Because she stayed. Because she chose me.*



"If it happens to both of us..." she said finally. "We would be together."



Juniper's ears lifted. Just slightly. "Not just us. Our babies would grow up together."



"Yeah, and so would we, like actually growing round together." Mira giggled then got a little quieter. "You were talking about school and I'm a little scared to be pulled out alone Juni. If our bellies were both swelling together, round, and figuring out life together. Am I wrong for *wanting* that?"



"*No,* it isn't wrong. It's a little scary, I don't know how it would work. But I want that too. Babies are cute, and I think we'd be good parents. Silas would be a perfect Daddy, like he is to *us.*" She hushed a little. "It is a *lot* though, like a lot a *lot,* and adults would get weird about us. It feels *dangerous* to want this."



"*It is.*" Mira was still for a moment, more serious. "Can we pretend it isn't? I need to *pretend it isn't* for a little bit."



Juniper nodded, patted Mira's cheeks, then lit up. "Yeah! So they'd be best friends! Our kids! Girls maybe? I want a girl."



Juniper's cotton tail twitched. Her eyes bright.



"And, *oh,* nursing. Together. Like, your kit sucking on you and mine on tit and then we just... swap. Because why not. They're both ours." Her thumb brushed Juniper's chest, barely touching. "Matching eyes from the same Daddy. Same ears... well maybe yours would be longer. And we're in the kitchen trying to make pancakes except neither of us can reach the stove because our bellies are in the way and Bear is underfoot and Daddy walks in and just..." Her voice caught. "I want that with you."



Juniper's eyes were watering, but she was grinning. "They'd be siblings," she whispered. "Real ones. Same daddy." She wiped her eyes with the back of her paw.



*The same Daddy.*



"Sisters who share *everything,*" Mira said softly.



"Like us..." Juniper pressed closer, tucking her nose under Mira's chin, her long ears folding against the fox's neck. The way a rabbit tucks in when it feels safe. When it stops running because it's already exactly where it wants to be.



Juni's ears perked suddenly. "*Oh!* I just thought of something!"



"Yeah?"



"Would... our girls be *our* sisters?"



"I think so? Kinda... weird to be a mom to a sister, but yeah? *Fuck* we are so *weird,* but I think it's kind of *hot*?"



Juniper grinned, "*kind of?*"



"Okay, don't call me out for my *interests,* Juni. It's been a weird week."



"Interests, or *kinks?*" Juniper flashed teeth in the most brazen way she had ever seen.



"*Juni!* where did you hear *that word?*" Mira grinned back, delighted.



"Private *research.* I *told* you I've been practicing, you think I havent searched for *anything* on my own while sitting on the toy you gave me? My parents aren't home enough to monitor my computer time. I'm not so innocent. FurHub..." Her grin widened.



"*Oh* Daddy and I watched some videos! If you want the *real* stuff though, like... *Bear* FeralHub. Just, never breathe a word and delete your history!"



Juniper's eyes went wide and her mouth fell open. Her expression softened as it sunk in. "*Ah* you've been holding out on me!"



Mira licked her snout playfully.



Juni smiled, then took in a big breath in her small frame and exhaled. "Either way, I won't tell anyone. Obviously. About you being pregnant."



"I know."



"And I'll help you hide it. At school, when you start showing. Whatever you need."



"Thanks, Juni."



"Duh." She bumped her shoulder against Mira's, letting her long ears flop sideways onto the fox's head. "We're family now, aren't we?"



Mira laughed and brushed one off her muzzle. "Yeah. We are." She hugged her tighter. Bear huffed softly from his spot, pressing closer to them both.



 ——————— 


Juniper's breathing had gone slow. Almost asleep. Mira wasn't.



"Juni?"



"Mm."



"Do you know what it's like? When you bolted, I mean. What it does to me?"



Juniper's ear twitched against the pillow. Not asleep after all. "I think so, it's why I flash my tail at you sometimes."



"Yeah... I noticed. When you dart across the hallway or hop down the stairs or just... turn your head quick." Mira stared at the ceiling. "Something in me *tracks* you. I can't help it. My eyes just follow. My ears turn before I tell them to." She swallowed. "It used to scare me. Like maybe I was... watching you the wrong way. The way Bear watches squirrels."



Quiet. The house settling. Bear's breathing from the corner.



"But it's more like... you're the most interesting thing in any room. And my whole body knows it before my brain catches up. You move and I follow and I don't decide to. I just do."



Juniper was quiet for a moment. Then, softly: "It's why you always know where I am."



"Yeah."



"I thought that was just... best friend stuff."



"It is." Mira's tail curled against Juniper's ankle. "It's also fox stuff. I can't separate them anymore. You're my best friend and you're my... I don't have the right word. You're the bunny I can't stop watching."



Juniper rolled to face her. Those blue eyes, close and steady in the dark. "That's not scary, Mira. That's the safest thing anyone's ever said to me."



"Yeah?"



Quiet again. Longer this time. Bear shifted in his sleep, paws twitching at a dream.



Then Juniper's voice, barely there: "Mira?"



"Mm."



"Catch me again."



Mira opened her eyes. Juniper wasn't running. Wasn't even moving. She was lying right there, close enough to feel her breath, those blue eyes open in the dark.



"You're not going anywhere," Mira whispered.



"I know." Juniper's paw found the back of Mira's neck. Pulled her closer. "Catch me anyway."



So Mira did. Teeth in her scruff, gentle, present. Warm breath puffing into bunny fur. Juniper's whole body went soft against her, ears dropping, breath leaving her in a long slow shudder, and she pressed into the hold like it was the only place gravity worked right.



"Again," Juniper murmured against her chest. "Whenever I need it. Promise."



"I promise."



"Even if I don't run."



"Especially then."



Juniper's cotton tail gave one small, satisfied twitch. She was asleep inside a minute, tucked against the fox who held her by the scruff, the predator grip that meant *safe* now, that meant *yours*, that meant *I'm not letting go and you don't have to ask me twice.*



Mira stayed awake a little longer. Feeling the rabbit breathe. Feeling her own heartbeat slow to match.



*Every time, Juni. I'll catch you every time.*



 ——————— 


Monday: Tingling Ache


Her nipples tingled. Not painfully, but constantly, a low-grade awareness that the training bra made worse.



The thing was new, Dad had left it on her bed without a word last week but she finally worked the courage to wear it this morning, and she hadn't figured out how to forget it was there. The elastic pressed her flat chest tight, trapping warmth against puffy nipples that demanded more attention than they needed a month ago. Every shift of fabric sent little sparks down to her belly.



First period in class, she caught herself pressing her arms against them, feeling the faint ache. She felt herself blush and ears go flat, suddenly conscious of her movements, she let her eyes dart to her classmates. Everyone's eyes were looking down or at the teacher. She let her arms drift back to the desk, but her nipples felt so present she felt even more embarrassed trying to look normal than she did when she was clutching her chest.



*Is anyone watching? Can they tell?*



No one could tell. There was nothing to see. But the worry lived in her chest anyway, a fluttering bird that wouldn't settle. Her tail curled close to her leg, protective, instinctive.



Mrs. Patterson was working through long division on the board, chalk dust on her whiskers. The numbers split and carried, split and carried, neat columns marching down the slate. Mira stared at the process and thought about cells doing the same thing inside her.



Her tail tried to wrap around to her belly. She caught it, tucked it back through the gap in her chair. Her cheeks were warm.



*I'm pregnant. Right here, in homeroom. I'm pregnant and nobody knows.*



The strangeness of it. Looking like every other girl, but carrying a second fox inside her, or the beginnings of one.



 ——————— 


The hallway between second and third was the worst. Girls everywhere, foxes and rabbits and wolves, laughing about normal things, complaining about normal problems. Mira moved through them like a ghost. The gulf was so wide it made her dizzy. They were still on one side. She'd crossed over to somewhere else entirely.



Then two fingers grazed the back of her neck. Right where the fur was loose. Right where a grip would go. Her tail went still and her fur prickled with electricity.



"*You're slow today.*"



Juniper's voice, barely a breath, already past her. Cotton tail disappearing around the corner toward the art wing stairwell. Not running. Just *faster.*



The gulf closed. Just like that. One graze and the hallway wasn't lonely anymore.



 ——————— 


The cafeteria hit her like a wall.



She was three steps through the door when the breakfast scramble found her nose and her stomach flipped. Not hunger. The opposite of hunger. She pivoted, walked straight to the bathroom, locked the stall, and sat on the lid with her muzzle between her knees until the room stopped tilting.



Her paw found the crackers in her backpack. She'd started keeping them there last week when she noticed they soothed her tummy. Ate two. Breathed through her mouth. Waited.



Everything smelled *louder* now. Someone's perfume in the hallway had nearly dropped her between classes. The chemical tang of whiteboard markers made her eyes water. Scents that used to be background noise had teeth.



And underneath the nausea, something else. A heaviness settling low in her body, nothing anyone could see, just a shift in how she carried herself. Like her center had moved half an inch south and her whole frame was learning to balance around it.



*Breathe, it'll pass.*



She pushed herself out of the stall, out of the bathroom, and joined the table.



"You okay?" Sage asked, watching her push away her lunch tray.



"Just tired," Mira said, which was true. The exhaustion came in waves, pulling at her like an undertow. "Dad says I might be coming down with something."



She watched Sage's face for any sign of suspicion, watched her nose twitch, scenting the air. There was nothing. Just concern, normal and uncomplicated.



"Well don't breathe on me then, I don't wanna get sick, but I hope you feel better." Sage returned a french fry she had been in the middle of stealing.



Across the table, Juniper caught her eye. A tiny nod. *I've got you.*



*Only Juniper knows.*



The relief was dizzying. Her tail finally uncurled from its anxious grip against her leg.



 ——————— 


Across the cafeteria, at the table full of boys, Danny's ears swiveled. The lanky wolf had been watching their table off and on for weeks now, ever since Mira's scent had first caught his attention. He knew now it was heat, he'd been trying to ignore it—*don't be a creep, Danny*—he pressed his paws to his temples a moment but it was still nagging at him. But something was different today.



He sniffed the air, puzzled.



The fox girl, Mira, she smelled... *different.* Not bad, just... something. The sharp, distracting sweetness that had made him lose focus in class was gone, replaced by something softer. Earthier. Still her, but muted somehow. Like a fire that had banked down to coals.



His gaze drifted to the rabbit sitting beside her. Juniper. He'd never really noticed her before; she was quiet, always drawing, easy to overlook. But today his nose kept twitching toward *her.* Her long ears caught the cafeteria light, pale grey and soft.



There was something new in the way she smelled. Something warm and rich underneath the clean bunny-fur scent. *Weird.* His wolf brain couldn't quite identify it. It made his ears perk forward without permission, made his tail want to wag.



"Dude." His friend elbowed him. "You're staring again."



Danny blinked, ears flattening. "I wasn't—"



"You totally were. At the rabbit girl this time." His friend grinned. "You gonna actually *talk* to her, or just keep being creepy from across the room?"



"Shut up." Danny shoved him, but his ears stayed warm.



When he glanced back, the rabbit, Juniper, was laughing at something Mira said. Her cotton tail bounced against her chair. Something about the way she moved made his chest feel tight.



*Weird,* he thought. *She's just a bunny. Why do I keep looking at her?*



He didn't have an answer. But he couldn't stop his nose from twitching her direction for the rest of lunch.



 ——————— 


The bell rang. Lunch scattered into the chaos of afternoon classes, and Danny lost track of her in the crowd.



But he found her again after school.



She was sitting on the low wall by the pickup loop, sketchbook open on her lap, those long ears catching the afternoon light. Alone. The fox girl, Mira, must have already left, because there was no sign of her. Just the rabbit, drawing something with quick, focused strokes.



Danny padded towards her before his brain caught up.



"Hey."



She looked up. Blinked. Those blue eyes were bigger up close, framed by soft grey fur that looked impossibly delicate. She went very still, ears rigid, like a rabbit caught in open ground.



"Hi?"



"I'm Danny." *Stupid. She probably already knows that. They've been in the same grade for years.* "I mean, we're in the same class but we haven't really talked."



"I know." A small smile tugged at her mouth. "You sit in the back. You're always chewing on your pencil."



His ears went hot. "I don't—" He totally did. "Okay, maybe I do."



She laughed, a quick, surprised sound that made his tail wag before he could stop it. Her sketchbook shifted on her lap, and he caught a glimpse of the drawing: some kind of fantasy creature, half-dragon, half-something else.



"That's really good."



"It's just doodling." But she angled it toward him anyway, letting him look. "I'm working on the wings. They never come out right."



"They look right to me." He had no idea if they looked right. He just knew he wanted to keep talking to her.



An awkward silence stretched. Juniper's ears twitched, tracking something behind him, probably checking for her ride. Danny scrambled for something else to say.



"So, um. You're friends with Mira, right?"



"Best friends." Her ears pressed back. "Why?"



"No reason. Just—I noticed you guys are always together." *Smooth, Danny. Real smooth.* "She seems cool."



"She is." Juniper's tail twitched again. "She's been teaching me to draw. Like, really draw. Gesture stuff."



"That's cool." Danny's tail gave an involuntary wag. The afternoon sun was warm on his fur, and Juniper's scent hit him differently today, sweet, yes, like flowers and clean fur, but layered underneath with that same note he kept catching on Mira. Salty-rich. Almost savory. And something else too, deeper and muskier, that made his wolf instincts sit up and pay attention.



*Maybe it's a girl thing,* he thought. *Something that happens when they get older?*



It didn't quite fit, but he shook it off and kept talking.



"Hey, so..." He rubbed the back of his neck, ears flattening with nerves. "This is probably weird, but... do you maybe want to hang out sometime? Like, not at school? We could go to the park or something. Or The Frosty Paw, that new ice cream place?"



Juniper stared at him. For a horrible moment, he thought she was going to laugh.



Then her ears perked forward, and that small smile came back.



"Like a date?"



"I..." His voice cracked. He cleared his throat. "I mean, if you want it to be? Or just hanging out. Whatever. No pressure."



She studied him for a long moment. He had no idea what she was thinking; rabbits were hard to read, their faces so different from wolves. But then she nodded, and he felt butterflies in his chest.



"Okay."



"Okay?"



"Yeah." She was definitely smiling now. "The ice cream place sounds good. Maybe Saturday?"



"Saturday. Yeah. Saturday's great." He was nodding too much. He made himself stop. "I'll, um. I'll find you at lunch tomorrow? We can figure out the details?"



"Sure."



A minivan pulled up, a tired-looking rabbit woman behind the wheel. Juniper's mom. She started gathering her things, and Danny stepped back, suddenly aware of how close he'd been standing.



"See you tomorrow, Danny."



"See you."



He watched her climb into the car, sketchbook clutched to her chest, that cotton tail the last thing to disappear. When the car pulled away, she glanced back through the window.



She was still smiling.



Danny stood there for a full minute after, his tail wagging like an idiot, before Tyler appeared and shoved him.



"Dude. Did you actually talk to her?"



"Shut up."



"You *did.* Holy shit. Danny Martinez talked to a girl."



"I said shut up." But he was grinning, and Tyler was grinning, and down the road he was pretty sure a rabbit girl was smiling in the back of her mom's minivan.



 ——————— 


Juniper's text came while Mira was curled on the couch with Dad, his hand rubbing slow circles on her belly.



    Juniper: OMG. Danny Martinez asked me out.



Mira blinked at her phone. Read it again.



"Everything okay?" Dad's voice was soft, concerned.



"Yeah, I—" She typed back quickly.



    Mira: WHAT. The wolf boy? Details immediately.



The response came in a flurry:



    Juniper: After school. He was so nervous it was ADORABLE. We're getting ice cream Saturday. Is this weird? This is weird right? I've never been asked out before.

    Mira: Not weird. Cute. Tell me everything tomorrow.

    Juniper: I will. I'm freaking out a little.

    Mira: Tell me EVERYTHING.



A pause. Then:



    Juniper: He's nice. And kind of cute? For a wolf.

    Juniper: Is that okay? I said yes but only if it's okay with you.



Mira glanced at Dad, who was watching her with curious eyes. "Juniper," she explained. "A boy at school asked her out."



"Oh?" His hand stilled on her belly. "Anyone I should be concerned about?"



"Danny Martinez. He's in our grade. Nice kid, kind of awkward." She hesitated, something complicated stirring in her chest. "Is it... is it weird that I feel weird about it?"



Dad considered it. "Weird how?" She could tell he could guess, his ears were steady and settled, but he waited for her to speak.



"I don't know. Like..." She struggled to find the words. "Juniper's *ours,* kind of. And now there's this other boy, and he doesn't know anything, and she's going to have to pretend with him, and..."



"And you're worried about her."



"Yeah."



He pulled her closer, pressing a kiss to her temple. "You want to protect her. That's not weird." His thumb traced a slow circle on her arm. "You really care about her, cub. Maybe more than you've said out loud yet."



Mira pressed her face into his chest. "I love her. It's different from us, but I do. I love her."



"I know." His voice was warm. No surprise in it. "Are you okay sharing her? It's a big thing, having someone else in her life who doesn't know what we are."



She thought about Juniper's house. The brush moving through her fur, the quiet afternoon, and Juni's voice going small: *You get him every day. And Bear. I wake up alone.* And then, later, ears flushing pink: *He's kind of cute though. In a dumb puppy way.*



*Yeah, this is right.*



"She should have this," Mira said. "A normal boyfriend. Someone she can show the world. Someone to be happy with out loud."



"She should have whatever makes her happy. But it's up to you too." Dad's hand resumed its gentle circles. "She texted you for permission, cub. She's asking because she cares about what we have."



Mira thought about that. Juni's text. Not announcing. Asking. But also, excited.



"I think I can," she said slowly. "I want her to be happy. And you're my *mate,* Daddy. I don't want to be selfish with Juni when I'm her..." The word arrived and she held it in her mouth for a moment. "Her girlfriend. But *you're* my lover. That's different."



Dad's arms tightened around her. "It doesn't have to change what she is to us. It just adds to her life. A boyfriend. Something that's just for her."



"Yeah. Just for her." Mira was quiet for a moment, then wrinkled her nose. "I don't think I'd want a boyfriend. Not like that. You said no boys, but... I don't want boys anyway."



His hand stilled on her belly. His ears shifted, forward and then settling back, and she felt him breathe in slow.



"No?" Quieter than the word needed to be.



"No." She nestled closer. "I have you. And Bear. And Juniper. And Luna. That's everything I want." She traced a finger along his arm. "Besides, I'm the one who brought Juni to you. You weren't out looking. I wanted to share her with you."



He huffed a soft laugh, but his ears stayed where they were. "True. My appetite's for you." He pressed his nose into her headfur. "You surprised me with Juni. But we're sharing her."



"So it's different." She smiled against his chest. "She gets to have both worlds. I just want ours."



He kissed the top of her head. Held his mouth there a beat longer than usual.



Mira thought about that. About Juniper juggling school and sleepovers and stretching sessions, and now a wolf boy who didn't know anything about any of it. It seemed like a lot to carry.



But she'd watched Juniper take a knot and ask for more.



*I can share.*



    Mira: Obviously it's okay. Go get your wolf. ;3

    Juniper: But what about us?

    Mira: I know you like him, but I also know you love me. Us is perfect. :3



    Mira: Have fun Saturday. And be careful.

    Juniper: Always am <3



Mira set her phone aside and nestled deeper into Dad's warmth. His hand found her belly again, and she felt Luna, still just a flutter, still too small to really kick, shifting inside her.



 ——————— 


Tuesday


Juniper could barely contain herself during lunch.



"So he just walked up to you?" Mira leaned in, keeping her voice low. Sage and Theo were at the other end of the table, arguing about whether a hotdog was a sandwich.



"Just walked right up!" Juniper's ears were practically vibrating. "I was sketching and he appeared out of nowhere. I thought he was going to ask about homework or something, but then he started being all nervous and cute and..." She made a small squeaking sound. "He asked if I wanted to get ice cream. *Ice cream,* Mira."



"Classic first date."



"Is it a date though? He said 'hang out.' But then I asked if it was a date and he got all flustered and said it could be if I wanted it to be." Juniper's whole body bounced in her seat. "What does that even *mean?*"



"It means he likes you and he's scared you'll say no."



"You think?"



"Juni." Mira smiled. "His tail was wagging so hard when he talked to you that I could see it from Dad's car when we pulled out. He *definitely* likes you."



Juniper's ears flushed pink. "This is so weird. No one's ever... I mean, I didn't think anyone noticed me."



"Well, *I* noticed you... but we've been pretty busy noticing things *together* lately so maybe that's why you didn't see it." Mira glanced toward the end of the table. *In another universe, Sage might be listening.* In this one she was wrestling Theo for his bookmark while making her case.



"*Listen to me, out of your book. Hotdogs are a wrap, not a sandwich.*"



"Yeah." Juniper's voice dropped. "Is it bad? That I said yes? I mean, with everything else... with you, and your dad, and..." She bit her lip. "I don't want you to think I'm replacing any of that."



Mira's chest went tight. She reached across the table and took Juniper's paw.



"Juni. I love you. You know that, right?"



Juniper's eyes went wide. Her ears perked straight up. "You—really?"



"Really." Mira squeezed her paw. "And Dad told me something once, when I was worried about sharing him with you." She smiled. "He said love can be infinite. As long as it's honest."



"Love can be infinite," Juniper repeated softly, like she was turning the words over. Her cotton tail had gone still, but in that focused way, still and *listening.*



"So if you like Danny, that's *good.* It doesn't change what you are to us. To me." Mira smiled. "You deserve ice cream and awkward wolf boys and all the normal stuff. On top of everything else."



Juniper's eyes were suspiciously bright. "I love you too," she whispered. "I didn't know if I was allowed to say it."



*I love you feels even warmer to hear than it does to say.*



"More than allowed." She whispered back and her ears flushed.



The girls settled back into their lunch.



Sage held the bookmark up with a flourish and pointed it at Mira and Juniper like it was a microphone. "Okay, so settle this. Hotdogs are obviously wraps but Theo's being stubborn and calling them sandwiches."



"Definitely a taco." Mira said and nodded.



Juniper burst out laughing.



Sage wilted and groaned. "That's the *worst* thing I've *ever* heard you say."



"Effectively, if they aren't sandwiches, tacos are a closer match." Theo nodded once and swiped back his bookmark.



Sage bristled and the two went back to their debate.



Across the cafeteria, Danny glanced their way. When he caught Juniper looking, his ears went pink and he quickly looked down at his food. Tyler shoved him, laughing.



Juniper bit her lip to hide a smile.



"He's kind of dorky," she admitted in a whisper.



"The best ones are."



"Is your dad dorky?"



Mira snorted. "In his own way? Definitely."



They dissolved into giggles, and for a moment everything felt simple.



 ——————— 


Friday


Bear barked once at the doorbell and was wiggling his greeting at the entrance before Mira could get off the couch. She opened it to Juniper, overnight bag over one shoulder, ears already pink with anticipation.



It had become their Friday rhythm. Sleeping bag on the floor, snacks on the nightstand, Bear claiming the space between their beds like a furry checkpoint. But tonight was different. Tomorrow was Danny.



Mira guided her bunny in, they settled in her room.



"Nervous?" Mira asked, brushing out Juniper's fur while the rabbit sat cross-legged on the bed.



"Terrified." But Juniper was smiling. "What if I say something stupid? What if I spill ice cream on myself? What if he realizes I'm boring?"



"You're not boring."



"I'm the quiet girl who draws in her sketchbook. That's literally the definition of boring."



"You're also the girl who can take four fingers and is working toward a dog knot," Mira pointed out. "That's the opposite of boring."



Juniper snorted. "Yeah, I'll just lead with that. 'Hi Danny, fun fact about me...'"



"Please don't."



They dissolved into giggles, the tension breaking. Bear lifted his head at the noise, then settled back down with a huff.



The giggles faded. Juniper was still holding Mira's paw, and at some point her thumb had started tracing circles on her wrist. Small ones. Absent. Her ears had gone soft and her breathing had changed and Mira recognized the shift because she'd felt it in her own body a hundred times.



"You want to go see what my Daddy's up to," Mira said. Not a question.



Juniper's ears flushed. "Am I that obvious?"



"Yeah, but I like it. You're a cutie."



 ——————— 


They moved to Dad's bedroom, more space, better lighting, the familiar nest of blankets she'd snuggled under in a tangle more times than she could count. Mira settled cross-legged at the headboard to watch while Dad guided Juniper through her stretches, working her open with patient fingers.



Four went in easily now. Mira watched from the headboard as Juniper's body swallowed Dad's fingers to the knuckle without a sound. No gasp, no flinch. Just her hips rocking forward, chasing the stretch, wanting more before he'd finished giving. Dad smiled, and Mira knew that smile. *She's ready. He knows it too.*



"Ready for the next one?" He reached for the training toy, the one shaped like him. Tapered tip, swelling shaft, the beginning of a knot at the base.



Juniper nodded, her ears pressed flat with focus.



He worked it in slowly. The first few inches disappeared without resistance, her body welcoming what it had learned to want. Then the shaft thickened and her breathing changed—shorter, sharper, her small paws twisting in the sheets.



"That's it," Dad murmured, one hand on her belly, the other holding steady pressure. "Don't pull back from the stretch. Lean into it."



"*Trying*—" She panted. Her thighs trembled. The widest part of the knot pressed against her entrance, and Mira watched her friend's face go through the whole journey: resistance, effort, the flash of *too much*—and then the moment it gave.



The knot slipped past her rim and Juniper's whole body went slack, a moan escaping her that she couldn't have held back if she'd tried. Her toes curled. Her ears went flat. The toy locked inside her and she lay there panting, full in a way that remade her expression from the inside.



"*Oh—*" Her paws found the sheets. "*That's—*"



"All of it." Dad held it there, letting her body adjust, his thumb tracing slow circles on her belly. "There you go, cub."



Mira watched the tremor run through Juniper's thighs, the way her hips made tiny involuntary circles, grinding the knot against places she was still mapping. *Feeling, exploring,* the way a body does when it discovers new territory.



Dad eased the toy out slowly, and the sound Juniper made at the emptiness was almost worse than the stretch. Her pussy clenched on nothing, slick and open, and she whimpered.



"Don't leave me empty—"



"Never." He was already there, the tapered head of his cock finding her opened entrance, pressing in while she was still loose and sensitive.



Mira slid down the headboard. Uncrossed her legs. Opened them.



Juniper's eyes found hers from below, glassy and wanting, and Mira guided her friend's face between her thighs. The blunt little muzzle pressed against her, warm breath puffing through damp fur against her mound. Mira's paw settled on the back of Juniper's head, she played with the bunny's ears a little and rotated her hips playfully against Juni's short snout, smearing her desire on her girlfriend's tongue.



*Right there.*



Dad pushed forward. Mira watched him sink into her girlfriend inch by inch over Juniper's shoulder, the little bunny's ass held high by her Dad while he entered her. Slick pink folds parted around his girth, stretching to fit his throbbing foxhood warm and alive where silicone had just been. The wet sound of him bottoming out filled the room, and Juniper moaned against Mira's clit.



*So fucking hot.* The thought hit her low in the belly. The way Juniper's body gripped him, the way her back arched and her toes pointed and her ears went flat against Mira's thighs. She pet the bunny between her legs, hips continuing their slow rotation as Juniper's tongue pressed inside her own needy folds.



Juniper's tongue swirled and paused, distracted by the cock filling her from behind, but then Dad started to move and his rhythm became hers. Each slow thrust pushed Juniper's mouth harder against Mira, and the rabbit stopped thinking and just *licked*. The same chain as last time, reversed. The rhythm traveling through all three of them.



Mira's paw tightened in Juniper's fur. Everything hit her at once. The vibration of Juniper's moans against her folds. The rhythm of Dad's thrusts translated through the rabbit's body. Juniper's buck teeth grazing her most sensitive folds with each push, just a little sharp under the softness, but the bunny adjusted and pulled her lips over her teeth in a moment and kept lapping her growing wetness.



He moved in slow deep strokes that weren't about chasing anything. The pacing was inevitable. He was going to finish inside her, Mira could see it in his breathing and his tightening grip. The tiny bunny moaning between her legs was being fucked deeper than she'd ever been, a slow tender constant motion that reverberated against her own wet pussy. Every stroke pushed Juniper's tongue deeper against the fox who held her head and watched her father move inside her.



Then Mira felt it. The change in Juniper's mouth. Not a moan this time. A *gasp*, sharp and sudden, her tongue going still against Mira's clit. Her whole body tensed.



Mira looked over Juniper's shoulder and saw it. Dad's knot, swollen and flushed, pressing against Juniper's stretched entrance. Not grinding past like before. Not teasing. *Pressing.* Steady. Patient. The way you open a door you know will give.



"Easy, little rabbit." His voice was strained. "I'm going to tie you right. Just relax, try to stay loose for me."



Juniper whimpered against Mira's folds. Her paws gripped Mira's thighs, fingers digging into fox fur, holding on.



Mira's paw found the back of her head. Stroked her ears. Slow, long strokes the way Dad had taught her. "You've got this, Juni. You took the toy and almost took him last time. This is just warmer."



The knot pressed wider. Mira watched Juniper's rim go white with the stretch, the pink flesh straining around that thick swell, every second of it written in the way Juniper's breathing stuttered against her pussy. Quick puffs of hot air. A whine building in her throat.



Then it gave.



The knot slipped past her entrance and seated deep, and Juniper *sobbed* against Mira's clit. Not pain. *Maybe a little pain.* The sound of being full in a way no toy could replicate. A living knot, pulsing with his heartbeat, locked inside her for the first time.



"*Oh—*" Juniper's voice was muffled between Mira's thighs. "*Oh, I can feel it. I can feel you throbbing.*"



"I know." Dad held still, letting her adjust. "That's the tie, cub. We'll be like this for a while. If you clench, you can tease more cum while we're knotted."



Juniper's ear twitched against Mira's thigh. "Cub?" Her voice was soft, muffled.



"I..." He stroked her ear. "I think of you as my cub. Like Mira's sister."



Juniper pressed deeper against his chest. "Yeah," she whispered. "That's okay."



"I like that," Mira said quietly, her paw finding Juniper's head, threading through her fur. *Sisters.*



Mira held Juniper's head and watched her father's knot pulse inside her girlfriend. She could see the subtle bulge of it through Juniper's lower belly, could see the tiny movements as it shifted against her walls. Every throb translated through the rabbit's body, each pulse making Juniper's mouth twitch against her, involuntary, rhythmic.



*This is what she needed. Not the toy. Him. Real and warm and locked inside her.*



Mira's gaze settled at the connection where fox met bunny, buried to the root, tiny slit bowed out just a little, but hiding the mass within. Juniper's slit contracted for a moment, she watched her girlfriend milking her Daddy's cock. She moved her hips more insistent, wiggling against her bunny for stimulation.



He was coming, cum squeezing around their join and dribbling to the sheets. His hips grinding forward in small motions, his groan low and long. *His cock tip must be right against her cervix, she's so small there's no way it isn't.* Mira felt Juniper shudder as the pulses flooded deep, felt the moan vibrate through her clit, felt Juniper's paws clench and release on her thighs with each spurt. The three of them locked together. Hand in fur, knot in rabbit, tongue on fox.



Mira came too. Quiet. Almost surprised by it. Juniper's mouth had never stopped, had kept working through the tie, through the sobbing, through the filling, and the vibrations of her moans tipped Mira over an edge she hadn't realized she was standing on. She curled forward, pressing Juniper's face tighter against her, riding the rabbit's mouth through the aftershocks while Dad pulsed inside the other end of her. Juniper drank her up and then sighed, content to melt into Mira's tail beneath her cheek.



They stayed tied.



Mira shifted so Juniper's head rested on her thigh instead of between her legs. The rabbit's cheek pressed against fox fur, eyes half-lidded, her body still clenching in slow rhythmic waves around the knot locked inside her. Each squeeze coaxed a thin pulse from Dad, and Mira could see it, the faint leak of cum around the seal, a trickle running down Juniper's inner thigh to pool on the sheets.



"So," Dad said, his voice easy. Like they were at the kitchen table. Like his knot wasn't buried in a ten-year-old rabbit. "Mira tells me you have a date tomorrow."



Juniper's ears flushed. "It's just ice cream." She clenched again, Mira couldn't tell if it was intentional or not, and Dad's breath caught.



"Ice cream can lead to other things." He stroked her ear, steadying himself. "This boy, Danny. Do you like him?" He pet the bunny's backside idly tracing the contour of their join, lifting her tail and playing with it idly while he drank in the sight of their connection.



"I... yeah. I think so. He's sweet." Another clench. Another trickle. She didn't seem to notice she was doing it.



"Good. Sweet is good." Dad's voice was warm despite the rabbit milking him in slow pulses. "I'm glad you're having normal experiences, Juni. You deserve that. A boy your own age who makes you smile."



Juniper was quiet for a moment. Mira watched her paw drift to her belly, pressing against the subtle bulge of the knot from the outside. Feeling him from both directions.



Then, softly: "Mira told me something you said. That love can be infinite, as long as it's honest."



Dad's hand stilled on her ear. He glanced at Mira, his eyes soft and proud.



"I told her that about *you,* actually. When she was worried about loving you on top of loving me." He pressed a kiss to Juniper's forehead, then leaned over the bunny and kissed his daughter deeply. Mira melted into his touch, her body still glowing from her orgasm, she kissed back.



Mira tucked closer after the kiss, her paw finding Juniper's where it rested on her belly. Both of them feeling the knot through the rabbit's skin.



"So Danny is... okay?" Juniper asked. "You're not jealous, or..." She squeezed him again and a fresh bead of cum leaked past the seal. Her ears twitched at the warmth.



"Jealous?" Dad chuckled, his voice catching slightly on the squeeze. "Of a twelve-year-old wolf who's probably never even kissed a girl?" He glanced at Mira, his ears settling with quiet certainty. "What Mira and I have is different. She's *mine.* But you have your own life too, Juni. Danny can be part of that."



His paw covered both of theirs on Juniper's belly. Three hands on the knot. "But I do want to talk to you about something important."



His voice shifted, still warm, but serious now. That parental tone Mira knew well. The one that worked even with his cock locked inside the girl he was lecturing.



"If things progress with Danny, and they might, eventually, he needs to wear protection. Every time. No exceptions."



Juniper's nose twitched. "You mean... condoms?" She clenched, harder this time, almost defiant. Cum squeezed past the seal and ran warm down to the sheets.



"I mean condoms." His voice was firm despite the rabbit's grip on his knot. "We're clean, Juni. I've only been with Autumn, Mira, and you. We don't know if Danny is though, probably, but we don't know." His hand pressed gently against her belly, his own knot throbbing under their joined fingers. "And more importantly, if something ever happened, you don't want to wonder whose it is."



"But you don't—" she started, then stopped. Her ears flattened. "I mean. We don't. Use them."



 ——————— 


His knot throbbed inside her as he said it. Not involuntary. *Punctuation.*



Juniper's ears went very still. Even the clenching stopped. She understood: Danny gets latex. Daddy gets *her.* If something grew inside her, there would be no question. No wondering. Just his.



*Yes. Like Mira.*



Juniper propped herself up on her elbows and peeked underneath.



There it was. Her tummy, slightly distended. Her ass still held high by his paws. She could see his balls resting heavy against her clit, furred and warm, cum dripping off her swollen little nub in a slow strand. The knot was a pressure she could feel but not see, sealed inside her, stretching her from within.



She clenched. Experimentally. Watching.



His balls contracted. She felt the squirt deep, a hot pulse against her cervix, and saw the fresh dribble leak out around the seal, running warm down the stretched pink where they joined.



*He's still cumming in me. Every time I squeeze, he gives me more.*



She clenched again. Watched it happen again. The cause and effect of her own body making his body respond.



The sheets beneath her were ruined. Her thighs were slick. Mira's paw was warm on her head. And Silas was tied inside her, pulsing, bare skin on skin. It was the most honest thing she'd ever felt.



"You're *inside* me right now," she said.



"Yeah, knotted and cumming." Dad exhaled. "We probably should use condoms. But you won't let me keep one on, and honestly—" His thumb traced her hip, something rueful and tender in his voice. "I'm not being responsible either. It feels too good being inside you to stop." He met her eyes. "That's the truth. But Danny's an unknown, and having a boyfriend gives us cover if we ever need it."



Juniper's brow furrowed. "Cover?"



"If something happened, if there was ever a question, people would look at the boyfriend first. A broken condom. An accident. Simple." He stroked her ear. "Not the truth."



Juniper was quiet, processing. Then, softly: "And the truth would be bad."



"The truth would be very bad, baby bunny." Dad's voice was gentle but serious. "For me, for Mira, for Bear. For all of us. I'd go to jail. You'd never see any of us again. No more Bear. No more *this.*" He pulled her closer. "I'm not trying to scare you. I just need you to understand what we're protecting."



The weight of it settled in. But then her ears lifted. Just slightly. Not afraid.



"If it happened though..." Juniper's voice was small, almost shy. "If I did get pregnant... it would be yours? Not Danny's."



"Yeah, it would be ours."



"Good." She settled deeper against his chest, ears folding soft. "I like Danny. He's sweet and I want to be with him too. But if I ever have a baby... I'd want it to be *yours,* Silas. I'd want it to be from *this.* From our family."



Dad's ears lifted, surprise shifting to tenderness. He kissed the top of her head.



"That means everything. We shouldn't be trying, but if it happens..." Silas didn't finish the thought, Juniper clenched extra tight and a final rope of cum sprayed inside of her.



Mira's paw found hers. Squeezed.



Juniper squeezed back. "So I use condoms with Danny, let him think what he thinks, and it keeps us all safe."



"Exactly." Dad nodded.



"What if Danny doesn't want to wear one?" she asked. "What if he thinks it's weird?"



"Then he's not ready," Dad said simply. "Any boy who won't protect you doesn't deserve to be inside you. That's not negotiable."



Juniper nodded slowly. "Okay. I'll make sure he does. If we ever... you know."



"That's my good girl." Dad held her tighter. His knot had been softening through the conversation, the pulses slower now, the leak steady and warm against Juniper's thighs. She stopped clenching. Just holding him. Holding still.



When it finally slipped free, cum spattered the bed and the emptiness hit her like a held breath releasing. Her knees buckled, finally able to collapse on the bed.



Dad eased back. A thick trail dripping from his exposed cock even as it started to retreat back into his sheath. Cum pooled on the sheets beneath the rabbit.



"You took your first tie, baby bunny." His voice was soft. Proud. "I'm so proud of you."



Juniper rolled onto her side, tucking her knees up, her tail giving one lazy twitch. "Thank you, Silas." Her voice was sleepy. The kind of quiet that comes after overflowing.



He kissed Juniper's forehead, then leaned over her to kiss Mira. Juniper watched them from below, their muzzles meeting above her, and something in the tenderness of it made her chest ache in the good way.



"I'll be downstairs. You two take your time."



Mira curled around Juniper in the warm space he left behind, the rabbit's back against her chest, their breathing finding each other. The sheets were a mess, cum matted their fur, sticking them together in places. But neither was ready to move, the glue held the moment and their embrace.



 ——————— 

Every Tooth

* Chapter 9: Every Tooth *


Week Eight


Juniper woke up different. Not sore, exactly. *Full.* Like her body had learned a new shape overnight and was still settling into it.



Silas had driven her home first thing in the morning after depositing another load at Mira's insistence. She was still feeling the echo of his knot with every bump in the road. Her mom waved at Silas from the porch. He smiled and waved back.



She'd texted Mira as soon as she settled in:



    Juniper: What do I wear???

    Mira: Something cute but not trying too hard. The blue sundress?

    Juniper: Too fancy for ice cream?

    Mira: It's perfect. Shows off your ears.



So the blue sundress it was, with her fur brushed until it gleamed. She kept catching herself in mirrors, adjusting her ears, smoothing nonexistent wrinkles. Her mom noticed.



"You look nice, sweetie. Meeting a friend?"



"Just Mira." The lie came easily. "We're going to that new ice cream place."



Her mom smiled, distracted as always. "Have fun. Be home by dinner."



 ——————— 


Danny was already waiting outside the shop when she got there.



He'd clearly put effort in too; his grey fur was brushed, his ears perked hopefully, and he was wearing a green button-up with a front pocket that looked like his mom had picked it out. Khaki shorts, a little too long, hitting just below his knees. When he saw her, his tail started wagging before he could stop it.



"Hey," he said. Then, softer: "You look really pretty."



Juniper's ears went warm. "Thanks. You look... nice too. Very... buttoned."



He glanced down at the green shirt, ears flattening. "My mom made me wear it. Is it too much? It feels too much."



"It looks good with your fur." She hadn't meant to say it. But it did, the green against his grey. He looked like he'd actually thought about it, or someone had thought about it for him, and either way the effort showed.



They went inside, the little bell chiming above the door. The shop was bright and cheerful, full of colorful decorations and the sweet smell of waffle cones. A bored-looking teenage cat worked the counter.



"What do you want?" Danny asked, studying the menu like it contained life's great mysteries. "I'm thinking chocolate. But also maybe mint. What if I got both? Is that weird?"



"Get both. Life's short."



He grinned at her. "I like the way you think."



They ordered, double chocolate-mint swirl for Danny, strawberry cheesecake for Juniper, and slid into a corner booth by the window. Not across from each other, not side by side, but the corner angle, close enough that their knees almost touched under the table, angled so they could see each other's faces. The afternoon sun came through the glass and caught Juniper's fur, turning it golden at the edges.



"So," Danny said, poking at his ice cream. His tail twitched against the chair, restless. A nervous metronome. "This is a date. An actual date. I've never been on one before."



"Me neither."



"Really? I figured..." He trailed off, ears twitching. "I don't know what I figured, actually. You just seem like you'd have boys asking you out all the time."



Juniper almost laughed. If he only knew. "Nope. You're the first."



"Cool." He seemed genuinely pleased by this. "I mean, not cool that no one's asked, because that's dumb of them. Cool that I got to be first."



The word *first* landed differently in Juniper's head. She thought about Silas, the real first. About the ways her body had been opened and claimed and filled. Danny had no idea he was talking to a girl who'd taken a grown man's cock just last night, who was working toward knotting a dog.



She took a bite of ice cream to hide whatever was showing on her face.



"Tell me something about you," she said. "Something people don't know."



Danny hummed to himself, caught himself. Tilted his head, taking this seriously, his spoon paused mid-air. "I write poetry sometimes. Really bad poetry. Like, embarrassingly bad. I hide it under my mattress so my sister doesn't find it."



"You hide them?" She looked at him differently. "That means they're real. You don't hide things you don't care about."



He stared at her like she'd said something he needed to hear. "I... yeah. I guess that's true."



"What about you? Secret thing?"



*Where to start.* "I... drew a whole comic book once. About a bunny princess who saves the world. It's like forty pages. I've never shown anyone."



"That's awesome! Can I see it sometime?"



"Maybe." She found herself smiling back. "If you show me the bad poetry."



"Deal."



"Mrs. Patterson," Danny said, scraping the bottom of his cup. "She does this thing where she stares at you over her glasses and you feel like you've committed a crime."



"She caught me passing a note once. I thought she was going to call the police."



"What was the note?"



"A drawing of a dragon eating the math textbook."



He laughed so hard his spoon clattered against the table. "That's *art.* That's not a crime."



"Tell that to Mrs. Patterson."



"I would but she'd stare at me over her glasses and I'd confess to things I haven't done."



*This is... easy. Surprisingly easy. He's cute.*



The thought arrived without her planning it. Not the way she thought about Mira, all heat and gravity and the pull of something already known. Just a boy with chocolate on his muzzle making her laugh about math teachers.



"Okay, important question." He leaned forward, suddenly serious. "Pineapple on pizza."



"Obviously yes. With anchovies!"



"*Obviously?*" His ears went flat with genuine horror. "An—anchovies *and* pineapple? You just—you can't just say *obviously* like that's even a real pizza. That's a war crime."



"Sweet, salty, and savory is the best combination. It's science."



"It is *not* science. It's chaos. It's anarchy in a pizza box." But his tail was wagging. "My sister puts ranch on everything. *Everything.* Including pizza. So I guess pineapple isn't the worst thing I've seen, but I can't believe... do rabbits even eat anchovies?"



"Yeah, my Dad loves anchovies. I grew up eating it that way. But ranch on pizza is a bridge too far."



"See? We agree on the important things."



Danny paused a moment, wolfish grin, head tilted. "You know what's weird? The first time I noticed you, you had blue paint on your nose. In the cafeteria. You were laughing with Mira and I just—" He caught himself. "Anyway. What else do you draw? Like, how do you even decide what to make next?"



Juniper smiled back, she could feel it in her face. *He really cares.*



Danny's ears tilted forward while Juniper turned it over, ears flopping back and forth a bit.



"There's this tree behind my house," she said. "A big maple. The trunk forks way up high and you can sit in it like a chair. I've drawn it a few times."



"Can I see?"



*No, it's Mira's.* But she felt herself flush.



"The drawings, sure. Sometime." She stirred the melted puddle at the bottom of her cup. Not the tree itself. She wasn't taking Danny up there. That fork held something that was just hers and just Mira's and the wood probably still smelled like them.



*Girlfriends.*



The memory hit her low. Not in her chest. Lower. The warmth of Mira's mouth finding hers twenty feet up, the way the world had gone quiet, the buzz behind her ribs that had nothing to do with height. Her thighs pressed together under the table, a flush spreading through her belly, and she was suddenly aware of herself between her legs, swollen and sensitive, still tender from that morning. A warm trickle escaped as her body clenched around the memory.



She shifted in her chair. Crossed her legs. Took a breath.



Danny was watching her with those earnest brown eyes, oblivious, waiting.



"You should draw the view from *up* there, you know, not just the tree... which is good too," he said. "If it feels the way you describe, people should see it."



Nobody had ever said that to her. Not about the tree. The boy who'd never climb it telling her to share what she saw from the top.



She found herself liking him. Actually liking him, not just playing a part. The way he listened with his whole body, ears and tail and the slight forward lean. The way he didn't try to be cool, didn't perform anything, just sat there being Danny and let that be enough.



The ice cream was gone. The afternoon was slipping toward evening, the light through the shop window going gold.



He shuffled his paws under the table, ears going flat and then perking back up. "Can I... would it be okay if I..." He made a frustrated sound. "I'm trying to ask if I can hold your paw but I'm being weird about it."



Juniper didn't laugh. She just reached across the table and took his paw. Folded her fingers into his like it was the simplest thing in the world, because for her it was. His fur was warm. Different from Mira's. Different from Silas's. Just Danny.



His tail started wagging against the booth. He didn't try to stop it this time.



They sat like that for a while, paws linked across the corner of the table, the last of the afternoon light painting everything gold through the window. Neither of them in a hurry to leave.



"This was fun," Danny said eventually. His tail had settled into something calmer. More confident. "Can we do it again? Not necessarily ice cream. We could go to the park. Or the library. Or... I don't know. Anywhere."



"Yeah." Simple. Certain. She didn't need to make it bigger than it was. "I'd like that."



They walked outside together, paws still linked. The sun was setting, painting everything orange and pink.



"My mom's probably waiting," Juniper said. "I should go."



"Okay." He squeezed her paw one last time before letting go. "I'll find you at lunch on Monday?"



"I'll save you a seat."



She walked to the pickup spot, where her mom was already idling. When she glanced back, Danny was still standing outside the ice cream shop, watching her go.



He waved.



She waved back.



 ——————— 


That night, curled up in her own bed, she texted Mira.



    Juniper: It was really good.

    Mira: Details???

    Juniper: He's sweet. And dorky. We held paws.

    Mira: HELD PAWS. Juniper Ashford, you scandalous bunny.

    Juniper: Shut up <3

    Mira: Do you like him? Like actually?



Juniper stared at the ceiling, thinking about Danny's nervous smile. His allegedly bad poetry. The way his tail wagged when he was happy.



    Juniper: Yeah. I think I actually do.

    Mira: Good. You deserve nice things.

    Juniper: Even on top of everything else?

    Mira: Especially on top of everything else.



Juniper smiled in the dark.



    Juniper: He doesn't get to sit in our tree.

    Mira: I know, goof, love you.



 ——————— 


Monday


Danny joined their lunch table.



He appeared at the edge of the group with his tray clutched in both paws, ears flat with nerves, tail doing that involuntary wag thing. "Hey, um. Is it okay if I sit here? Juniper said maybe I could."



Mira smiled and scooted over. "Sure."



"Oh my god," Sage whispered, not quietly. "Danny Martinez is sitting with us. Danny Martinez is *sitting with us.*"



"Sage." Juniper's ears flushed pink. "Please."



"What? This is historic. Theo, are you seeing this?"



Theo looked up from his book just long enough to register Danny's presence. "Huh. Okay. Hi." He went back to reading.



Danny sat down next to Juniper, close enough that their shoulders almost touched. His whole body was doing a subtle wiggle. He didn't seem able to stop it.



"So," Sage said, leaning forward with her elbows on the table, grinning like a coyote who'd found an unguarded chicken coop. "You two are *dating* now? Like, officially?"



"We went for ice cream," Juniper mumbled. "Once."



"That's a date. That's literally the definition of a date. Danny, confirm."



"It was definitely a date." Danny's ears perked up, then flattened again when Juniper looked at him. "I mean, if that's okay? That it was a date?"



"It's okay," Juniper said softly. Her paw found his under the table.



Sage let out a sharp yip. "You're *holding paws.* Theo, they're holding paws under the table." She snagged a fry off Juniper's tray without looking.



"I can hear you," Theo said mildly. "Everyone can hear you."



A paw found Juniper's thigh under the table. Not Danny's. The other side. One quick press through the fabric of her skirt, right where the button sat.



Juniper stiffened. Her ears went rigid, then slowly relaxed. She shot Mira a look that promised revenge.



*Tag.*



"You okay?" Danny asked, noticing her sudden stillness. "You got all tense."



"Fine." Juniper's voice was maybe half an octave higher than usual. "Just... remembered something. Homework thing."



The buzz was low and steady and *right there,* the rabbit ears of the toy pressed flush against her clit through her panties. Danny's paw was still in hers. She squeezed it, partly affection, partly needing something to grip. Her cotton tail pressed flat against the bench, which only pushed the vibrator's base firmer against her folds.



Sage was mid-pitch on a comic she'd found online, something about a coyote vigilante who fought corrupt politicians with a baseball bat. "—and she's got this *code,* right, where she won't kill anyone, but then in issue seven there's this scene where—no, wait, I can't spoil it. Okay but BASICALLY—" She was gesturing so hard she almost knocked over Theo's milk. "The art style changes for like three pages and it's all watercolor and you think she's remembering her mom but actually—no. No. I'm not spoiling it. Read it."



"You've spoiled everything except the ending," Theo said.



"The ending is the BEST PART and I will DIE before I ruin it."



The cafeteria clattered and hummed around them. *Normal Monday. Normal lunch. Totally normal girl who is definitely not about to come in front of the whole lunch room next to her friends.* Danny's thumb traced circles on her knuckle. She bit the inside of her cheek.



Her foot found Mira's under the table and pressed. Hard. *I will get you for this.*



Mira's foot pressed back. Lighter. Amused. *I know.*



Danny wagged and whispered, "bunnies are really wiggly huh?"



Her ears burned. Her tail twitched against the bench, which pressed the vibrator firmer between her folds. She rolled her hips into it before she could stop herself, then whispered back, "just excited to hold your paw."



Next to her, Mira's canines were showing. The fox was *enjoying* this. "I'll have to read it!" she told Sage, bright and innocent, her eyes never leaving Juniper's.



Sage launched into the rest of the comic's plot, and the moment stretched, not passing exactly, just becoming something Juniper had to carry through the rest of lunch. By the time the bell rang, her thighs were damp and her ears hadn't fully recovered and Mira caught her eye across the table with a smile that said the game was just getting started.



 ——————— 


Tuesday


Juniper got her back in art class.



Standing easels, contour study, charcoal sticks that left black dust on everything. Mira was leaning forward to shade the apple's lower curve, weight on her toes, tail lifted for balance, when Juniper appeared at her shoulder.



"Your shadow's wrong." Juniper's voice was casual, studiedly casual, leaning in to examine the drawing. One ear angled toward Ms. Chen across the room. "The light source is from the left, so the shadow should fall here." Her paw came up, pointing at the page. Her other paw didn't.



Her other paw went down.



Behind the easel, hidden by Mira's body and the wooden frame, Juniper's fingers slipped under the hem of Mira's skirt. Up the back of her thigh, curling inward, finding the warm crease where her legs met. Her fingernails grazed the base of the vibrator through damp cotton, found the raised nub of the button, and pressed.



Mira pressed her hips into it in response, despite herself.



"See?" Juniper said, still pointing at the apple. "If you shade from this angle—"



The buzz hit Mira's clit like a spark. Her charcoal snapped in half.



"—the form reads much better." Juniper patted her shoulder once, turned, and walked back to her own easel with her ears perfectly level.



*Tag.*



Mira stood there with half a charcoal stick in each paw and a vibrator pulsing between her legs.



Standing made everything worse. No crossing her legs, no pressing her thighs together. Feet apart for balance, the buzzing ears of the toy flush against her clit through damp cotton, each pulse pulling a thread of warmth from her belly down. She clenched around the keeper without meaning to and felt the morning's cum shift inside her, thick, stirred by the vibration into something liquid and warm that spread against her walls.



*Okay. Breathe. It's just a buzz. You've sat through supper time with Daddy's knot and held a conversation. You can handle this.*



She picked up a fresh charcoal. Her hand shook. She gripped harder, pressed the tip to paper, tried to find the curve of the apple. The line wobbled. She corrected. Wobbled again. Her hips wanted to roll, the same motion she used on Daddy's lap, and she locked her knees to stop them. The locking sent the vibrator's pressure somewhere deeper and she had to close her eyes for a second.



*No. Draw. Draw the apple.*



She drew the apple. It looked like a potato. She moved to the banana and the charcoal skidded sideways because her tail had gone rigid and thrown off her balance. She shifted her weight to her left foot. The angle changed and the keeper pressed against her cervix and her knees nearly buckled.



A sound escaped her. Not loud. A breath with an edge on it. She caught it. Turned it into a cough. Wiped her muzzle with the back of her charcoal-smudged paw.



*When did I start drooling.*



"Mira?" Ms. Chen drifted past. "Everything alright? You look flushed."



"Concentrating." She didn't trust more than one word. Her tail was still rigid behind her. She forced it to relax and it overcorrected into a slow swish that she prayed looked casual.



Ms. Chen leaned in to study the page. Close enough that her whiskers angled toward Mira, the automatic scent-read of a cat in proximity. One twitch. Two. Mira held perfectly still. She was leaking around the keeper's edge, the vibration working the seal loose, a warm trickle starting its slow path down her inner thigh.



*Don't smell me. Please don't smell me.*



But the teacher was looking at the drawing. "The apple's coming along. Ease up on the banana, though." She tapped the smeared shape. "Less is more."



She moved on. Mira exhaled and charcoal dust scattered off the ledge.



The remaining twenty minutes were survival. She drew with her thighs clenched and her tail wrapped around her own leg and the vibrator buzzing against nerves that had stopped distinguishing between torment and invitation. Twice she nearly came, the crest building until her vision narrowed, and twice she thought about fractions, about Mrs. Patterson's glasses, about anything cold and boring enough to pull her back from the edge.



By the bell, Mira's banana looked like something Ms. Chen would need to pretend she hadn't seen, and the charcoal on her fingertips was the least of what she'd need to wash off.



 ——————— 


She found Juniper in the stairwell.



The rabbit was leaning against the wall by the water fountain, sketchbook open, pretending to draw, ears angled toward the classroom door. Waiting. The corner of her mouth twitched when she saw Mira's face.



"You look flushed," Juniper said, innocent as snow. "Hard class?"



Mira didn't answer. She crossed the distance in three steps, caught the scruff of Juniper's neck, and pressed her against the wall.



Not hard. Not rough. Just *pinned.* The sketchbook clattered to the floor. Juniper's breath punched out of her, her ears snapping flat, her body going soft the way it always did under that grip. Instinct. The rabbit freeze, the prey-stillness, except her eyes were bright and her cotton tail was twitching and she wasn't afraid at all.



Mira leaned in. Muzzle against blunt muzzle. Her canines grazed Juniper's upper lip, not a kiss, not a bite, just the *presence* of fox teeth against rabbit mouth. Close enough to feel each other's breath. Juniper tasted like the apple juice from lunch.



"You left me buzzing for forty-five minutes," Mira whispered. "My banana looked like a cock, Juni."



Juniper's giggle vibrated against her teeth. "It always looks like a—"



Mira tightened the scruff. Just a fraction. Juniper's giggle cut to a gasp and her eyes went half-lidded and her hips shifted against the wall.



"*That's not fair,*" Juniper breathed. "*You know what that does to me.*"



"Every class for the rest of the day." Mira's voice low, fast, the hallway still full of noise around them. "Every time you shift in your seat. And tonight, when the toy's inside you—" She squeezed the scruff. Slow. Deliberate. Felt Juniper shudder all the way down to her cotton tail. "You're going to feel my hand right *here.*"



Then she bit down.



Not the scruff-grip. A real bite, firm enough to hold, not enough to puncture. Her canines were pressing through fur, finding the loose skin at the nape, the place where foxes carried their young and their mates. She felt Juniper's whole body go liquid against the wall, a sound escaping her that was more whimper than word. Mira held the bite and whispered through her teeth, the words vibrating through Juniper's neck:



"*Caught you, baby bunny.*"



Juniper's knees gave out. She would have slid down the wall if Mira's grip hadn't held her there.



Mira released. Stepped back. Picked up the sketchbook, brushed it off, handed it back.



Juniper stayed against the wall, ears flushed to the tips, breathing like she'd sprinted. Her legs were pressed together. Her paw took the sketchbook without looking at it. A visible shiver still running through her.



"*Tag,*" Mira said, and turned to leave.



"Oh my *god.*"



Sage. At the top of the stairwell. Bag over one shoulder, fry in hand, frozen mid-bite.



Mira's entire body went scarlet under her fur. She could feel the heat flood from her ears to her tail tip.



"Were you just—" Sage looked at Mira. Looked at Juniper, still pressed against the wall, ears demolished, breathing hard, a wet mark darkening the fur at her nape. Looked back at Mira. Her coyote grin spread slow and wide, canines flashing wickedly. "Some kind of *game,* huh?"



She took a long, deliberate bite of her fry. Chewed. Swallowed. Let the silence stretch while both girls stood there dying.



"It's not—we were just—"



"Uh-huh." Sage pointed the fry at Juniper. "That why her legs aren't working?"



Juniper made a sound like a teakettle losing pressure.



The fry swung between them. "Didn't mean to catch you drooling on her."



Mira's paw flew to her muzzle. Wet. A thin strand of saliva still hung between her lip and the dark mark on Juniper's nape, glistening in the stairwell light. Neither of them had noticed.



It broke as they watched. Juniper's paw flew to her neck. Mira's tail curled between her legs so tight it hurt.



"*Really* fun game." Sage ate another fry, slow, deliberate, eyes never leaving them. "Do you take turns or is she always the one against the wall?"



"*SAGE.*" Both of them. In unison. Identical pitch.



Sage's ears shot forward. "*Oh,* that was cute. You even panic in harmony."



"Because I'm a predator too, you know." She crunched the last of her fry, utterly delighted. "June, you got some kind of bingo card going? Fox, wolf... what's next, you looking for me to pin you too? Complete the predator trifecta?"



Juniper's paw flew to her nape, covering the matted fur from the bite mark, ears pressing so flat they disappeared against her skull and down her neck. The laugh that came out of her was high and panicked and not entirely voluntary.



"I will literally never stop talking about this." Sage was already walking away, grinning so hard her ears had disappeared into her headfur. "Never. This is my forever memory. I'm telling Theo."



"Don't you *dare*—"



"THEO!" Sage's voice echoed down the hall. "YOU'LL NEVER GUESS—"



Mira and Juniper looked at each other. Juniper's ears were still flat, her paw still pressed to the bite, her cheeks burning under her fur. Mira's tail was between her legs.



Juniper started laughing first. Helpless, the humor hit, but panic underneath. Mira could see it in her ears, still flat, still crimson blushed, the paw pressed to her nape where the bite was wet.



*We're so fucked.*



Juniper's knees buckled and she slid down the wall until she was sitting on the floor with her sketchbook in her lap.



"She saw the *bite,*" Juniper whispered. "Mira, she saw you *scruff* me, she saw my knees wobble and—"



Mira lasted three seconds longer before she was on the floor beside her. Shivering, breathing heavy, something that could pass for a laugh if you didn't look too closely.



She leaned in. "It'll be okay."



 ——————— 


Sage caught up with Mira after last period. Juniper had already left. Danny was walking her to the pickup loop, the two of them doing that shoulder-touch thing that made everyone in a ten-foot radius uncomfortable with how sweet it was.



"Hey." Sage fell into step beside her. Casual. Too casual. Her coyote ears were forward but her tail was low, which meant she was thinking. Sage's tail was never low.



They walked half a block in silence. That never happened either.



"So I didn't actually tell Theo," Sage said.



"Okay." *Thank god.*



"I mean, I yelled his name. But then I just asked if he had my bookmark. He was still using it though." She kicked a rock. Watched it skitter. "I wasn't actually going to tell him."



Mira glanced at her. Sage wasn't looking back. She was staring at the sidewalk with that expression she got right before she said something real, which was rare enough that Mira's ears perked forward.



"The thing is," Sage said, slower than Mira had ever heard her talk, "I kind of already knew. Not the—whatever. Not the specifics." She waved a paw vaguely. "But that you two are... something. More than best friends. More than whatever people think when they see you hold paws."



Mira's mouth went dry and her fur prickled. "You saw us... holding paws? Sage—"



"Let me finish." Sage stopped walking. Turned to face her. Her grey eyes were steady in a way that didn't match her usual kinetic energy. "I've been reading stuff. Online. There's this whole genre—predator and prey romances. Stories about people who aren't supposed to be together because of what they are. Foxes and rabbits. Wolves and sheep. The biology says no and they do it anyway." She paused. "It's actually kind of beautiful, some of it."



Mira couldn't move. Couldn't speak. Her tail had gone completely still.



"I'm not asking you to tell me anything." Sage's voice dropped. Quiet Sage. The rarest creature in existence. "I'm just saying. If you and June are doing something like that. Like... telling a romance nobody's supposed to approve of." Her jaw worked. "Then I think that's brave. And I think you're both kind of amazing. And I think anyone who says it's wrong can fuck off."



The word landed in the afternoon air like a firecracker. Sage didn't swear often. When she did, she meant it.



"And I'm telling you this now," Sage continued, "because I saw your face in that stairwell. Not the embarrassed part. The part *before* you saw me. The way you were looking at her." Her ears finally went back. Vulnerable. "Nobody looks at somebody like that unless it's real."



Mira's eyes were burning. She blinked hard. "Sage, I can't—I don't know how to—"



"You don't have to say anything." Sage punched her shoulder. Light. The way she always did. "I just needed you to know that I see you. Both of you. And I'm not going anywhere."



She started walking again. After three steps she glanced back.



"But I am going to keep making fun of you. That's non-negotiable."



Mira laughed. It came out wet. "I wouldn't expect anything less."



"Good." Sage's tail finally came back up, swishing with its usual manic energy.



They walked the rest of the way to the bus in comfortable silence. Right before Sage got on, she turned.



"Hey, Mira?"



"Yeah?"



"She's lucky. June. That it's you." A shrug, like it was nothing. Like she hadn't just cracked Mira's chest open on a sidewalk. "Some foxes wouldn't be gentle."



The bus doors opened. Sage climbed on, then looked back.



"You coming or what?" She grabbed Mira's paw and pulled her on.



They found seats in the back, away from the younger kids. The bus lurched forward and Sage pressed her face against the window for a while, breath fogging the glass. Mira waited. You didn't rush Sage. You just sat in the blast radius and let her come to you.



"Can I ask you something weird?" Sage said to the window.



"Today's been pretty weird already."



"Like, you can't tell anyone, I won't tell about June, it's only fair. Promise?"



Mira breathed in and let her tail relax, "Sage, you don't even need to ask. Spill it."



"Do you think Theo likes me?"



Mira blinked. Of all the things she'd expected—"What?"



"Like, *likes* me. Not just tolerates-me-because-we've-been-friends-since-second-grade likes me. Actually likes me." Sage's claw traced a line through the fog on the glass. A spiral. "Because sometimes he does this thing where he closes his book when I'm talking. Sometimes."



"Sage..."



"And last week he gave me a chocolate. Just put it on my desk and walked away. Didn't say anything. Didn't even look at me." The spiral got tighter. "Who does that?"



"Someone who likes you."



"Or someone who had an extra chocolate."



Mira let a beat pass. Then, light as she could manage: "Yeah you might be right. I mean, think about it. We're basically the same animal. Same teeth. Same ears." She gestured between them—fox snout, coyote snout, the family resemblance undeniable. "We like the same music. We finish each other's sentences. And Theo does always sit real close to both of us." She paused, let her tail swish once. "Are you sure Theo doesn't like *me?*"



Sage's fur bristled. Actually bristled. Her hackles rising along her shoulders, her ears snapping forward, a low sound starting in her throat that she caught and killed before it became a growl. Her paw tightened on the seat between them.



"That's not—" She stopped. Saw Mira's face. The barely-contained grin. The canines showing.



"Oh, you *bitch.*"



"There it is." Mira bumped her shoulder. "That's how you feel about him. You know how understated he is, but he chooses to sit shoulder to shoulder every day with *you* and even packs extra sandwiches for you to 'steal' from him."



Sage's hackles slowly settled. She stared at Mira with her mouth open, ambushed by her own body.



Mira leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. Quick. Warm. The kind of kiss that doesn't ask for anything back.



Sage went completely still. Her paw drifted up to the spot, touching it like she'd been branded.



Then she covered her face with both paws.



"I almost *growled* at you. Over a *marten.*"



"You did growl. A little." She lapped the tip of Sage's nose. Quick. Canine. *Bratty.*



"I did not."



"Sage, your fur is still up."



Sage slapped her own shoulders down, patting frantically at the raised fur. "Yeah. You just licked me... you're evil."



"You love me."



"I love you and I hate you. And you made me growl just a *little*. I'm never recovering from this." She sank lower in the seat.



"Love you too, Sage. You're a really good friend."



She was quiet for a stop. Two kids got off.



"The thing about predator and prey," Sage said, still watching the window, "is that Danny's a wolf. June's a rabbit. That's pred/prey too. And he just sat down at our table and held her paw and nobody said a word. Some kids side-eyed them for like a day. *A day.* And now it's just Danny-and-June and everyone thinks it's cute." She turned from the glass. "Wolf and bunny, out in the open."



A pause. Her ears pressed forward.



"You're a fox, Mira. June's still a rabbit. Same teeth thing. Same instinct thing. And yeah, you're both girls, but—" She shrugged. "It's not fifty years ago. My cousin's gay and literally nobody cares. You could hold her paw in that hallway and the worst you'd get is Sage Whitfield making jokes about it, which, let's be honest, I'm already doing."



Her voice dropped.



"But you're not holding her paw. You're *hiding.* Like it's something bigger than pred/prey and bigger than two girls. And I keep thinking—" She stopped herself. "Doesn't that hurt? Being that quiet about something that makes you look at her the way you do?"



Mira's throat closed. Because Sage was right. And Sage was wrong. And the distance between those two things was the exact shape of the secret she could never share.



"I... yeah. Sometimes." She stared at their hands. Fox and coyote. Same family. Same teeth. "I really like her, Sage. She finishes a feeling I didn't know I had. But it's... it's not just the fox-and-rabbit thing. Or the girls thing. I'm not even sure why I keep it secret, it's just how it has to—" Her voice caught. "Danny gets to be her boyfriend in the hallway. I get to be her best friend who sometimes..." She trailed off. "It's not fair. But it's ours. And she knows. She's *mine*."



Sage looked at her. The too-bright eyes softened into something knowing. A grin crept across her muzzle, slow and real.



"Yeah." She squeezed Mira's paw. "You chase her like a lost puppy. But I get it." The grin held. "I'll keep your secret... does Danny *know?*"



"Not yet. Maybe. He's so new, and I let Juni decide... I don't know yet, Sage. It's too big for me right now."



"Hey." Sage's paw found her knee. Not squeezing. Just landing. "You don't owe me a plan. I just needed to know you weren't drowning in it alone." She leaned in and licked Mira's snout playfully. "Got you back."



The bus hit a pothole. They swayed together, shoulders bumping. Sage didn't pull away.



"You know why I read those stories?" Sage said, quiet again. Not looking at Mira. "The predator-prey ones."



Mira waited.



"Because I saw June first." Sage's claw picked at the vinyl seat. "Before you. Before Danny. She was in the corner with her sketchbook and nobody looked at her and I couldn't stop looking." A pause. "And I thought... I don't know what I thought. Something I didn't have a word for. Something that scared me."



Her ears pressed flat.



"I'm *loud,* Mira. I'm too much. I sat next to her once and she flinched at my voice." She was quiet for a beat. "That flinch taught me something. Made me careful." She tilted in, unable to look at Mira, but whispering. "So I read the stories instead. Fox and rabbit. Wolf and deer. All these people wanting someone their teeth said they shouldn't, or even worse, their teeth said they *needed.* And it helped, because it meant the feeling had a shape even if I couldn't touch it."



She turned from the window. Her eyes were bright but steady.



"Then Theo sat with me. And it was... different. He doesn't flinch. He doesn't need me to be quieter. He just sits there and *reads* and somehow that's enough." A breath. "With June I was always holding back. With him I don't have to."



She wiped her eye with the heel of her paw. Angry at the tear.



"But I still notice her, you know? I still steal her fries so she knows I'm around even if I keep three feet back. And when you grabbed her in that stairwell and she *melted*—" Sage's voice caught. "I thought: that's what I was scared of wanting. And you just *did* it. The *scruff.*"



Mira's eyes watered. She hadn't noticed when it started.



"She talks about you all the time," Mira said softly. "'Sage is so loud. Sage made me laugh.' She says 'so loud' the way other people say 'so warm.'"



Sage made a sound that wasn't quite a laugh and wasn't quite a sob and was entirely Sage.



She sniffed hard. "That's—yeah. Good. Maybe that's enough."



Sage squeezed her hand once, hard, then let go and wiped her nose with the back of her paw. "Okay. Okay! I've used up my emotional honesty for the calendar year. Possibly the decade."



"You've got more in there."



"Absolutely not. That tank is *empty.*" She reached into her bag and pulled out a bag of chips. Tore it open. Shoved three in her mouth at once. "We're done. This conversation is over. I'm going to eat my feelings now."



"Can I have some?"



"No. Get your own feelings." But she tilted the bag toward Mira anyway.



They rode the rest of the way sharing chips and not talking, and it was the most comfortable silence Mira had ever sat in with Sage, because for the first time they weren't just two girls on a bus. They were two predators who understood something about wanting the person next to them in ways the world might not approve of.



Mira got off two stops past her own, she had enjoyed Sage's shoulder against hers. Lost track. Walked home the long way. Her paw pressed against her sternum where something new and warm was sitting, right next to Luna, right next to Juni, one more person who saw her and stayed.



 ——————— 


That night:



    Juniper: MIRA

    Juniper: SAGE SAW

    Mira: I know.

    Juniper: She's going to tell EVERYONE

    Mira: She's not going to tell everyone.

    Juniper: She literally screamed Theo's name down the hallway!!!!

    Mira: Sage screams Theo's name down the hallway every day. That's just Sage.



A pause.



    Juniper: What did she even see?

    Mira: She saw me bite you and both of us loved it.

    Juniper: ...that's bad

    Mira: She thinks it's a game. She literally asked about a bingo card.

    Juniper: A PREDATOR BINGO CARD

    Mira: She offered to pin you herself. Complete the predator trifecta. ;3

    Juniper: I'm going to die

    Mira: You're not going to die. You're going to be fine.



Another pause. Longer.



    Juniper: You were right though

    Mira: About?

    Juniper: The toy. Tonight. Your hand. I can still feel where you grabbed me.

    Mira: Good.

    Juniper: The bite was better. Your teeth on me and what you whispered...

    Juniper: I can't stop thinking about it. What you said... 'Caught you baby bunny'.

    Mira: Are you practicing right now?



A long pause. Then:



    Juniper: ...maybe

    Mira: Is it inside you?

    Juniper: Yes

    Mira: Put your paw on the back of your neck.



No response for almost a minute. Then:



    Juniper: That's not fair

    Mira: Squeeze.

    Juniper: Mira

    Mira: Squeeze and think about today. The wall. My teeth.

    Juniper: I hate you

    Mira: You really don't. ;3



Three minutes of silence.



    Juniper: !!!!!!!!

    Mira: Caught you.



A pause, then:



    Juniper: Danny keeps texting me.



Mira's heart did something complicated.



    Mira: Yeah? What's he saying?

    Juniper: Just stuff. Asking about my art. Telling me about his poetry. He sent me one and it was SO bad but also kind of sweet?

    Mira: Sounds like he really likes you.

    Juniper: I think he does.



Another pause.



    Juniper: Is that weird? That I like him back when I'm still... you know. I'm sorry, I'm being selfish. I love you.



Mira thought about it. About Danny's nervous energy, his bad poetry, the way he looked at Juniper like she was something precious. About Silas's hands on Juniper's hips. About Bear's knot that Juniper was working toward.



    Mira: You're allowed to have it. All of it.

    Juniper: Even if it's complicated?



*Especially then.*



The typing dots appeared and disappeared several times before Juniper's reply came:



    Juniper: I really, really, love you, you know.

    Mira: I know. I really, really, love you too.



A minute passed. Mira was about to put her phone down when it buzzed again.



    Juniper: Mira?

    Mira: Mm?

    Juniper: The scruff thing. When you catch me.

    Mira: Yeah?

    Juniper: You don't have to be so gentle. You know that right? I can take it. I trust you.



A pause.



    Mira: You sure? I have to hold back a little bit. My teeth are sharp, Juni.

    Juniper: You're not going to break me. Nobody is. I'm small but I'm not glass.

    Juniper: I'm the rabbit who chose the fox. Remember? I ran slow on purpose.

    Juniper: So next time... mean it.



Mira stared at the screen. Her paw was shaking. Not from fear. From the weight of being trusted like that. Completely. Without a net.



    Mira: I'll mean it.

    Juniper: Promise?

    Mira: Promise. ;3



She put her phone on the nightstand. Pressed her face into the pillow. Felt her canines against her own lip.



*Next time I catch you, Juni, you're going to feel every tooth.*



 ——————— 


Juniper was almost asleep when her phone buzzed one more time. She reached for it, expecting Mira, expecting Danny.



    sage: hey june



She blinked at the screen.



    Juniper: Hey? It's late

    sage: yeah i know

    sage: just wanted to say something

    sage: you don't have to respond



Juniper waited. The typing dots appeared. Disappeared. Appeared again. Sage never hesitated when she typed. Sage never hesitated at anything.



    sage: i'm glad you have mira.



Juniper stared at the message. Read it again. Her chest did something she didn't understand. *Mira.*



    Juniper: What do you mean?

    sage: nothing. just. i see you. that's all. i always did

    sage: ok goodnight this is too weird i'm going to bed

    sage: DON'T MAKE THIS A THING



Juniper smiled in the dark. Her eyes were wet and she didn't know why. She typed back:



    Juniper: Goodnight Sage <3



The response came fast. Faster than any text Sage had ever sent.



    sage: <3



Just a heart. No words. No jokes. No deflection. Just Sage, at the end of the day, offering the smallest, quietest thing she had.



Juniper held her phone against her chest and fell asleep with two hearts on the screen and a fox's grip still warm on the back of her neck.



 ——————— 


Wednesday


Danny had fully claimed his spot at their lunch table.



He sat next to Juniper, their shoulders touching now, no more nervous gap between them. Under the table, Mira could see their paws intertwined. Danny's tail hadn't stopped wagging since Monday.



*He has no idea what those fingers were doing a few days ago.* Mira watched Juniper's paw in Danny's, the same paw that had been wrapped around Bear's knot, the same fingers that had curled inside Mira while Dad thrust into her from behind. The gulf between Danny's world and theirs made her chest ache with something that wasn't quite guilt. More like vertigo.



"So then Wei tried to carry her backpack AND open the door at the same time and slipped—" Sage was mid-story, gesturing with a french fry, when she stopped and squinted at Danny. "Wait, are you even listening?"



"What? Yeah." Danny's ears flattened. "He's... a little clumsy, but I think I'm clumsier." His tail curled with guilt. "Sorry. I was distracted."



"By what?" Sage followed his gaze to where his paw was holding Juniper's. "Oh my *god.* You two are disgusting."



"We're not disgusting," Juniper protested, but she was smiling.



"You're disgusting in a cute way." Sage bit into her french fry. "Theo, back me up."



Theo turned a page. "They're statistically normal for their developmental stage."



"See? Disgusting."



Danny said something low to Juniper that made her snort-laugh, her cotton tail bouncing against her seat. Under the table, Mira's fingers drifted toward the button on Juniper's thigh. Stopped. *Merciful today.* She let her paw rest on her own leg instead.



Sage was finishing the Wei story, the backpack, the door, the girl's face when he bounced off the frame. Her paws flew. Her voice filled the table. Full volume. Full Sage.



But Mira was watching differently now.



She saw Sage reach for Juniper's tray. The usual fry theft. But Mira saw the paw linger near Juniper's for a half second too long before pulling back with the fry. Saw the way Sage's ears settled into that practiced casual angle as she chewed. Saw the three inches of space between their paws that Sage maintained like a religion.



*I still steal her fries so she knows I'm around.*



Every stolen fry a controlled gesture of closeness. Sage had measured between what she wanted and what she trusted herself to take.



Juniper didn't notice. Danny didn't notice. Theo turned a page.



Mira noticed everything. And when Sage's eyes found hers across the table, just for a beat, Mira gave her the smallest smile.



Sage's ears twitched. She looked away. Stole another fry.



At the far end of the table, Theo set a granola bar beside Juniper's tray. She looked up, surprised. He didn't look up from his book, but his paw found the top of her head, brief and warm. "You're always running out." Then he went back to reading. Juniper held the bar for a moment, ears soft, before tucking it into her bag.



Mira watched the whole thing. The pat. The way Juniper's ears went liquid under his paw. The way Theo's hand came back to his book like nothing had happened, except his ear was still angled toward the rabbit, tracking her the way he tracked everything—quietly, precisely, from behind the page.



"Theo," Mira said. "Did you just pat her on the head?"



"Statistically, she's the only prey animal at this table." He turned a page. "I need to occasionally prove I'm not a threat."



Juniper's nose twitched. "You're a marten, Theo. I'm bigger than you."



"Martens are obligate carnivores." He didn't look up. "I could be very dangerous. In theory."



"In *theory.*"



"The data is inconclusive."



Danny was whispering something in Juniper's ear now, and Juniper's ears were flushed pink. He pulled back, grinning, and Mira caught the tail end of it: "—wrote you one last night. It's *really* bad."



Juniper's whole face went soft. "Bring it tomorrow."



Normal. *Complicated.* Mira felt a little left out, *I don't really care about dumb poems anyway.*



 ——————— 


Juniper's text came through just after four.



    Juniper: Mom's working late. Sisters at grandma's. House is empty until 9.



Mira stared at the message, then showed it to Dad.



"Invited?" he said, already reaching for his keys. "What do you say, cub?"



    Mira: Do you want us to come over?



The response was immediate:



    Juniper: YES. Please. I need more.



 ——————— 


They were at Juniper's house by four-thirty. The rabbit met them at the door, already flushed, wearing an oversized t-shirt and nothing else. She pulled them both inside and locked the door behind them. Then tugged them both by their paws upstairs to her room.



Her room smelled different from the Blackthorn house. Not cedar and coffee. Rosemary drifting up from the herb boxes outside, old library books stacked on every surface, dried paint and turpentine from the mason jars on her desk. The particular quiet of a house where people came and went without overlapping—no Bear's claws on hardwood, no jazz station, no constant hum of a home that was always full. Just stillness. Every sound they made would carry here.



The bed was small. A child's bed, barely a twin, big enough for a bunny. They'd fit on it before, just the two of them, but with Silas the room felt half its size. Stuffed animals pushed to one corner, the sheets still creased from where she'd been practicing with the toy that sat on the nightstand, slick, recently used. She hadn't even put it away. Drawings pinned everywhere—the walls a gallery of her progress, from wobbly early sketches near the door to the detailed work by the window. And there, among them, Mira caught it: the fox thief and the rabbit bard. Their comic. Pinned at eye level beside her bed.



"I've been playing with myself, working bigger," she said, pulling the bedroom door shut. Not shy about it. Not the nervous bunny from two weeks ago. "The toy every night, but it's not the same as you. I can't get the *same feeling and pulsing.*"



She crossed to the window and pulled the curtain wider. Late afternoon light flooded the small room, and there it was: the maple tree at the tree line, its canopy bright with the last green of summer, the fork in the trunk visible from here. The fork where she'd sat with Mira.



"See that tree?" She looked back at them, both foxes standing in her childhood bedroom. "That's where Mira kissed me for real. Our first time."



Dad's ears tilted forward. His gaze moved from the tree to his daughter. Mira felt heat bloom across her cheeks.



"I've never brought anyone else up there," Juniper said. "But I wanted you both to see it from here. I practice every night thinking about you both." Her ears went pink but her voice was steady. "This is my place and I wanted you to see it too, Silas. Sharing it with both of you now."



She crossed back to them. Rose on her toes, small paws finding Dad's jaw, guiding him down to meet her, and kissed him. Slow. Not the breathless kiss of being entered. A deliberate one. Then she turned and pulled Mira closer, kissing her the same way, her blunt muzzle soft against the sharp fox snout.



She pulled them both closer, one paw on each jaw, and guided Mira's mouth to Dad's while she watched from between them. Their muzzles met over her head, and the kiss was deep and familiar and Juniper's small thumbs traced both their jawlines while it happened. When they broke apart, she leaned up and licked the undersides of each of their chins individually, the bridge between. Her tongue finding traces of fox and fox, father and daughter, and making it hers.



"Your turn," she whispered.



Dad kissed Mira. Mira turned and kissed Juniper. Juniper stretched up and kissed Dad. Each kiss carrying the taste of the one before, the flavors mixing until nobody's mouth was just their own anymore. Mira tasted Juniper-through-Dad. Dad tasted Mira-through-Juniper. Juniper tasted them both, rich and layered.



Dad's shirt was already coming off. The familiarity of it struck Mira—how naturally Juniper moved toward him, her paws finding his belt, working the buckle with fingers that knew the mechanism now.



"Eager," Dad said. Not a question.



"I want to be ready for Bear by Saturday." Juniper's voice was steady. Determined. "That means I need you as deep as you can go. The knot too. Every time."



Dad looked at Mira. Not for permission. For connection. *Join us.*



She answered by crawling onto the bed—and the three of them lasted about thirty seconds before the geometry failed. The child's bed barely held two of them. Three was an act of faith that the bed rejected immediately: Dad's weight made the frame groan like it was dying, Mira's elbow found the wall, and Juniper ended up wedged between them with her ears folded against the headboard and no room to breathe, let alone move.



"This isn't working," Juniper said, her voice muffled against Dad's chest.



"The bed's too small," Mira said.



"My whole *room* is too small." Juniper wriggled free, ears popping back up. She looked at them, both foxes crammed onto her childhood mattress, and grinned. "Living room. Dad's chair is huge and there's cushions. More room and nobody's home until nine. Nobody's supposed to sit in Dad's chair, it'll be our secret." Juniper smiled and led her foxes.



They followed her downstairs. Mira noticed the difference immediately: the Ashford living room was smaller than theirs, quieter, the kind of clean that came from nobody being home enough to mess it up. Warren's recliner in the corner, untouched. The couch, old but deep. Juniper was already pulling cushions off it, building a nest on the carpet with the efficiency of a rabbit whose nesting instinct had been running hot.



"Here." She arranged the last pillow and looked up at them, kneeling on the floor of her own living room, naked, slim, flat-chested, the gentle curve of her tiny hips swaying as she stretched her arms one at a time. The late afternoon light from the front window catching the fine fur along her back. The maple tree was visible through the side window too from a lower angle, the fork in the trunk catching the light.



Mira didn't settle against the couch this time. She dropped onto the cushion nest beside Juniper, hip to hip, and pulled her own shirt over her head.



"Both of us," she said. "Together."



Juniper's ears shot up. She lay back on the cushion nest and Mira climbed over her—face to face, chest to chest, pressing down until their hips aligned. Mira's puffy folds settled against Juniper's compact slit, the heat of them meeting, slick on slick. The difference in their bodies was vivid. Mira's swollen canine vulva parting on its own, flushed and wet, dripping down onto the neat seam of Juniper's tucked-away rabbit pussy below. Their clits found each other through the press and Juniper's breath hitched, her ears going flat, blue eyes wide and close beneath Mira's.



Mira's tail lifted high, exposing both of them. She looked back over her shoulder.



"Both of us," she said again. "Alternate each stroke. I want to feel her warmth on you."



Dad's ears pressed forward. His cock twitched visibly—the idea landing in his body before his brain had finished processing it. His daughter on all fours over the rabbit, both pussies stacked, both presented, one inch apart.



He knelt behind them. His tip found Mira first. His cock nestled into her folds and sank deep. The wet sound of entering her was *loud* in the Ashford silence. Obscene against the quiet of a house that had never heard anything like this, echoing off walls lined with family photos and Rose's crayon drawings.



She gasped. Home. The familiar stretch, the heat, the particular depth that was *theirs.* His first stroke bottomed out and the impact pressed her hips down against Juniper's, grinding their cores together, the force of him inside her translating through her body into the girl beneath.



"*Oh—*" Juniper's ears went flat. "I can feel you. Through *her.*"



He pulled back. Angled down—one inch, just one inch of difference—and pressed into Juniper.



Mira felt it happen from the outside. His shaft sliding past her own folds on the way down, hot against her slick lips, then sinking into the tight body beneath her. The base of his cock rode against Mira's clit as he bottomed out in Juniper, and Mira moaned, grinding down, her empty pussy clenching while her clit dragged against the shaft that was filling her best friend.



He pulled back. Angled up. Into Mira. One stroke, deep, her walls gripping him—then down again, into Juniper, his shaft painting Mira's folds with rabbit slick on the way through.



Up. Down. Fox. Rabbit.



Each stroke into Mira pressed her harder against Juniper. Each stroke into Juniper dragged his shaft along Mira's slit. The alternation was seamless—just an inch of angle, just the shift of his hips, and they both gasped in turn, one filled while the other felt the motion through contact, through pressure, through the cock that connected them.



Mira was dripping. Freely now, her arousal running in warm threads down onto Juniper's folds below, mixing with the rabbit's own slick, their combined wetness coating his shaft until the sounds were constant, wet, obscene. The nest Juniper had built was soaked, the fabric going dark in spreading patches, fox and rabbit mixing together in the rosemary air of a house that had no idea.



"*Faster,*" Mira gasped. She pressed her muzzle down beside Juniper's ear. "*Kiss me.*"



Juniper turned her head and Mira caught her mouth—bunny tongue finding hers while Dad's cock alternated between their bodies in steady strokes. Each thrust into Juniper jolted the rabbit's mouth against Mira's. Each thrust into Mira ground her clit against Juniper's folds. They kissed through all of it, sloppy, desperate, tasting each other while he fucked them both, the three of them connected through the alternating motions.



Below her, Juniper was trembling—her thighs shaking against Mira's, her grip on Mira's shoulders tightening, her eyes rolling back and settling into pleasure. Mira looked down at that face, flushed, ears splayed against the cushion, rocking with each thrust.



Mira's paws found both sides of Juniper's neck. Not the scruff. The throat. Gentle, warm, her fingers curling into the soft fur, thumbs resting against the pulse points where Juniper's heartbeat hammered. Holding her face exactly where it was. Not letting her look away.



"*Caught you,*" Mira murmured.



Juniper's breath caught. Her eyes locked on Mira's from inches away. "You didn't even chase me."



"Didn't have to." Mira leaned down and kissed her. "You invited us and asked, *please.*"



Mira kissed her again. Deep, slow, their muzzles finding the fit they'd learned. Her tongue found Juniper's and the rabbit moaned into her mouth while Dad's cock slid between their bodies, the alternating rhythm carrying through the kiss.



The grinding was building. Each time he thrust into Mira, her hips pressed down, her clit mashing against Juniper's, the pressure electric. Each thrust into Juniper, the base of his shaft rode up against Mira's folds, and the rabbit's hips bucked upward, pressing their clits together from below.



"*Mira—*" Juniper gasped against her lips. "*I'm so close—every time you press down—*"



"I know." Mira held her face, thumbs on her pulse. She could feel Juniper's heartbeat accelerating under her fingers. "Stay with me."



"*Okay—*" Mira broke the kiss just long enough to look back. "*Daddy. Fuck me hard. I want to come. But don't knot.*"



He stopped alternating. Sank into Mira and *stayed.* Drove hard, the sound of his hips slapping against her ass filling the Ashford living room, the wet *smack* ringing off bare walls that echoed more than at their own home. Each thrust hammered Mira down onto Juniper—clit to clit, core to core—and the rabbit beneath her whimpered into her mouth, feeling every impact. Mira fought the instinct to tilt her hips up, she wanted Juniper to feel this.



Mira came kissing her. The orgasm crested through the grinding—her clit pressed hard against Juniper's, her pussy gripping Dad's cock in waves, her mouth open against Juniper's mouth.



"*Switch, Daddy—*" Mira pulled her mouth off of her bunny for just a moment and gasped around the waves of pleasure. "*Knot Juni.*"



She moaned and leaned back into the kiss and Juniper swallowed it, and the vibration of the sound set Juniper off too. Her body arching beneath her, their clits pulsing together, a shared orgasm that traveled between their pressed bodies like current through a wire.



Dad's cock slid free of Mira, glistening, his knot already nearly fully swollen, just barely avoiding the tie. His shaft coated in a mess of both his girls. He pressed into Juniper and the rabbit sobbed happily—*fullness,* the stretch of taking him right after Mira, the opening wider, deeper, her warmed-up body receiving all of him at once.



"*There,*" Juniper breathed. The same word from before, but different now. Wrecked. "*That's what the toy can't do.*"



His strokes deepened. Found the rhythm that was just for Juniper—deeper, harder. Mira collapsed on Juni, burrowing her muzzle into the bunny's neck, still trembling from her own orgasm. She wasn't watching anymore but she could feel it through their pressed-together bodies—the bump of his knot against Juniper's entrance with each thrust, the growing pressure, the way Juniper's whole frame jolted each time it caught and slipped free.



"She can take it," Mira murmured against her neck fur. Her paw found Juniper's and laced their fingers. "Give her your knot, Daddy."



He pushed. The knot caught, held, stretched Juniper's rim—and pressed past, locking deep. Mira felt the moment it seated through Juniper's entire body: the arch, the seize, the sob that vibrated through the rabbit's throat against Mira's cheek. Juniper's paw crushed hers and her whole body went rigid beneath Mira's weight, clenching around the knot in a hard involuntary spasm that Mira felt pulse through their pressed cores.



Dad's knot pulsed inside the rabbit. Each throb leaked thin spurts—warm trickles seeping around the seal, running down Juniper's inner thigh to pool on the ruined cushions. Then the thin spurts became thick ropes, pulse after pulse flooding Juniper's depths. No condom. No barrier. Just fox cum filling the needy little rabbit.



The front windows were right there. The curtains open, the late light streaming in. The door was right there. And on the living room floor of Juniper's house, soaking through someone else's cushions, they lay panting, knotted, and cumming.



"There she is." Dad held still. "You took it all, baby bunny."



"*Stay inside,*" Juniper whispered, her paw crushing Mira's. "*Please. Just a little longer.*"



Juniper clenched around the knot. Hard. Deliberate. Not the involuntary spasm of being overwhelmed. The controlled squeeze of a girl who'd been practicing. Mira watched the clench travel through Juniper's face, the concentration, the satisfaction of muscles that answered her command.



*She's doing that on purpose.*



Another squeeze. Dad groaned, his grip tightening on Juniper's hips. Each deliberate clench coaxed another thick pulse from him, filling her and leaking under Mira around the seal.



"I can feel you fill me," Juniper gasped and wiggled her hips.



"You're so tight baby bunny—" Dad cut off as Juniper squeezed again, Mira felt the clench and spatter of wetness leaked against her clit. "*—God,* you drive me crazy when you do that."



Mira pressed her forehead to Juniper's. Held her gaze while Dad pulsed inside her. Both of them slick, both flushed, Mira's orgasm still echoing through her limbs, Juniper's building in slow waves around the knot.



"You're ready," Mira whispered. "For Bear. You did so good preparing."



"*You* got me here." Juniper's blue eyes, bright, wet, fierce. "*My fox.*"



Mira kissed her. On the other side of Juniper's body, Dad's cock throbbed one final thick pulse, and the rabbit shuddered between them—her second orgasm arriving not as a peak but as a settling, a deep full-body clench that milked the last of him into her and left her boneless and breathing.



 ——————— 


Juniper wiggled her hips after her orgasm subsided, testing the seal. Pleasant. Full.



*It's so tight.* Juniper let her ears flop back, her whole body wrapped around the fox inside her, pinned by Mira still collapsed on top of her and nuzzling her. Warm breath puffing into her fur. She could have passed out and slept like this between her two fluffy foxes.



"This is nice." Juniper moaned.



Mira hummed happily into her neck.



They lay tangled on the cushion nest, his knot slowly shrinking but still locking them together, his cum leaking warm around the seal. Silas's paw rested on her hip, the fullness so familiar now that her body had stopped clenching and just held.



*This is what it feels like to be kept... hunted?*



Then, tires on gravel.



Her ears shot up. Both of them, the full length, swiveling toward the front window. A car pulling into the driveway. Headlights sweeping across the living room ceiling.



They were *downstairs.* On the living room floor. The front door ten feet away.



"That's Grandma's car." Her voice came out thin. "Rose wasn't supposed to—she said *nine*—"



*He's still knotted inside me.* She clenched once, testing. Solid. No give.



Car doors slamming. Rose's voice in the driveway, muffled by the door, but unmistakable high, chattering. Grandma's warm response. Footsteps on the front path.



"*The cushions,*" Juniper hissed. "*Flip them. Wet side down.*"



All three of them moved at once. Silas lifted her as he stood—one motion, his arms hooking under her thighs, her legs wrapping around his waist on instinct. Knotted. Connected. The knot tugged inside her with the sudden shift and she gasped, biting it back, but she was already reaching for the nearest cushion. She grabbed it from his arms, saw the dark soaked patch, flipped it and shoved it onto the couch. The knot lurched inside her with the twist and she nearly cried out.



Mira had the other two. Fast, efficient, slammed into place wet-side-down. Shirts scooped off the floor. Juniper's t-shirt tossed over Silas's shoulder where she could reach it.



The nest was gone. The couch looked—not right, not exactly, the cushions slightly crooked, but *present.* Close enough. The carpet still had a dark patch where they'd been. No time.



"*Stairs,*" Juniper whispered against Silas's neck. She could hear the key finding the lock.



They moved like foxes. Silent, quick, Mira leading, bare feet on hardwood making no sound at all. Silas took the stairs at a pace that should have been impossible with a rabbit impaled on him. Each step shifted the knot inside her and she bit the inside of her cheek to keep from crying out—the fullness rocking with every stride, his tip pressing deeper on the upsteps, tugging at her entrance on the flat. Cum squeezed out of her with each jolt, warm against his thighs, dripping onto the stairs. Her arms locked around his neck. Her face buried in his fur. His heartbeat hammering against her chest—or was that hers?



Third step. Fifth. Seventh. Below them, the deadbolt turned.



Mira held her bedroom door open, waving them through. Silas made the landing in two strides. Through the door. Mira eased it shut behind them—a soft click that was the loudest sound in the world.



The front door opened below. Rose's voice flooded the downstairs: "Grandma brought cookies!"



They stood in Juniper's bedroom, all three of them breathing hard. Dad still holding Juniper, still knotted, still inside her. Mira with both their shirts clutched to her bare chest. The stuffed animals watching from the corner. The comic pinned to the wall. The tree visible through the window.



Juniper's whole body was vibrating—not fear, not anymore. The carry had done something to her. Each of those stairs had ground the knot against her walls, the rocking motion like being fucked in slow pulses, his weight holding her while his cock shifted inside her. She was soaked. She was close. She was hanging from a grown man's knot in her childhood bedroom while her grandmother put away her coat downstairs.



The fear and the fullness tangled together into something electric.



And then, she looked directly at Silas, gave him a quick kiss on his snout, she wiggled her hips and *squeezed.* Another fresh jet inside.



Silas's breath caught. His paw tightened on her hip in warning. She did it again. A slow, deliberate clench around his knot, still standing, her legs locked around his waist, her weight pulling the knot deeper as gravity and her muscles worked together. Milking another spurt of warmth into her depths.



*We could get caught. Isn't that fun?*



Behind them, Mira pressed a paw over her own muzzle. Juniper could hear the stifled giggle, could feel the fox shaking. Silas's eyes promised retribution. But his cock throbbed and squirted hard inside her, betraying him.



Lily's footsteps below, heading for the kitchen. Not the stairs. Grandma saying something about cookies.



Juniper kept squeezing. She used her lower legs to bounce against him a little with each one. Slow, rhythmic clenches that dragged out the tie, kept his knot swollen just a little longer than it needed to be. Hanging from him, her back against the bedroom wall now where he'd braced them, her legs still wrapped around his waist. Each clench coaxed another trickle from him. The warmth pooled deep, filling her, while her family moved around downstairs making after-school snacks.



Minutes stretched. Sounds of clattering and chattering below them filtering from downstairs. Finally, *finally,* the knot softened enough to slip free despite her best efforts. *Got everything I could.* She was satisfied. He set her down, a puddle of cum on the floor, something else to clean up, and she gasped at the sudden emptiness—Mira's paw clamped over her mouth from behind.



They dressed in frantic silence. Shirts inside-out, buttons missed. Silas eased the window open, the one that faced the back yard, away from the driveway.



"Saturday," he whispered, one leg already over the sill. "You're ready for Bear."



Mira paused at the window. Leaned back in and kissed Juniper once, quick and fierce.



Then they were gone. Juniper watched from the window as they dropped onto the back roof, shimmied to the edge, swung down into the bushes. Mira's tail disappearing through the back gate. Silas's steady stride three paces behind, paw on his daughter's shoulder as they slipped toward the truck parked three houses down.



*That was smooth,* she thought. *Moving like foxes.*



She was alone. Her bedroom smelled like fox and sex and the particular sweetness of Mira's mouth. Downstairs, the cushions sat on the couch wet-side-down—Mira's frantic handiwork, the kind of cover-up that worked until someone sat down too hard. But the carpet. The stairs. Drops she couldn't have stopped, a trail from the nest to the landing, the evidence of a tied rabbit carried through her own house.



Cum was leaking into her panties, warm and thick. She had bigger problems than panties.



She smoothed her clothes. Checked her reflection. Her cheeks were burning. Her legs were shaky.



She went downstairs.



"June!" Rose bounced toward her. "Grandma brought cookies! Why's your face all red?"



"Just... watched a funny show." She hugged her sister, one paw pressed to her belly where she could still feel him settling inside her. "Save me one?"



"Yeah, you smell kinda funky." Rose held her nose dramatically, waving a paw like a fan.



Juniper's ears flattened. "Ah I just—yeah... forgot to shower." A trickle started down her thigh and she shoved her paws down to cup the wetness before it could drip to the floor, pantomiming an urgency that was both fake and real. "Gotta pee!"



She bounded for the bathroom and spent the next fifteen minutes cleaning herself out as best she could.



 ——————— 


The shower helped. Hot water, soap, the evidence swirling down the drain. She came out damp, fur dripping, a towel around her shoulders—and went straight to the living room. Sat down on the carpet right where the dark patch was. Rose was eating cookies at the kitchen table. Grandma was putting away groceries.



"Juniper, you're getting the carpet wet," Grandma said mildly.



"Sorry! I'll clean it up." She grabbed the towel from her shoulders, pressed it into the carpet—into the spot that wasn't shower water—and scrubbed. The stain lifted into the towel, or most of it did. She checked the stairs on the way back up. A few drops on the third step, the fifth. She wiped those too, quick swipes with the damp towel, and tossed it in the hamper.



On the way back through the living room she grabbed the can of Furbreeze from under the kitchen sink—the lavender one Mom used when Dad came home smelling like rig oil. One cushion lifted, one spritz underneath, set back down. Second cushion, same thing. Third. Quick, methodical, the damp undersides getting a direct hit of lavender before being pressed back into place. The carpet got one. The stairs got a pass on the way up.



She fussed a little as she mopped up the last of the puddle in her room with paper towels where Silas had pulled out. Sprayed it too for good measure. She sniffed around, it smelled like fox cum and lavender. *It'll have to be enough.*



She flopped back on her bed, physically exhausted, relieved, and pulled out her phone.



    Juniper: MIRA!!! You both left such a mess! >:B

    Mira: You said 9:00! I'd have helped clean you out otherwise. ;3

    Juniper: I didn't mean -in ME-! The stairs, the carpet, my room! He came SO MUCH!!!

    Mira: How'd it go after?

    Juniper: I showered, then sat on the wet spot on the carpet and made an excuse to towel it up. Furbreeze on EVERYTHING!!!

    Mira: You did great. Love you little bun. <3



Juniper smiled, ears flopping back lazy.



    Juniper: Love you too, my perfect fox. <3



She fell asleep that night replaying the whole thing.



 ——————— 


"First" Time

* Chapter 10: "First" Time *


Week Eight (continued)


Thursday


They were walking to fourth period, navigating the crowded hallway, when Mira leaned close.



"Sleepover Saturday. My place."



Juniper's ears perked. "Yeah?"



"Dad's been saying you're almost ready." Mira kept her voice low, pitched under the hallway noise. "For Bear, I mean. He thinks maybe this weekend."



Juniper's whole body went still. Her cotton tail quivered. "This weekend? Like, *this* weekend?"



"If you want. No pressure."



"I want." Fast. Breathless. "I *definitely* want. I've been practicing every night, Mira. Every single night. I can almost take the whole thing now, the toy you gave me. I just need..." She caught herself, glancing around at the kids streaming past. "We should not be talking about this here."



"Tomorrow night," Mira promised. "We'll see how ready you really are."



The look on Juniper's face was something between terror and anticipation. "What do I tell my mom?"



"The usual. Sleepover with Mira. Homework and movies."



"Homework and movies," Juniper repeated, her voice faint. "Sure. Totally normal sleepover things."



Mira grinned. "Totally normal."



 ——————— 


At lunch, Danny was back at their table. He'd brought Juniper a cookie from the cafeteria line, chocolate chip, slightly crushed from being in his pocket.



"I remembered you said you liked chocolate," he said, ears flat with nerves. "When we were at the ice cream place. You said chocolate was your second favorite after strawberry."



Juniper stared at the cookie like it was made of gold. "You remembered that?"



"I remember everything you say." Then, realizing how that sounded: "Not in a creepy way. Just—a normal way. A normal amount of remembering."



Sage was visibly dying. Theo had given up pretending to read his book.



"That's really sweet, Danny." Juniper took the cookie. Her paw brushed his as she did, and his ears pinned forward, bright and eager. "Thank you."



"So, um." He rubbed the back of his neck. "I was wondering. There's this movie playing downtown. The new one about the robot dog who saves the world? I know it might be lame, but... would you maybe want to go see it? Sometime?"



"Like another date?"



"Yeah. Like another date." His ears folded down, vulnerable. "If you want. If you're not sick of me already."



Juniper smiled. "I'm not sick of you." She hesitated, then, before she could overthink it, she leaned in and whispered in his ear. "Actually, I have the house to myself on Sunday. My mom's working and my sisters are busy with a band day trip. She's giving me pizza money." Her ears went pink. "We could hang out there instead? Watch some shows or something?"



Danny's eyes went wide. "Your house?" A notch too loud. "Like—just us?"



"Shh. If you want."



"I want." His tail was a blur. "I definitely want. That sounds... yeah. Sunday. Your house. I'll be there."



"But maybe..." Juniper lowered her voice even more, glancing at the others. "If anyone asks, we're going to the movie? The robot dog one? I just... don't want everyone making a big deal about it."



Danny nodded seriously, like she'd entrusted him with a secret mission. "The movie. Got it. Our cover story."



Juniper's ears twitched, her smile going still for just a second. Saturday was the sleepover. Saturday was *Bear.* And now Sunday was Danny, in her empty house, alone together. Their own little secret.



*What am I doing?*



"It's a date," she said, sitting back. "A second date."



Danny looked like he might pass out from happiness. "I'm going to stop talking now."



"You don't have to."



"I really think I do."



Sage leaned over to Mira while Danny and Juniper were lost in their own little world. "This is the cutest and also most painful thing I've ever watched. Whispering and blushing like we aren't *right here.*"



Mira couldn't disagree.



 ——————— 


After school, they walked to the corner where their routes split, Theo to the library, Danny lingering like he wasn't sure which direction his feet should go.



"So, um." Danny shifted his backpack. "Sunday. I'll text you the movie times?"



"Sounds good." Juniper smiled, and an involuntary whine slipped out of him, a sound that leaked before he could catch it.



"Okay. Cool. Bye Juni. Bye everyone." He waved at the group, nearly hit himself in the face, and walked backward into a trash can before finally turning and fleeing down the sidewalk.



Sage watched him go. "He's going to hurt himself before Sunday gets here."



"Leave him alone," Juniper said, but she was laughing.



Theo looked up from his book; he'd been reading while walking, a skill the others found both impressive and concerning. "He seems nice. Danny, I mean."



"You talked to him?" Sage sounded genuinely surprised.



"A little. At lunch. He asked what I was reading." Theo shrugged, ears flicking. "Most people don't ask."



"What'd you tell him?"



"That it was about a girl who talks to ghosts." Theo paused. "And he said, 'Let me guess, she's also a ghost and doesn't know it yet.'"



"Wait, really?" Sage blinked. "That's the actual twist?"



"First thing he said." A small smile. "He's not dumb. Just nervous."



Theo slipped away toward the library, moving with that fluid marten grace that made him seem to flow rather than walk. Sage glanced at the bus stop, then at Mira and Juniper, who hadn't moved.



"You coming?"



"Go ahead," Juniper said. "I just need to ask Mira something real quick. She'll be right there."



Sage shrugged. "Don't miss it." She jogged off toward the bus that was already rounding the corner.



Juniper waited until she was out of earshot, then grabbed Mira's paw.



"*You jumped off my roof.*"



Mira burst out laughing. "We did."



"Your dad was *inside me* when my grandma came home. And then you two jumped off my *roof* and I had to go downstairs and pretend everything was fine."



"Wait, what happened after we left?" Mira pulled her behind the bus stop, eyes wide with gleeful curiosity. "Tell me everything."



"Mira." Juniper was half-laughing, half-hysterical. "I had to hug my little sister while I was *leaking everywhere.* I could feel it running down my leg the whole time."



"No."



"Yes! And she asked why my face was red!"



"What did you say?!"



"I almost said I took a shower. I was *dry,* Mira. My fur was completely dry."



"Oh no—"



"But I caught myself! I said I watched something funny instead." Juniper sagged against the bus shelter. "I don't even know where that came from. I just panicked."



"That's actually perfect though." Mira was grinning. "Laughing makes your face red. She totally bought it."



"I guess." Juniper's paw was still in Mira's, their fingers laced together. "I had to take the longest shower of my life after. There was *so much.* And I told you about the cleanup, you two made a *mess,* it took me 20 minutes of stealth cleaning to get everything."



"Yeah, hopefully nobody flips those cushions. Mystery crusty spots forever." Mira grinned. "I can't believe you kept bouncing and squeezing him while they were *downstairs.* Dad's face. He's definitely going to make you pay for that."



Both girls giggled.



"Promise?"



They dissolved into giggles again, leaning into each other, paws intertwined. Just two girls sharing secrets at a bus stop.



The bus horn honked. Mira squeezed Juniper's paw once and ran for it, sliding through the doors just before they closed. She waved from the window as it pulled away.



 ——————— 


Neither of them had noticed Danny watching from down the block, having realized he'd gone the wrong way. He saw their hands. Saw them laughing together, foreheads almost touching.



His tail stopped wagging.



He turned and walked home the long way, trying not to think about what it meant. The sidewalk felt longer on the way back.



 ——————— 


Friday


Homeroom. Their substitute teacher was standing in front of class.



Mrs. Chippie, a ferret, bottom heavy and tall. Her snout pressed close to her clipboard, working down the alphabet for the start of roll call. Juniper Ashford would be the second name called.



Mira absently flicked her pencil off her desk towards Juniper. It bounced and rolled on the rubber flooring with a dull sound. The bunny glanced at the clatter, but was distracted waiting for her turn, and quickly re-focused towards the ferret and her clipboard.



Mira slid out of her chair to retrieve it, knees on the flooring, crawling the short gap between their desks. The pencil had landed by Juniper's foot. Convenient.



"Tyler Anderson?"



"Here."



*Next name.*



Mira's paw closed around the pencil. Her other paw found Juniper's ankle under the desk, slid up her calf, fingers pushing beneath the hem of her skirt. Juniper went rigid in her seat. Mira found the button through the cotton and pressed.



She scrambled back to her chair. Pencil recovered. Sat down. Opened her notebook.



"Juniper Ashford?"



The buzz had been going for three seconds already. Juniper's ears were rigid, her thighs clamped under the desk, paws flat on the wood.



"*Here.*" An octave too high.



The sub marked her down without looking up. One desk over, Mira turned a page.



 ——————— 


Juniper got her back at the water fountain between second and third. Walked straight up, leaned past her like she was reaching for the spout, and pressed Mira's button instead of the fountain's. Mira inhaled water. It went up her nose, down her chin, soaked the front of her shirt while the buzz hit and her hips jerked against the basin.



"You okay?" A kid behind her, waiting.



"Wrong pipe," Mira choked. Water dripping from her muzzle, Juniper already halfway down the hall. Her cotton tail bounced once.



 ——————— 


By lunch they'd traded twice more. Mira's inner thighs were damp, the neckline of her shirt still drying. Every time she caught Juniper's eye across the table she had to look at the wall or she'd flush and squirm.



Mira pulled out her sketchpad to distract herself, doodling absently while they ate. Quick gesture lines, a fox mid-leap, a bird taking flight. Juniper watched her paw move, still amazed at how effortless Mira made it look.



"You two are being weird again," Sage announced, stabbing her tater tots. "Weirder than usual."



"Inside joke," they said in unison.



Danny had brought Juniper another cookie. Oatmeal raisin this time.



"I didn't know if you liked oatmeal raisin," he said, pushing it across the table. "My mom made them. I told her about—I mean, I didn't tell her about *you,* specifically, I just said I had a friend who might like cookies and she got really excited because she loves baking and..." He took a breath. "They might have too many raisins."



"I love raisins." Juniper took a bite. "Tell your mom thank you."



Danny lit up like she'd handed him the sun.



Theo was watching from behind his book. "You're going to the movie on Sunday, right?"



Danny blinked. "Yeah. The robot dog one."



"That one's supposed to be good. The reviews say the ending is sad but earned." He paused. "Don't sit in the back. The speakers are unbalanced."



"Oh. Thanks." Danny looked genuinely touched by the advice. "You like movies?"



"I like stories." Theo went back to his book, but he was smiling a little.



Sage rolled her eyes. "Look at you two. Bonding."



"We're not bonding," Theo mumbled.



"You gave him seating advice. That's basically a friendship bracelet for you."



Under the table, Mira's paw found Juniper's. Just holding. Just her hand, warm and steady. Juniper squeezed back.



Danny saw it.



He didn't say anything. Just looked at his tater tots, then at their hands, then back at his tater tots. His tail had gone still.



"So," Sage said, oblivious to the shift. "Who's doing the science homework? Because I understood exactly none of it."



The moment passed. Hands stayed linked under the table. Danny didn't bring it up.



 ——————— 


Friday after school, Juniper's phone buzzed.



    Danny: You okay?



She stared at the message, heart thumping.



    Juniper: Yeah, why?

    Danny: Just checking. You seemed... I dunno. Distracted today.

    Juniper: I'm fine, Danny.



A pause. Then:



    Danny: Are you and Mira like... together?



Juniper's stomach dropped. She typed three different responses, deleted them all.



    Juniper: She's my best friend. We're really close.

    Danny: Yeah. I noticed.



Another pause. Longer this time.



    Danny: I still want to come over Sunday. If you still want me to.

    Juniper: I do.

    Danny: Okay. Cool. My mom wants to know if you have any cookie allergies.



Juniper laughed, the tension breaking.



    Juniper: No allergies. Tell her I said the oatmeal raisin was perfect.

    Danny: She's going to make you so many cookies, Juni. I'm warning you now.



She fell asleep that night with the training toy inside her, practicing for tomorrow, thinking about Danny's worried texts and Mira's warm paw and the way everything was getting more complicated than she'd expected.



 ——————— 


Week Eight: Tied


Saturday morning, Juniper woke before her alarm.



She lay in bed staring at the ceiling, ears twitching against the pillow. The training toy was still inside her from last night; she'd fallen asleep with it, wanting to stay stretched, wanting to be ready. She could feel it now, that familiar fullness, and her body clenched around it automatically.



*Today. Today I finally get Bear.*



She showered, dressed, packed her overnight bag three times because she kept forgetting things. Her mom left for work just before noon, double shift at the hospital, with a kiss on Juniper's forehead.



"Mira's dad is picking you up, right?"



"Yeah, Mom. Have a good shift."



"Be good. Love you."



"Love you too."



The truck pulled up ten minutes later. Dad driving, Mira in the front seat, Bear panting in the back, his whole body pressed forward between the seats, vibrating with excitement. Juniper grabbed her bag and climbed in, immediately burying her muzzle in Bear's fur, trembling.



"Nervous?" Dad asked, watching her in the rearview mirror.



"Terrified." But her tail was wagging too. "What if I can't do it? What if all that practice was for nothing?"



"Then we try again next time. No pressure, baby bunny. We go at your pace."



But Mira could see the hope in Juniper's eyes. Could feel how much she *wanted* this, had been working toward it for weeks, stretching herself open a little more each night, training her body to accept what seemed impossible.



Tonight might be the night.



 ——————— 


They ate dinner like normal, pizza that Dad ordered, sodas that were technically against Juniper's mother's rules, sitcoms playing on the TV with the volume low. Bear sprawled under the table, occasionally getting slipped pepperoni by whichever girl he nosed at.



Halfway through her second slice, Juniper set it down. "So... I should probably tell you guys something."



Mira and Dad both looked at her.



"Danny's coming over tomorrow. To my house." She stared at her pizza. "My mom's working a double and my sisters are gone all day. I kind of... invited him."



"So *that's* what you two were whispering about." Mira's ears perked. "Juni. Are you going to..."



"I don't know. Maybe?" Juniper's fingers found the hem of her shirt, picking at a loose thread. "I told everyone we're going to the movies. As a cover. But really he's coming to my place and we'll be alone and I just..." She looked up at Dad. "I wanted to be honest with you. Both of you."



Dad was quiet for a moment, his expression thoughtful. "Do you want things to happen with Danny tomorrow?"



"I think so? He's really sweet, and I like him, and—" She flushed. "I know it won't be like *this.* But I want to have something normal too. I wish *we* didn't have to hide what we have. I'd be over here *all* the time. I wish we could be open about this, it feels so *right* with you and Mira."



"Me too, baby bunny. Secrets can be heavy." Dad reached across the table and squeezed her paw. "You deserve something normal too."



His voice gentled. "But remember—"



"Condoms. I know." Juniper nodded. "I don't want Danny to get me pregnant. Danny doesn't know about any of this, so—"



"Exactly. Just be safe with Danny. You're *our* bunny." He smiled. "But I'm glad you told us."



"You're *my* foxes." Juniper beamed at both of them. "Maybe when I get older and move out, we can live together? I'd like that."



Mira nodded, then leaned over and bumped her shoulder against Juniper's. "I want to hear everything after. Every awkward detail."



"It's going to be *so* awkward."



"That's what makes it good."



They went back to their pizza. Still anticipation for tonight, but something else now too. Tomorrow. Danny. A different kind of first.



But first, there was Bear.



 ——————— 


By eight, the dishes were cleared and they were heading to the bedroom.



"Shower first," Dad said. "Both of you. I want you clean and relaxed."



They washed each other under the hot water, hands slick with soap, steam filling the bathroom. Mira took her time with Juniper's ears, the way Dad had taught her, long strokes that made Juniper's eyes go half-lidded, her breathing slow.



"I'm really doing this," Juniper whispered. "*Tonight.*"



"You're ready." Mira kissed the base of her ear. "You've been ready."



Mira shook off spattering the walls, mirror, and bunny. Juni laughed. "I have no idea how you do that, you actually look damp instead of wet!"



"Fox stuff! Here, let me get the blowdryer."



She focused on Juniper with brush and blower, getting her bunny dry, her slick fur poofing then brushed flat. Then they traded roles.



When they emerged, mostly dry and quite warm, Dad and Bear were waiting on the bed.



Bear's whole body shifted forward at the sight of them, ears pricking high. His nose twitched, catching their scent, clean fur and arousal and something intoxicating.



"Come here, baby bunny." Dad patted the space beside him. "Let's see how far we can go."



 ——————— 


Dad worked her open with practiced patience. One finger, two, three, each sliding in easier than the last. Weeks of practice showing in the way Juniper's body welcomed him, her hips rocking forward, chasing the stretch instead of bracing against it.



"You're not even flinching." Dad sounded impressed.



"I practiced." Juniper grinned up at him through her panting. "*A lot.*"



He thrust three fingers in a confident rhythm into her wet slit, the lips dragging along his knuckles with each movement, her body surrendering and riding it out. Her head rolled back at the steady motion.



"One more." He worked his pinky in alongside the other three, careful, but firm, her pussy swallowing what he gave it. She shuddered, hips rolling into his movements.



He curled his fingers up against her inner pelvic wall and Juniper *keened,* her back arching off the bed. He held the spot until she was shaking, then withdrew. Threads of arousal stretched between fingers and pussy before snapping. Juniper whimpered at the loss. "That should have you warmed up."



But he wasn't reaching for Bear. Not yet.



"He's not going to be gentle with you." Dad's voice had dropped, rough and serious. His cock was already hard; Mira could see it straining, flushed dark with blood. "Bear's an animal. When he mounts you, he'll fuck you like one. No holding back. No checking if you're okay."



Juniper's ears flattened, understanding dawning. "You want to—"



Silas leaned low and kissed the bunny. She was still liquid from her orgasm, soft and open. She kissed him back. "Turn around, baby bunny. Hands and knees, like he'll take you."



She did, presenting her tiny cotton puff tail and ass, pussy glistening.



"I need to know you can take it." His paws found her hips, lifted them so her ass was higher in the air, her dripping pussy clenching visibly. "Really take it. Not careful. Not slow."



"*Yes.*" Fierce. A sharp huff through her nose. "I want that. I've wanted—Silas, *please.*"



*They're beautiful.* Mira watched closely.



He lined up behind her. Mira saw his gaze flick to the condoms on the nightstand, saw him look away without reaching. If anything was going to happen, it probably already had. Silas laughed softly. "If you want to take those with you for Danny, they're yours, remind me." Juniper nodded, ears flopping as she wiggled her hips.



Mira watched his cockhead find those slick folds. Usually he eased into Juniper. Gave her time.



Not tonight.



"Ready?"



He slammed home—all eight and a half inches in one brutal thrust, his half-swollen knot grinding against her stretched rim, her tiny body taking every inch of him. Mira saw Juniper's lower belly pull tight against the depth of him, the pressure visible through her small frame, those pink folds stretched wide around his girth.



"*AH—*" Juniper's whole body jolted, her scream muffled by the pillow, her small paws balled against the sheets. Dad didn't pause—pulled back and drove in again, the wet slap of his hips against her ass echoing through the room.



"This is what Bear does." He growled between thrusts, his cock pistoning into that small body with no mercy. "Takes what he wants. Doesn't stop."



"*Yes, Daddy—*" Juniper was gasping, her soft fur darkening with sweat, her cotton tail bouncing wildly. "*Fuck me like he will—*"



Silas's ears twitched. Surprise. Then something behind the surprise, something that pressed his ears forward and flared his nostrils and made his cock *jump* inside Juniper so hard she gasped. His hips stuttered, rhythm broken, and for one beat he wasn't fucking her. He was just *in* her, throbbing, the word still ringing in the room.



Mira felt it hit her like a fist between the legs.



*Daddy.* Her word. The one she whispered in the dark, the one she moaned into his fur, the one that lived in the space between bedtime and breeding. *Hers.* And Juniper had just said it with his cock inside her and it should have felt like theft and instead it felt like—



Her paw was between her own legs before she registered moving. Soaked. Clenching around nothing. Her whole body flushed hot, ears burning, tail rigid, and she was crawling toward them before she knew why.



She grabbed Juniper's face. Both paws. Turned the rabbit's head mid-thrust and kissed her.



Not gentle. Not like their first real kiss in the maple tree, not the shy exploration. This was Mira's tongue deep in Juniper's mouth, tasting the word she'd just spoken, *claiming it back and giving it away at the same time.* She kissed her like she was trying to climb inside the sound Juniper had made. Juniper moaned against her canines, Dad's cock still pounding into her from behind, and Mira swallowed the sound and gave back a sound of her own.



When she pulled back, a strand of spit connected their muzzles. Juniper's eyes were blown wide.



"Say it again," Mira whispered. Her voice was wrecked. "For both of us."



"*Daddy—*" Juniper sobbed, and Dad buried himself to the root with a groan that shook his whole frame.



"*There,*" Mira breathed, her paw still working between her own legs, eyes locked on the place where her father disappeared into her best friend. "*That's ours now.*"



Dad fucked harder. Faster. Something had come loose inside him and Mira could see it, the way his grip went bruise-tight, the way his ears pressed flat, the way the word had cracked open something he'd been holding back.



He drove deeper, and Juniper wailed. His ears were flat against his skull, his nostrils flaring with each breath, and he fucked her like something had come loose inside him.



"*Daddy—*" Juniper sobbed, her whole body shaking. "*Don't stop—*"



He fucked her harder. Faster. Mira watched her friend's pussy grip his shaft on each outstroke, those stretched pink lips clinging to him, slick and swollen, the sounds wet and desperate.



She was *dripping.* Had been since the first thrust, her pussy clenching in sympathy with every stroke she watched, Bear's morning load shifting inside her with every involuntary clench. An hour of watching and her thighs were slick to the knee, her folds swollen and parted, her body screaming for something she kept not giving it.



She crawled toward Bear at the foot of the bed. He was watching with desperate focus, his cock dripping, and when her paw found that hot red shaft he whined. She didn't stroke him, just spread her legs and pressed him against her own folds, rubbing his length through her slick, coating him with herself. The contact made her hips stutter, her back arch. *Not yet. Not yet. Not yet.*



*When he knots her,* Mira thought, grinding Bear's tapered tip against her entrance, feeling her own body try to swallow him, *part of me will be inside her too.*



Juniper came, wailing into the pillow, and Dad didn't slow down. Just kept pounding her through it, kept claiming her. Bear's cock throbbed against Mira's pussy, desperate for his turn, and she kept painting him with her arousal, getting him ready, mixing their slick together.



"You're ready, baby bunny." Dad grunted, his cock buried to the hilt.



"*Finally—*" Juniper sobbed, shaking through a second orgasm. "*I finally get to—like Mira—*"



He slammed deep and held—and then he *pushed.*



"*OH—*" His knot pushed past her entrance, stretching her rim wide before seating deep. Dad groaned, his cock pulsing, pumping the first ropes of cum directly against her cervix.



But he didn't stay locked.



Slowly, so slowly, he pulled back. Mira watched from the foot of the bed as the knot stretched Juniper's entrance from the inside, that pink rim bulging outward, going white with the strain. He eased it out with care, letting her body adjust to each millimeter.



The knot slipped free, and Juniper wailed at the sudden emptiness. Cum leaked from her gaping hole, thick and white.



"Breathe, baby bunny." Dad's voice was steady even as his cock throbbed. "Again. Faster this time."



He pressed back in. Not slow. Not brutal either, but *purposeful,* his knot spreading her entrance and pushing through in one steady stroke. Juniper's sob was different this time. Not shock. *Relief.* Her body had remembered how to open, and the speed of it sent a jolt through her that made her back arch and her ears pin flat.



"*Oh—*" Her voice pitched higher. "*It's easier—*"



"Still tight." Dad pulled back, and the knot dragged against her walls on the way out, every ridge grinding past her G-spot. Juniper's thighs shook. He pushed through again and she *moaned,* deep and guttural, a sound that didn't belong to a ten-year-old and didn't care.



Mira let go of Bear's slick cock and crawled up the bed, sliding underneath Juniper's trembling body until her muzzle was inches from where they joined. She could see everything from here: Dad's thick knot forcing her friend impossibly wide, cum leaking around the seal, Juniper's belly visibly distended.



"One more." Dad's voice was thick. "And this time I'm going to hold you open."



He pulled back, slow, controlled, and stopped halfway.



Juniper's entrance was stretched around the widest part of his knot. Not in, not out. Just *held* there, her rim a thin trembling ring around his girth, caught at the point of impossible fullness. The widest point, where the stretch burned brightest, where her body screamed *too much* and *don't stop* in the same pulse.



"*Daddy—*" The word slipped out again, raw and pleading. "*It's so much—*"



"I know, baby bunny. Stay with it." He held perfectly still, his knot lodged at its widest, her tiny pussy forced open around him. "Bear's going to be bigger than this. And he won't stop to let you breathe."



Below them, Mira stared up at the obscene sight inches above her face: Juniper's entrance pulled into a taut pink oval around her father's swollen knot, quivering, held at maximum. She could see his pulse through the straining flesh. Could see cum leaking around the seal, dripping down onto her muzzle.



She licked. Not gentle this time. Firm strokes along Juniper's trembling rim, tongue pressing into the groove where knot met flesh, tasting the strain, feeling every throb of him through her friend's body.



"*Mira—*" Juniper was crying, overwhelmed, but her hips were *pushing back,* trying to swallow the rest of him. "*Don't stop—please don't stop—*"



Seconds stretched. Ten. Twenty. Thirty. Juniper's body slowly, slowly surrendering around the widest point, her rim going from white-stretched to flushed pink, blood returning, the tissue softening from resistance into acceptance. The difference registered under her tongue. The moment Juniper's body stopped fighting and started *wanting.*



A full minute. Then Juniper bore down on her own, and the knot sank deep without Dad pushing at all.



She came with a broken wail, her walls clamping down as he emptied the last of himself into her.



When he finally pulled free for good, Juniper collapsed forward onto the sheets. Her pussy gaped open above Mira's face, loose and used and dripping, and Mira sealed her mouth over it, tongue pushing inside, lapping the cum from her friend's ruined hole.



"*Oh god—*" Juniper shuddered, oversensitive, but she didn't pull away.



Mira cleaned her thoroughly. Tasted every drop. Only when she'd swallowed it all did she slide back, her muzzle slick with the mixture of them.



Juniper looked *wrecked.* Satisfied. Ready.



"Good girl." Dad's voice was tender now, his hand stroking her trembling flank. "You took that beautifully. I knew you could."



Juniper lifted her head, eyes glazed but smiling. "Is that... is that how Bear will...?"



"Harder." Dad smiled, a hungry edge to it. "But you can take harder now. I know you can."



He looked at the dog waiting at the foot of the bed. Bear had been watching the whole time; his cock fully emerged, nine and a half inches of glistening red flesh dripping with anticipation, his whole body quivering with eagerness. The scent of freshly-fucked bunny had him whining, paws shifting restlessly.



"Bear. Come."



Bear rose immediately, his whole frame quivering, and Juniper got onto her hands and knees. Her cotton tail lifted high, exposing everything: that stretched, wet entrance, the slick trails running down her thighs. The scent hit Bear and he whined, his cock twitching visibly.



"Slow, boy." Silas positioned himself beside them, one hand on Bear's collar, the other finding Juniper's trembling hip. "Easy."



 ——————— 


Bear's weight settled onto her back.



Not the way he had the first time. Not the blind lunge, the frantic jabbing, the animal that didn't know or care who was underneath him. He paused. His nose found the curve of her neck, pressed into the short fur there, and he breathed her in. A long, slow inhale that made his whole body still against hers. She could feel his heartbeat through his chest, fast and heavy, thudding against her spine.



*He knows me.* The thought arrived quiet and certain. She'd been smelling him on Mira's fur for weeks. On Silas's hands. On the sheets she slept in. And now his weight was hers, his breath hot against her ear, and his front legs wrapped around her waist with claws gentle against her grey-brown fur.



His cock found her. The tapered tip pressed against her folds, slick and hot, and her whole body went still with the memory of last time.



*This is where I screamed.*



Four inches and her voice cracking. Her body locking up. Mira yanking Bear away by the collar. Sobbing on the carpet with her legs shaking, convinced something was broken inside her. *What's wrong with me?*



The tip pushed inside.



The scream didn't come.



Her body opened for him like it had been waiting. Every night with the toy. Every patient finger Silas had worked into her. Every stretch she'd held past the point of comfort because she *wanted this.* Her body remembered all of it, and the sound that came out of her wasn't a scream. It was a moan. Low, surprised, almost reverent.



Her hips pressed back before she told them to. *Wanting* more. Chasing the stretch instead of flinching from it. Not enduring. *Claiming.*



*I'm ready. I chose this. Every night, every stretch, every time I begged for more. This is mine now. He can have me because I made myself ready for him.*



Two inches. Three. The slick sounds filled her ears, wet and obscene, Bear's cock stretching her wider with each thrust, and the feeling wasn't pain. It was *recognition.* Her body greeting something it had learned to want. The hunger she'd carried for weeks finally being fed.



 ——————— 


Mira watched Bear's red shaft disappearing into that pink slit, Juniper's entrance stretching to accommodate him, and the look on her friend's face that wasn't pain or surprise but *hunger.* The slick sounds were louder now. Wetter. Bear's cock slick with her arousal as he found his rhythm.



"That's it." Dad's hand stroked Juniper's spine. "Let your body take him."



Bear thrust deeper. Three inches. Four. Five—and Juniper's whole body jerked, a cry escaping her as he pressed against something deep inside.



"*Fuck—*" The curse surprised all of them. Juniper never swore. "*He's so thick, I can feel every—*"



She couldn't finish. Bear was moving now, short sharp thrusts that pushed him deeper with each stroke. Mira watched his shaft pump in and out, slick and red and so much *bigger* than the training toy, the wet sounds filling the room like obscene music.



"The knot." Dad's voice had gone rough, watching. "Can you feel it, Juni?"



"*Yes—*" Juniper's paws were fisted in the sheets, her ears flat, her whole body rocking with Bear's rhythm. "*It's pressing against—he's trying to—*"



Mira could see it. Bear's knot had swelled past a softball and was still growing, flushed red and throbbing, nearing the full grapefruit girth that locked inside Mira every morning. It caught against Juniper's stretched rim with each thrust. Not going in. Not yet. Just *pressing.* Demanding.



"Push back against him." Dad's hand found Juniper's hip, guiding. "Open for him, baby bunny. Let him lock inside you."



Juniper whimpered. Her hips pressed back, taking Bear deeper, and Mira watched the knot meet her entrance again. Watched that small pink rim strain around the widest part—the flesh going white with the stretch, Juniper's whole body trembling—



The knot lodged, held for one impossible second, and then her body swallowed it whole.



"*OH—*" Her back arched, walls clamping down around that massive intrusion. "*Oh god oh god oh god—*"



Bear's rhythm changed immediately. No more thrusting, just grinding, his hips pressed tight against Juniper's ass, his knot locked deep inside her. Mira could see the visible bulge—subtle but present—in her friend's lower belly. Could see the way Bear's cock throbbed, each pulse making Juniper gasp.



"You did it." Dad's voice was thick: pride, arousal, awe. "You took him. All of him."



Juniper was crying. Tears streaming down her cheeks, her body shaking, but when she turned to look at Mira there was wonder in her eyes. Disbelief. *Joy.*



"I can *feel* him," she whispered. "He's so deep—I can feel him hitting my—" She shuddered as Bear's cock pulsed. "He's cumming. Oh god, Mira, I can feel him cumming inside me."



Mira moved closer, lying down so her face was level with Juniper's. She could smell it now: Bear's musk, sharp and animal, mixing with Juniper's sweeter scent. Could hear the soft liquid sounds as his seed pumped into her friend's depths.



"How does it feel?" Mira whispered.



"Like—" Juniper's voice broke as another pulse hit her. "Like being filled with *heat.* Like he's claiming every part of me. I can feel it flooding into places I didn't know I had—"



Her walls clenched, and Bear whined, his hips giving a little twitch that made Juniper sob.



"So full," she gasped. "I'm so *full,* Mira. I didn't know—I couldn't have imagined—"



Dad stroked her ears, long gentle strokes. "Your body's holding him perfectly. See how tight your entrance is around the base of his knot?"



Mira looked. She could see it: Juniper's rim stretched taut, gripping Bear just behind that swollen bulge, keeping him locked inside her. Pink flesh pulled tight around dark red. Sealed. No seed could escape past that connection.



"Ten more minutes," Dad murmured. "Maybe fifteen. Just breathe. Let him fill you."



Juniper's eyes found Mira's. They were glassy, overwhelmed, but a smile was breaking through the tears.



"I did it," she whispered. "I actually—" Another pulse. Another soft cry.



Mira squeezed her paw. "You really did."



"Weirdest Saturday ever." The smile widened. Tears kept coming anyway.



They lay like that: Juniper tied and trembling, Mira watching every flutter of sensation cross her friend's face, Dad's hand steady on both their backs. Bear grumbled low in his chest occasionally, content, his seed still pumping into the small body locked around him.



One of Bear's rope toys was on the floor by the bed. Mira picked it up and dangled it in front of his nose.



Bear's ears went up. His jaw opened. He grabbed the end.



Mira tugged.



Bear tugged back, the way he always did, full body, tail stiff, hind legs bracing, and Juniper *shrieked* as the knot wrenched inside her, the dog's whole weight shifting against the tie.



"MIRA—"



Mira tugged again, grinning.



"You *absolute*—" Juniper's voice dissolved as Bear yanked harder, the rope creaking in his jaws, his body rocking forward and back, each pull dragging the knot against her walls. Her ears went flat. Her toes curled. Her eyes rolled and her mouth fell open and what came out wasn't a complaint anymore. Her body shook again and her hips angled up into the tie pressing him as deep as she could.



"Oh *god*—"



Mira let go of the rope. Bear shook it triumphantly and dropped it, settling back against Juniper's hips with a huff. The knot held, still tugging at her.



"I hate you," Juniper whispered after she regained her senses. She was grinning, still stuck.



"No you don't."



Bear turned the tie, one hind leg swinging over her back, the knot rotating inside her as they settled ass to ass. Cum and arousal splashed across her thighs and the sheets. Juniper's whole body shuddered.



"No I don't."



Mira was still curled beside Juniper when the thought found her. Tomorrow. Danny with his nervous smile and his pocket full of cookies. Carefully rolling on a condom while Juniper's pussy was still loose from this, still dripping with Bear's cum.



Dad's hand slid from her back to her hip. His cock was hard again, thick and flushed, a bead of precum glistening at the tip.



"Your turn, baby girl." He pulled her up, positioned her on hands and knees facing Juniper. "You wanted it hard."



"*Please—*"



He slammed into her. No warning, no easing in—just his full length burying itself in one brutal thrust, his knot grinding against her rim. Mira's cry echoed off the walls.



"*Daddy—*"



His hand fisted in her scruff, wrenching her face up. "Eyes on her."



Juniper was right there, flushed and glassy-eyed, Bear's knot still stretching her open, still pulsing cum into her depths. Their faces were inches apart. Close enough that Mira could see every flutter of sensation, every twitch of those long ears when Bear shifted inside her.



Dad's hips slapped against Mira's ass, wet and brutal. Each thrust jolted her forward, drove a moan from her lips, made her pussy clench around his shaft.



"So tight, cub." His cock pistoned into her, relentless. "Squeezing me like you need it."



"*Harder—*"



He gave her harder. His grip on her scruff tightened, his other hand bruising her hip, his cock driving deeper with each stroke. The sound of it filled the room: slick flesh, desperate whimpers, the creak of the bed.



Bear twitched inside Juniper, and she gasped. Her paw found Mira's, squeezed tight.



"*Together—*" Juniper breathed, eyes locked on Mira's. "*We're both—*"



"Full." Dad rasped. His thumb found Mira's clit, pressed hard. "Both my girls. Stuffed full."



Mira's orgasm hit like a wave, sudden and overwhelming, her walls clamping down on Dad's cock, her whole body shaking. Juniper squeezed her hand tighter, watching, and Bear's knot pulsed in sympathy.



Dad didn't stop. Fucked her through it, chasing his own release, his knot catching at her rim with each stroke now, swelling thicker, stretching her wider. She felt it building—that familiar pressure, the swell she knew by heart—and bore down into it.



The knot pressed past her entrance and seated deep. Her body locked around it, the sudden fullness punching a gasp out of her, and she felt him let go. Hot spurts flooding her pussy, filling her the way Bear was filling Juniper. His knot throbbed with each pulse, sealed inside her, and she clenched around it and felt his whole body shudder.



Mira collapsed beside her friend, still tied, paws finding Juniper's. They lay face to face, both dripping, both wrecked.



Juniper whimpered as Bear's knot tugged at her, then gave Mira a long kiss with tongues intertwining. Fingers entwined, both pussies stuffed full, small grinding gyrations in their afterglow. Dad leaned over and kissed them each once individually while his girls made out.



 ——————— 


Bear's knot softened inside her. Slowly, gradually, each pulse a little smaller than the last.



Juniper lay still, breathing through it. The pressure eased. Her walls relaxed around him, still stretched, still *full,* but no longer splitting. Mira stroked her ears, whispering soft things, while Dad's hand traced circles on her back.



Bear shifted. Tugged experimentally.



"He's ready to come out," Dad murmured. "Push a little, baby bunny. Help him."



Juniper tugged and relaxed, and felt the knot *stretch* against her entrance from the inside. Still so big, tennis-ball big, but smaller than his fully engorged size, softening, giving. The rim of her opening strained around it, and then—



"*Ah—*" The knot gave, slipping free with a wet sound, and she gasped as Bear's cock slid out, leaving her gaping, *empty.* Her walls clenched on nothing, spasming around the sudden absence.



And then the flood.



Bear's seed poured out of her in thick white rivulets, pooling beneath her on the sheets. So much, *so much,* running down her thighs, dripping from her swollen folds, the smell of it filling the room. Musk and salt and something animal.



"Don't move." Dad was already reaching for the nightstand. "I want you to keep it."



He held up two shapes from the drawer, both silicone, both tapered. One wider, softer, curved to sit between her folds. "This is a keeper. It seals your pussy shut. Holds everything we put inside you." Then the other, smaller, with a flared base. "And this is a plug. For back here." He touched her other entrance, light, a question. "If you're going to take Bear and me at the same time someday, we start training here."



Mira watched as he brought the keeper between Juniper's legs first, pressed the curved edge against that stretched, leaking entrance.



"Oh—" Juniper whimpered as it settled into place. After the knot, her body accepted it easily, still loose, still gaping, but the keeper was *enough.* Enough to seal her shut. Enough to trap what remained of Bear's cum deep inside her.



"Good girl." Dad pressed it snug, watching her folds close around the base. "Keep him in. I want you full while you sleep."



Then the plug. "Breathe out, baby bunny."



She exhaled, and he eased the slim plug past her ring. It was nothing compared to the knot she'd just taken, barely a stretch, but the *location* was new. Foreign. She gasped at the unfamiliar pressure, her ears going rigid.



"*Oh.*" Her tail twitched. "That's... really weird."



"Feels normal eventually," Mira said knowingly, already curling against her side. "Trust me."



"Wear it home tomorrow," Dad said. "We go a size up next Friday."



Juniper's ears twitched, feeling both shapes shift inside her. The keeper in front, the plug behind. Full in two places, sealed and stretched, while Bear's cum settled warm and deep.



"How does it feel?" Mira asked softly, curling against her friend's side.



"Full," Juniper whispered. "Like he's still inside me."



Dad pulled the blankets over both of them, then settled on Juniper's other side. Bear sprawled at the foot of the bed, licking himself clean, settling heavy into the mattress with a contented groan.



Juniper felt the keeper shift inside her as she nestled between them, Mira's warmth on one side, Dad's solid presence on the other, Bear's seed sealed deep. Her eyes grew heavy. The night went soft and quiet.



 ——————— 


Sunday morning came soft and golden through the curtains.



Juniper woke to the feeling of the keeper still inside her, Bear's cum warm and thick, sealed deep. She stretched, nose twitching, and found Mira already awake beside her, watching with bright eyes.



"I had an idea," Mira said, ears pink. "For later. With Danny."



"What kind of idea?"



Mira's blush deepened. "I wish I could be there. For your first time, your *real* first time with a boy your age. But I can't, so..." She glanced toward the door, where Dad was already stirring in the hallway. "The next best thing is making sure you're full of us when it happens. So we're there with you, even if we're not *there.*"



Juniper's breath caught. "Mira..."



"Bear first," Mira continued, her voice soft but certain. "And then, Daddy finishes inside you. Just the tip, to mix everything together. So when Danny's inside you later, he'll be sliding through *us.*"



Juniper's throat tightened. Her eyes stung.



"I want that," she whispered. "I want to feel you both when I'm with him."



Dad appeared in the doorway. Mira's ears went pink again as she explained, the words tumbling out, shy and eager, and he listened, ears forward, his tail swishing slow and hungry, but his smile was warm and his eyes were tender.



"Devious girls," he murmured, "cute and clever." He grinned, and Mira glowed.



They arranged themselves on the bed, Juniper on her hands and knees, cotton tail lifted, the keeper still nestled inside her. Dad sat against the headboard while Mira curled beside him, her small paw already reaching for his cock.



"I want to watch," she said softly, stroking him to hardness. "I want to see Bear fill her up, and then—"



"And then I'll add mine." Dad's voice was rough. "For both of you."



Bear knew what to do. He mounted eagerly, front paws bracing on her shoulders, nose wet against her neck. Mira reached down to ease the keeper free before Bear's cock found her entrance. Moments later his short thrusts found their mark.



"*Oh—*" Juniper gasped as he pushed inside. Still sore from last night, still stretched, but her body welcomed him. Remembered him. The thick slide of his shaft, the building pressure of his knot bumping against her rim.



Mira stroked Dad's cock in slow, steady pulls, watching Bear's hips pump. "She takes him so well now."



"She does." Dad's paw found Mira's fur, petting her gently. "Our good little bunny."



Bear's rhythm grew urgent. Juniper felt his knot swelling, pressing, demanding entry, and this time she pushed back into it before he could thrust. Felt it stretch her wide, push past her rim, and lock them together.



"*Yes—*" She shuddered as he started to cum, that familiar flood of heat pulsing deep. Her walls clenched around his knot, milking him, keeping every drop.



Mira leaned down and took Dad's cock into her mouth, bobbing slowly while they waited for Bear's knot to soften. The room filled with soft sounds: Bear's panting, Dad's low groans, the wet rhythm of Mira's lips. Juniper floated on the fullness inside her, feeling Bear's seed settling deep.



When he finally slipped free, the gush of cum made her whimper. So much. Running down her thighs, pooling on the sheets.



"Don't move." Dad shifted, positioning himself behind her while Mira watched with bright, eager eyes. "Just the tip, baby bunny. Just enough to give you mine."



She felt the broad head of his cock press against her swollen entrance, felt him slide through the mess Bear had left, just an inch, maybe two. Enough to feel the heat of him. Enough to feel his pulse.



"For you," Dad murmured, one hand on her hip, the other reaching to cup Mira's cheek. "From both of us."



He came with a low groan, and Juniper felt the hot pulse of his seed joining Bear's, mixing inside her, combining, becoming something that belonged to all of them. Mira's idea. Mira's gift.



"Perfect," Mira whispered, watching the way Juniper's pussy clenched around nothing when Dad withdrew. Full and dripping and *loved.*



Dad wiped her clean with a warm cloth, just the outside. Inside, she was still full. Still warm. Still carrying them both.



"Your mom's working a double today," he said, helping her sit up. "I'll drop you off at eleven. Danny's coming at noon, right? Wear the keeper and take it out before he does."



"Yeah." Juniper's voice was dreamy, fucked-out. "Noon."



Mira slid the keeper back into her. Juniper lifted her tiny tail to help but didn't move otherwise.



Dad kissed her forehead, then Mira's. "Both my girls, taking such good care of each other."



Mira helped Juniper dress, watched her friend wince slightly as panties slid over her swollen, sensitive folds. Cum slowly leaking into cotton even around the seal.



Before they headed to the car, Silas caught Juniper's paw. "Last night. When you called me—" He paused. "You said *Daddy.*"



Juniper's ears burned. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to—it just slipped out—"



"Don't apologize." His voice was warm, rough at the edges. "I liked it. More than I expected to." He glanced at Mira. "But I wanted to ask how you feel about it, cub. She's your friend. This is your family."



Mira didn't answer right away. "I—"



*I did ask her to. After.*



But still, something caught in her chest, quick and sharp. *Mine.* The word rose up from somewhere deep, somewhere possessive and animal. Daddy was *hers.* Had always been hers. The word itself was theirs, this private thing between them, and now...



But then she looked at Juniper. At her best friend's burning ears, the way she was bracing for rejection, the slight tremble in her paws.



*My* Juniper.



She'd chosen her. Invited her over that first night, touched her before anyone else had. Introduced her to Bear. Brought her home to Dad.



Because she'd *wanted* Juni here. The warmth at home was everything, but outside these walls she'd had no one who understood it. Juni made her world bigger.



The sharp thing in her chest softened. Still there, but making room.



"It was hot," she said finally, quieter than she expected. "Hearing you say it. I didn't expect—" She stopped. Started over. "You're not taking anything from me. That's what I'm feeling. You're just... becoming part of it."



She reached out, took Juniper's paw.



"You're my sister, Juni. You have been for a while. I didn't have the word for it yet."



Juniper's breath caught. Her eyes were stinging.



"So..." Mira squeezed her paw, and the possessive thing settled. Love occupied that space too, and Mira relaxed into warm acceptance. "If you want to call him Daddy, I want that too."



Silas pulled Mira against his side, one arm tight around his daughter. His girl. His first. Then he reached out with his other hand to cup Juniper's cheek, tender and certain.



"If it feels right to you, in private, when we're together, you can call me that. If you want."



Juniper looked between them. Her chest was too full to speak. Not replacing her own father. Not pretending. Just... belonging. Being welcomed into something that was already whole.



"I'd like that," she whispered. "...Daddy."



Mira pulled her into a hug while Silas's hand stayed warm on her cheek. Then he drew them both in, one arm around each girl, but Mira noticed the way his grip tightened on her waist, possessive and familiar. She was still *his.* That hadn't changed. It never would.



"Now." Silas kissed the top of Mira's head, then Juniper's. "Let's get you home so you can enjoy your afternoon with Danny. Let us know how it goes, or if it goes." He grinned. "Mira and I have our own plans."



"We do?" Mira looked up at him, tail wagging.



"Mmhm." His voice dropped. "Thought I'd spend the day reminding my little girl who she belongs to. Since she's been so generous sharing her daddy with her sister."



Mira shivered, pressing closer. "I like that plan."



Juniper laughed, her ears still pink. "You two are impossible."



"You love it," Mira shot back, grinning.



The drive to Juniper's was quiet. The bunny sat carefully in the passenger seat, thighs pressed together, feeling her wetness spread, warm cum beneath it. Her cotton tail flagged once and she bit her lip, settling deeper into the seat. Silas's hand rested on her knee.



"Have fun today," he said as she climbed out. "Really. Enjoy it."



He paused and reached into the glove box, then handed her the box of condoms he'd brought from the nightstand. They weren't using them anyway. "Just in case he doesn't have any. Keep it somewhere secret."



"I will." She paused, one paw on the door. Looked back at him. "You know the promise Mira and I made? That first night?"



"Of course, little one."



She held out her pinky. Small and certain across the gap between them.



He hooked it with his own. Held it there. "With me too?"



"With you too."



 ——————— 


"First" Time: Sunday


Juniper's mom was working a double shift. Both her sisters were at a band camp exercise, Juniper had always preferred art so was home. The house would be empty until after nine.



She stashed the box of condoms Silas had given her behind the old sketchbooks in her closet. Somewhere her mom's tired eyes would never land.



Danny arrived at noon, clutching a single flower he'd clearly picked from someone's garden.



"For you," he said, ears flat. "I know it's kind of crushed. I rode my bike over and I tried to hold it steady but—"



"It's perfect." Juniper took the slightly wilted daisy and felt something twist in her chest. *He's so sweet. He has no idea.*



They sat on the couch and watched half a movie, something about timetravel that neither of them was really paying attention to. Danny's paw kept creeping toward hers, retreating, creeping back. On the third try, she took it.



"Is this okay?" he asked, like holding paws was the most daring thing he'd ever done.



"This is nice."



More of the movie. More hand-holding. Danny inching closer, his grey fur brushing hers. His scent filling her nose, young wolf, nervous sweat, something like pine from whatever soap his mom bought.



"I really like you," he said suddenly, the words tumbling out. "Like, a lot. More than I've ever liked anyone. I know that's probably weird to say on a second date but I've been thinking about you constantly and I write poems about you and they're really bad but—"



Juniper kissed him.



It was clumsy. Noses bumping, neither of them quite sure where to put their hands. Nothing like kissing Mira, which was comfort and practice, or Silas, which was confident and claiming. Danny didn't have practice, so Juniper helped adjust her angle and find the right space.



Danny made a soft sound against her mouth. When they pulled apart, his tail was wagging so hard it was hitting the couch cushions.



"Wow," he breathed. "That was... wow."



"Yeah." Juniper's heart was beating fast, but not just from the kiss. From everything. From the secret she was carrying. "Danny, I... can I tell you something?"



"Anything."



She hesitated. She couldn't tell him everything, obviously. But maybe...



"I really like you too," she said instead. "And I've been thinking. About us. About..." She took a breath. "Have you ever thought about... going further?"



Danny's ears shot straight up. "Further? Like... like *further* further?"



"Like... you know." Her face was burning. "I know we're young. And I know it's fast. But I've been thinking about it a lot, and..."



"Yes," Danny said immediately, then caught himself. "I mean, only if you want to. Only if you're sure. I don't want to pressure you or anything, I just..." His tail was a blur. "I've thought about it too. A lot. Like, an embarrassing amount."



"I'm sure." She squeezed his paw. "But we need to be careful. You need to wear... you know. Protection."



"Condoms. Right. Of course." He nodded frantically. "I... I actually brought some? Just in case? My sister showed me how to—I mean, she gave me one from her stash and told me to practice on a banana, which was really weird but..."



"Danny."



"Yeah?"



"Breathe."



He took a shaky breath. "Right. Breathing. I can do that."



 ——————— 


They moved to her bedroom, her childhood bedroom with its pink walls and stuffed animals and a door that locked. Danny looked around like he was entering a church. Sacred space. Private.



*He has no idea what's happened in this room... or downstairs by the couch.*



"One second." She kissed his cheek and ducked into the bathroom. Door closed. The keeper came out with a wet sound, trailing threads. She clenched immediately, hard, holding what she could inside. Wiped the keeper clean and wrapped it in toilet paper, tucking it behind her mom's spare soap under the sink. Wiped herself, just the outside. Her walls gripped what remained. Bear and Silas, warm and deep, dripping gently, but mostly held by her.



She checked herself in the mirror. Flushed. Bright-eyed. *Normal enough.*



She slipped back in the bedroom, Danny hadn't moved. Still standing in the center of the room, paws at his sides, tail doing that nervous wag.



Juniper could still feel the ache between her legs. She'd showered before Danny arrived, but she wasn't empty. Could feel the slickness still coating her walls. The warmth she couldn't wash away. Two morning loads deep inside her, and whatever still mixed in from the night before.



She kissed Danny again while her paws found his shirt buttons. His fingers trembled against her clothes, uncertain and reverent.



"I've never—" he started.



"Me neither." The lie slipped out smooth and sweet.



He fumbled with her buttons. She helped, guiding his paws, showing him how to work the clasp of her training bra. When her small chest was bare, Danny stared like he was seeing the sunrise.



"You're so beautiful," he whispered. "I can't believe... I mean, I've imagined, but you're so much more..."



"I'm small, flat, but... you think so?" She smiled. *He's so sweet.* "Your turn." She tugged at his shirt, and he shrugged out of it so fast he almost fell over. They both laughed, the tension breaking just a little.



When they were both undressed, Danny's eyes traveled down her body with something like awe. His cock emerging rigid from his grey fur sheath, small, pink, eager. Maybe four inches. A kit's cock, really. But it was throbbing, straining toward her, and his whole body trembled with wanting.



*So small,* she thought, and then felt guilty for thinking it. *After everything I've taken, he's so...*



But he was *Danny.* Sweet, nervous, poetic Danny who looked at her like she hung the moon.



"You're handsome." *True.* "And... big." His ears tilted forward, his smile widening. *Worth it.*



"I'm. Uh... *Thank you?* I brought..." He fumbled in his pants pocket, produced a condom wrapper with shaking paws. "My sister gave me—I practiced on a banana like she said but..."



"Let me help."



She took the wrapper from him and set it on the sheets. Touched him first.



Her paw wrapped around his shaft. Warm. Alive. He made a sound like she'd knocked the air out of him, his whole body going rigid, ears pinned flat. She could feel his pulse hammering through the thin skin, fast, so fast.



"Juni—" His voice cracked. "That's—I've never—"



"I know." She stroked him slowly, learning the shape of him. Smaller than what her body knew. Smoother, the wolf sheath pulled back fully, the pink flesh hot against her palm. But *his.* Alive in a way silicone never was, twitching at every pass of her fingers.



She leaned down and licked the tip. Just once. Curious.



Danny's hips bucked and he clapped both paws over his muzzle. "*Oh my god—*"



Salt and warmth. Lighter than Silas. Thinner. He tasted like a boy, not a man, and something about that made her chest ache with tenderness. She licked again, slower, letting her tongue trace the ridge beneath the head, and felt his thighs start to shake.



"You're going to—I'm going to—" He was panting through his paws. "If you keep doing that I'm going to finish before we even—"



She pulled back, grinning. His cock was flushed darker now, twitching, a bead of precum at the tip. She'd done that. Not Mira's coaching, not Silas's training. Just her and Danny and the honest reaction of a boy being touched for the first time.



"Okay." She tore the wrapper with her teeth. "Let's not waste this."



She pinched the tip of the condom and rolled the latex down carefully. Too big for him, bunching slightly at the base, but it would work.



"Okay." He was breathing hard. "Okay. Um. How do we..."



She pulled him down onto the bed, guiding him between her thighs. His weight settled over her, light, so light compared to Silas's solid warmth, and his paw slid down to grip her hip, steadying himself.



His fingers brushed against her ass. Against the flared base of the plug nestled between her cheeks.



*Should have removed that too.* The plug Daddy put in last night.



Danny froze. "What's—"



"It's nothing." Her ears heated. "Just... something I'm trying. For, um. Health reasons."



"Health reasons?" His head tilted, confused puppy expression in full effect.



"It's a girl thing." She pulled him closer, letting her thighs frame his hips, hoping distraction would work better than explanation. "Don't worry about it."



He didn't look entirely convinced, but his cock found her entrance and every other thought seemed to leave his head. Pressed against folds that were already slick, *so* slick, and his eyes went wide at the heat of it.



He pushed forward.



The sensation was strange. After Bear's girth, after the knot that had stretched her open just hours ago, Danny felt gentle. A warm pressure. A careful fullness. Her body had been trained for something bigger, and he moved through the space it left like someone walking into a cathedral without knowing the ceiling was high.



And the lie was making her *wet.*



Not just the residual slick. New wetness, *hers,* flooding around him every time she gasped in the right places, tensed at the right moments. She folded her ears back and he made a desperate sound. She widened her eyes and his hips stuttered. Every performance cue her body offered, his body answered, and the answering made her wetter, and the wetness was the lie becoming real in her muscles.



*I'm his first. He thinks it's mine.*



Her hips rolled up into him. Involuntary. The thought had gone straight to her cunt and she clenched around him hard enough to make him whimper. His face—god, his *face.* Earnest and awed and so grateful it made her chest hurt. She liked him. His bad poetry. His nervous tail. The way he looked at her like she was the most important thing in any room. He was *good.*



And deep inside her, Bear's cum and Silas's still clung to her walls, and every thrust Danny made stirred it, and her body couldn't tell the difference between guilt and hunger anymore.



She was soaked. Silas's cum and her own arousal dripping onto her sheets, and the worst part wasn't the guilt.



The worst part was that the guilt made it hotter.



She gasped, made her ears fold back, let her eyes go soft and overwhelmed. "Danny—"



"Am I hurting you?" He froze, panic in his eyes. "We can stop—"



"No." She wrapped her legs around him, pulled him deeper. Felt him slide all the way inside, all of him, warm and eager, surrounded by slickness that wasn't from him. "Don't stop. Please."



He moved. Tentative little thrusts, like he was afraid of breaking her. Sweet and careful in a way that made her throat close.



Juniper clenched around him, squeezed as tight as she could, her inner walls gripping his shaft. She felt him gasp at the sensation, felt his cock twitch inside her, and kept the pressure up. *There. That's better for him.* She wanted to be *good* for him.



He was smaller than her training toy, but the warmth. The motion. The *aliveness* of him, the way his cock pulsed with his heartbeat, the little sounds he made with each thrust. This was good too. Different.



*He's so smooth,* she thought, rocking her hips to meet his rhythm. The latex made him slippery, gentle. Nothing like the hot drag of Silas's bare cock, nothing like the ridged texture of Bear's shaft. Danny moved through her, soft and sweet.



She *liked* this. She was grateful her body did. Not just performed for his benefit. Danny's warmth inside her, his careful rhythm, the way he kept checking her face. It was good. Genuine, caring, working with what he had to give. She could feel herself responding to him, real responses, not manufactured ones, her body softening around him in a way that had nothing to do with training.



But her mind drifted anyway. To last night. To Silas slamming into her, that brutal rhythm, his knot grinding against her entrance. To the feeling of Bear locked inside her, that impossible stretch, the flood of heat that reached everywhere. To Mira's mouth between her legs, to the word *Daddy* leaving her own lips.



*Love.* That's what lived there. Not just want, not just heat. Love that had weight and teeth and a knot at the base.



Her hips stuttered mid-roll. Danny noticed.



"You okay? I didn't hurt you?"



"More than okay." She found her rhythm again, but the stutter had been real. The ache of holding two truths at once, liking the boy inside her and loving the ones who weren't. "It just feels so good."



She pulled him closer, kissed him, and meant it. But behind her closed eyes, the dark was full of foxes.



"You feel..." His voice cracked. "You feel *perfect,* Juni. I never thought... I mean, I hoped, but..."



"Same." She cupped his face with her paws, looked into his eyes. Found the sincerity there, the wonder, the complete trust.



*He'll grow,* she thought. Wolves got big; she'd seen the movies, heard the jokes. But that wasn't what made her chest tight when he looked at her like that. He was sweet, and he loved her, and he was here because he wanted to be. That was its own kind of filling.



*He thinks he's the first. He thinks this is special. And it is. And he is. Just not the way he imagines.*



His thrusts grew faster, more urgent. She kept clenching for him, kept making herself tight, and was rewarded with his gasps, his shuddering breaths. He moved through her with wet sounds, wetter than he probably expected, obscene slick *squelches* with every stroke that made Danny's ears flush pink.



Each thrust pushed a little more of Bear's cum out of her. The thick warmth displaced by Danny's movements, leaking around his condom-covered cock, running down between her cheeks to pool beneath them on her tail, around her ass, and on her soaked sheets.



"You're so... *wet,*" Danny breathed, wonder in his voice. "Is that—is that normal? It feels so—there's so *much*—"



"That's what happens when a girl really wants it," she managed, clenching around him. Another pulse of slick escaped her, and she couldn't tell anymore what was Bear's and what was hers and what was the lie making her body do.



*You have no idea.* She looked up at his trusting face, his pink ears, his tail still trying to wag mid-thrust, and something cracked in her chest. She wanted to protect him. Wanted to deserve the way he looked at her. And she wanted, with equal fierceness, to keep the secret that was making her clench around him harder than his four inches warranted.



*I'm terrible,* she thought. *And I can't stop.*



His tail tried to wag even while he moved, and she felt more slickness squeeze out around him with every thrust.



*This is nice,* she thought, and meant it. *Different. But nice.*



"I'm—" He gasped, his whole body tensing. "Juni, I think I'm going to—"



"It's okay." She pulled him closer, held him as his hips stuttered. "Let go. Inside me, let me feel it."



He came with a soft cry, his muzzle buried against her neck, his cock pulsing inside her. She felt the base of him try to swell, a small firm pressure at her entrance, his knot too undeveloped to catch, slipping through her folds without locking. The condom caught everything, as it should be, she was *Daddy's.* She felt his release through the latex, warm but muted. Nothing like the flood of heat she'd felt last night spreading through her core.



Danny shuddered through the last pulses, then went limp on top of her.



"Sorry," he gasped against her fur. "That was... I didn't mean to... was that okay? Was I..."



"You were perfect." She kissed his forehead, his nose, the corner of his mouth. "That was exactly right."



"Really?" His whole body wiggled against hers, a full-body shiver of relief. "I thought... I mean, I've never... but you really..."



"Really."



He rolled off her with a contented sigh, and she felt him slip free. The condom came with it, sagging with his release. Nothing escaped into her. Not a drop. All safely contained.



But when he pulled out, more of Bear's cum followed. A thick trickle that ran down to the sheets, adding to the wet spot already spreading beneath her. Danny blinked at the mess, ears twitching.



"Wow." He sounded awed. "You really... there's a lot of, um."



"I told you." She stretched lazily, feeling more cum leak out as she moved. "When a girl really wants it."



He beamed like she'd given him a gift.



Bear's cum still sat deep inside her. Warming her. Filling the places Danny hadn't reached, not because he'd failed, but because those places weren't meant for him. And the mess on her sheets, the mess he thought *she* made for *him,* was evidence of a life he'd never see the shape of.



*He's a good wolf. And this keeps Daddy and Mira safe. He can't know.*



She curled against his side, and Danny's arm came around her immediately. Protective. Tender. His heart was still racing; she could feel it through his ribs, that excited puppy rhythm.



"That was the best thing that's ever happened to me," he said quietly. "Like, actually. In my whole life."



Juniper's heart clenched. *He means it. He really means it.*



"Me too," she whispered, and part of her meant it too. Just not all of her. Not the parts that were still full of Bear, still stretched from last night, still belonging to Silas in ways Danny would never understand.



"I think I love you," he said quietly. "Is that crazy? It's probably crazy. You're only ten. I just turned twelve. People say you can't really love someone at our age. But I think maybe they're wrong."



"I think maybe they're wrong too."



She meant it. That was the strange part, she really did love him. His earnest awkwardness. His terrible poetry. His complete and utter *goodness.* Just not only him. Not even mostly him.



She kissed his forehead and let herself be two things at once.



Danny's phone buzzed. He checked it and groaned. "My mom. I have to be home for dinner."



"Go. I'll see you at school tomorrow."



He kissed her before he left, a real kiss this time, confident in a way he hadn't been before. Like she'd given him something precious and he was determined to deserve it.



"Thank you," he whispered. "For... for everything. For being my first."



"Thank you for being mine," she whispered back.



The lie sat between them, invisible and massive. But Danny just smiled, his tail wagging, and headed out the door.



Juniper waited until she heard his bike rattling down the driveway. Then she went to the bathroom and retrieved the keeper Dad had given her, silicone, designed to sit snug between her folds and seal everything in. She pressed it into place, felt it settle against her entrance, and shivered at the pressure.



*His first. My first.*



She looked at herself in the mirror, grey-brown fur, pink ears, a secret smile. The keeper held everything where it belonged. It was precious and needed to be held close. Bear and Dad's cum from that morning still coated her walls, the same cum that had leaked onto her sheets while he fucked her.



She stripped her bed and did the laundry, plenty of time before everyone came home.



 ——————— 


Week Nine: The Note


Monday


Mira dropped her backpack by the door and let out a breath she'd been holding since second period.



The house was quiet. Afternoon light slanted through the kitchen windows, catching dust motes in the air. Bear's tags jingled somewhere in the back, probably the yard, chasing squirrels he'd never catch. And from the living room, the soft sound of pages turning.



She found Dad on the couch with a book, reading glasses perched on his nose. He looked up when she appeared in the doorway, and something in his face softened.



"Hey, cub."



"Hey."



She didn't say anything else. Just crossed the room and folded herself onto the couch beside him, then kept folding, tucking her legs up, curling against his side, letting her head find his lap. His book went to the side table. His paw found the space between her ears.



"Long day?"



"Mm." She pressed her face against his thigh. The fabric of his jeans was soft, worn in. Familiar. "I had to pretend so hard today. Sage kept asking why I looked tired. And in gym..." She pressed her face harder against his thigh. "My chest. Everything's so tender now, and during warm-ups I had to cross my arms the whole time because I could feel them through my sports bra. Every jumping jack. Sage asked if I was cold."



His claws traced slow lines through her fur. Not scratching, just... present. "What did you tell her?"



"That I stayed up late reading." Mira's tail found his other thigh, the tip curling around it. "She didn't believe me. But she didn't push."



Bear wandered in from the back door, sniffed the air, and collapsed at their feet with a satisfied groan. He groaned once, shifted his weight against their ankles, then went still.



"It's weird," Mira said after a while. "My body knows something my brain keeps forgetting. I'll be in class, taking notes, totally normal, and then I'll feel this... *tingle.* In my belly. And I remember."



Dad's paw stilled. "What kind of tingle?"



"Not bad. Just..." She searched for words. "Awareness, I guess. Like Luna's saying *I'm here, don't forget about me.*" She shifted, looking up at him. "Is that crazy?"



"No." His thumb traced her cheekbone. "That's exactly what it feels like."



"You remember? With Mama?"



His ears went soft, low, almost drooping, the way they always did when he talked about her. "I remember watching her feel it. The way she'd stop mid-sentence sometimes and just... touch her belly. Like she was checking." His paw drifted down, found the flat plane of Mira's stomach through her shirt. "You do the same thing. You probably don't notice."



"I notice at school. I have to stop myself."



"Here you don't have to stop."



She covered his paw with hers, pressing it closer. Nothing to feel yet, not from the outside. But she swore she could sense it anyway. A warmth. A presence.



"I keep worrying someone will figure it out."



"What would they figure out?" His voice was gentle. Curious, not dismissive.



"I don't know. That something's different. That I'm not..." She bit her lip. "I don't feel like me anymore. I feel like me plus something else. And I'm scared it shows."



"It doesn't show, cub. Not yet." He leaned down, pressed a kiss to her forehead. "Right now you just look like a girl who's tired and wants to curl up with her dad. That's all anyone would see."



"But later..."



"Later we'll figure out. Together." His paw moved back to her ears, resuming that slow, steady stroke. "You, me, Juniper. We'll keep you safe."



Dad let Bear back in, and joined her on the couch. They settled together, Dad pulled his book back out and wrapped his arm around her.



Mira closed her eyes. The afternoon light was warm on her fur. Bear's breathing had gone slow and even, asleep already, probably dreaming about squirrels. And Dad's paw kept moving through her fur, patient and present, asking nothing, offering everything. Book in his other hand.



She fell asleep like that. Just for a few minutes. Just long enough to remember what safe felt like.



 ——————— 


Tuesday


She found the damp spot getting dressed for school. A circle of wet on her sleep shirt, right over her left nipple. She touched it, brought her finger to her nose. Sweet. Faintly milky.



*Oh.*



She changed shirts twice before settling on three layers: training bra stuffed with folded tissues, camisole, regular top. Hot and itchy before she'd even left her room. But when she checked in the mirror, nothing showed.



That night, Dad found the sleep shirt in the hamper. He came to her room, sat on the edge of her bed, and brushed his thumb across her swollen nipple. The drop that beaded there made them both go still.



"Colostrum," he said quietly. "Early milk. Your body's getting ready to feed our cub."



*Our cub.* Something fluttered behind her ribs.



His mouth closed over her nipple, tongue circling slow, and Mira's back arched off the bed. The sensitivity had been building for days, unbearable and unbearably good, every brush of cotton sending sparks straight to her core. But his mouth was different. Warm. Deliberate. He licked at the small drops beading there and she gasped, her paws finding the back of his head.



"It feels—" She couldn't finish. His tongue circled again and the sound that came out of her had no words in it.



"I know." He pulled back, looking at her with those amber eyes. "We need to be careful. If you leak at school..."



"I know." She pulled the covers up. "I already figured out the layers."



 ——————— 


Wednesday


Wednesday brought rain and Danny brought a note.



Juniper found it folded into her locker, a scrap of notebook paper with his messy handwriting: *You looked really pretty in art class today. Your ears do this thing when you concentrate. I like it.*



She tucked it into her sketchbook, cheeks warm, and found him at lunch already saving her a seat.



"You got my note?" His tail was doing that hopeful wag.



"I got your note." She slid in beside him, close enough that their shoulders touched. "You're such a dork."



"Yeah, but I'm *your* dork." He said it like a question, like he still couldn't quite believe it.



Across the table, Mira caught Juniper's eye, rolled her own dramatically, and mimed gagging. But her ears pinned back just a little, and the fur along her neck bristled in a way that had nothing to do with the joke. Juniper kicked her under the table.



"Ow!" Mira yelped, tail going straight for a moment before settling back with a hurried swish.



"Cramp?" Juniper said sweetly. She held Mira's gaze a beat longer than necessary. *Later. I promise.*



Mira's ears twitched, message received, and the tension dissolved. Mira nodded. "Yeah, cramp."



"You two are so weird," Sage announced, looking between them with narrowed eyes.



"The weirdest," Mira agreed, rubbing her shin. Her voice was lighter now.



Under the table, Juniper's paw found Danny's. His tail wagged harder. But her foot found Mira's too, the soft pad of her rabbit paw rubbing gentle circles against her ankle: a silent comfort, a reminder of what was real.



 ——————— 


That afternoon, Danny walked Juniper to the pickup loop.



"So," he said, scuffing his paw against the concrete. "My mom wants to meet you. Officially. She keeps asking about 'the rabbit girl Danny won't stop talking about.'"



"You talk about me?"



"All the time. It's embarrassing." But he was smiling. "She wants you to come for dinner sometime. If that's not weird."



Juniper thought about her own evenings: the ones spent at Mira's house, stretched and filled and trained. The ones spent texting Danny goodnight while Bear's cum leaked into her panties.



"That's not weird," she said. "I'd like that."



His whole face lit up. "Really? Okay. Cool. I'll tell her. She's going to make so much food, Juni. She stress-cooks when she's nervous."



"I like food."



"Perfect. You're perfect." He caught himself. "I mean... not that you need to be perfect. You're just... you know what I mean. You're—"



She kissed his cheek, quick and soft, and his ears went bright pink.



"I know what you mean."



 ——————— 


Thursday


Thursday was a busy tag day. They both had their vibrators turned up to the second setting. "Raised stakes," Mira said. The sound wasn't so obvious they'd be caught, but wasn't *imperceptible.* The sensation was twice as intense.



The game was *on.*



Mira started it in third period, a brush past Juniper's desk on the way to sharpen her pencil, fingers finding the button through her skirt. Juniper's whole body went rigid, her pencil skidding across her worksheet, the little vibrator humming to life against her clit.



Mrs. Thornton didn't notice. But when Mira glanced back to her seat, she caught Danny two rows behind Juniper, his nose working in quick pulls, ears swiveling forward. He was staring at the back of Juniper's head, nostrils flaring, the fur along his neck prickling up in that half-aware way wolves got when a scent didn't match what they expected. His ear tilted toward the faint buzz, tracking it. Then a hard shake of his head, ears flattening, and he went back to his worksheet.



 ——————— 


Juniper got Mira back at lunch. They were all crowded around the usual table, Sage complaining about her older brother, Theo reading, Danny trying to steal one of Juniper's carrot sticks, when Juniper's paw slipped under the table and found Mira's thigh.



Mira's fork clattered against her tray.



"You okay?" Sage asked.



"Bit my tongue," Mira said, face carefully neutral even as the vibrator pulsed against her.



Under the table, Juniper's paw was still on Mira's thigh, right where the button sat. She pressed again—a second pulse, deliberate, holding it through the fabric until Mira's ears went flat. *Tag. You're it.*



Across the table, Danny was watching them. Nostrils flaring in those quick wolf-pulls, ears pinned forward, his whole body leaning toward them. His gaze flicked between Mira and Juniper, tracking the flush in their ears, the too-innocent smile on Juniper's face, and his nose kept *working,* pulling in whatever the vibrator and her heat-slick arousal were putting into the air between them.



His ears snapped forward and locked there, the way they did when he caught a scent trail. Then flattened hard against his skull. He shook his head once, sharp, and dropped his gaze to his tray.



"You're staring," Theo said without looking up from his book.



Danny blinked. "What? No I'm not."



"You've been looking at them for thirty seconds. That's staring." Theo turned a page. "It's statistically notable."



"I was just..." Danny fumbled. "Juniper had something on her face."



"No she didn't."



"Shut up, Theo."



Sage snorted. "Smooth, Danny. Real smooth."



Juniper finally pulled her paw back, leaving Mira still buzzing. Mira's eye twitched. She reached casually under the table, *scratch scratch,* just adjusting her skirt, nothing to see, and found the button herself.



Danny's ears swiveled toward her. Both of them, rotating under the cafeteria noise, tracking something only a wolf could pick up at this distance.



Click. The sound stopped.



Mira exhaled slowly, reaching for her water. Her eyes found Juniper's across the table. A shared look, a private joke. But Danny's ears hadn't settled. They stayed locked on her, and his tail had gone still against the bench. He looked between them the way he'd looked at his worksheet in third period.



 ——————— 


Computer lab that afternoon was TypeRacer day.



Mr. Reeves had them paired up at adjacent stations, racing each other through typing passages. Mira and Juniper claimed the back row, monitors angled just enough for privacy.



They settled into their chairs. Juniper's paw drifted casually toward Mira's thigh under the desk. Mira's paw drifted toward Juniper's. The usual game: one tags, the other endures until she can reach the little button near the bunny ears and click it off. Then retaliates.



But today they were side by side. Close enough to reach simultaneously.



Their eyes met. Juniper's nose twitched. Mira's ear flicked.



Both paws moved at once. Two clicks. Two little vibrators humming to life at the same instant, bunny ears buzzing snug against their clits.



Juniper's eyes went wide. *That wasn't the plan.*



Neither could turn hers off without reaching under her skirt, and neither could reach under her skirt because—



"Alright, timed exercise!" Mr. Reeves called from the front. "Two minutes on the clock. Hands on keyboards. Starting... *now.*"



The timer appeared on screen. The passage loaded. Both paws had to be on the keyboard or they'd fail the exercise. Around them, twenty keyboards erupted into a cascade of mechanical clacking, the room filling with the rapid-fire percussion of thirty students typing at once. The faint buzz between their legs disappeared into the noise.



*The quick brown fox jumped over the lazy—*



Mira's fingers hit the keys. Her thighs clamped together as the vibrator pulsed steadily against her. *Teh quikc borwn foxx—* Backspace. Backspace. Backspace.



Beside her, Juniper was faring worse. Her ears had gone completely flat, her cotton-puff tail was thumping against the chair, and her screen read: *The quicl btoen foz jimprd—*



Two minutes. Both hands on the keyboard. Both vibrators buzzing, with no way to reach the buttons without pulling a hand off the keys and hiking up her skirt in a room full of classmates.



They were trapped.



Mira's tail kinked sideways. She bit the inside of her cheek and tried to focus. *—jumped over the lazy dog. The dog—* No. *The fog—* No. Her hips shifted involuntarily, pressing the bunny ears harder against her clit, and three keystrokes came out as pure gibberish.



Juniper let out a sound that was definitely not appropriate for computer lab.



"You okay back there?" Mr. Reeves called without turning around.



"Sticky keys," Mira managed.



"My keyboard's weird," Juniper added, her voice an octave too high.



The timer crawled. Ninety seconds felt like ninety years. By the end, Mira's passage was more red corrections than black text, and Juniper's looked like she'd typed it with her elbows. Their accuracy scores blinked on screen: 34%. 28%.



The timer ended. Both paws immediately dove under their skirts. Two frantic clicks. Silence.



They sat there, panting, ears burning, thighs damp against the plastic chairs.



"Well," Juniper whispered. "That was a draw."



Their final scores were dead last in the class. Mr. Reeves assigned them the keyboard shortcut worksheet as punishment while the top scorers got free time. They filled it out side by side, shoulders shaking with suppressed laughter, neither able to look at the other without losing it.



Danny glanced back from his station two rows up. His score had been second-highest in the class. He looked at their screens, looked at their flushed faces, and his ears did that confused little swivel. Then he turned back around, tail tucking close against his chair.



 ——————— 


Friday


Juniper arrived at Mira's just after dinner, overnight bag slung over her shoulder, her whole body already humming with anticipation. A week since Bear had knotted her for the first time. A week of practicing, stretching, wanting to feel it again.



"How was your week?" Dad asked over dessert, ice cream, because Mira had been craving it lately.



"Good." Juniper licked her spoon. "Danny wants me to meet his mom."



"Oh?" Dad's eyebrow rose. "That's a big step."



"Is it weird?" She glanced at Mira. "Dating him while also..."



"While also being ours?" Dad's voice was warm. "No, baby bunny. That's exactly what we talked about. Normal experiences. A life that's yours."



"You're allowed to want nice things," Mira added, stealing a bite of Juniper's ice cream.



"Hey!"



"Tax for wisdom."



 ——————— 


After dessert, while Dad cleaned up, Juniper pulled Mira into the hallway and cupped her face in both paws.



"The gag face you made at Danny on Wednesday."



Mira's ears flicked back. "I was just..."



"Being jealous." Juniper's thumbs traced her cheeks. "You're allowed. But don't pretend-vomit when he's sweet to me and then act like it's a joke."



The directness landed. Mira's paws found Juniper's waist, holding on.



"Danny gets the girl who holds hands at lunch." Juniper's voice was soft but steady. "You get *all* of me. That's our pact. Sisters. True loves. But I need you to be kind about him, Mira. He's good. He deserves that."



Mira's eyes stung. Not from the correction. From the fact that Juniper trusted her enough to make it.



"You're right." Small. Honest. "I'm sorry."



"Good. I'm sorry for kicking you, too." Juniper kissed her, slow and firm. Then pulled back, ears twitching. "Even when you're jealous, I'm yours. Yours first and forever. But be nice to my wolf." Her ears drifted back. "We're already putting him through so much and he has no idea. Do you know what it's like to pretend a 'first time' with someone so genuinely sweet?"



Mira was quiet. Letting it land.



"He kept saying how wet I was." Juniper's voice had gone small. "He was so *proud,* Mira. He thought he did that." She swallowed. "It was everything from that morning leaking out of me the whole time. And I *liked* it."



The hallway held the silence for long moment.



"I'll be nice to your wolf. He deserves our best. Let's be good to him, to make up for *everything.*" Mira reached up and tugged Juniper's ears down from where they'd gone stiff and serious, smoothing the fur back to soft. "Your ears do this thing when you're being brave."



"Shut up."



"I like it." She kissed the base of one ear. "I like *you.*"



They stayed like that, holding each other, until Dad called them back for seconds.



 ——————— 


They moved to the bedroom later.



Juniper knelt on the bed while Dad worked her open, three fingers pressing into her slick heat, spreading and curling. Mira sat cross-legged beside her, stroking the soft fur between her ears.



"You're looser than last week," Dad observed, adding a fourth finger. "Your body's getting good at this."



"I still practice every night." She pressed back against his hand. "With the toy. Thinking about this."



*Thinking about Bear.* She didn't say it. Didn't need to. Bear was already watching from his corner, ears forward, body tense with focus, his red cock emerging inch by inch from his sheath.



"Good girl." Dad withdrew his fingers slowly. He glanced at Bear.



He didn't need to call. The dog was already moving.



Bear mounted her the way he always did, eager and heavy, claws dimpling her fur. His cock jabbed twice, found her, and drove half his length home in one stroke.



Mira watched Juniper's face. No scream this time. No panic. Her eyes went wide, her ears pressed flat, but her body didn't lock up. It *opened.* Her hips pressed back into Bear instead of flinching away, and the sound that came out of her was a moan, not a cry. Low, surprised, almost grateful.



*She's different.* All those nights with the toy. All of Dad's patient fingers. Mira could see the weeks of practice in the way Juniper's body welcomed what used to terrify her.



"*More,*" Juniper whispered into the pillow, and meant it.



While Bear drove deeper into Juniper, Mira dropped beside her. Hands and knees, tail high, presenting. She looked back over her shoulder.



Dad didn't need to be asked twice. He knelt behind her and pushed inside in one slow stroke, and she sighed at the familiar stretch as his hot cock slid through her tender folds.



"Right there, Daddy." She'd been wet since watching him finger Juniper open, since the sounds their bunny was making right now.



Now they were side by side. Both on all fours, mounted from behind. Mira turned her head sideways against the sheets and found Juniper already looking at her with beautiful blue eyes and ears flopped lazily on the pillow. Their muzzles met at an angle, fox snout and rabbit mouth, and Mira's paw found Juniper's between them on the mattress.



Bear's rhythm was frantic. Dad's was slow and deliberate. The contrast made them both laugh into each other's mouths.



"He's like a jackhammer," Juniper panted between kisses, drooling on the pillow a little, grinning even as Bear rocked her forward.



"And Daddy's like—" Mira gasped as he ground deep. "*Torture.* Slow, beautiful torture."



"You love it," Dad murmured, his hands steady on her hips. His knot was starting to swell, catching at her entrance with each stroke. He slammed her playfully at full intensity for a few moments, matching Bear's rhythm. "I've got range, though."



Mira moaned, then giggled as he slowed. She wiggled her hips around him. "I love it," she admitted, and clenched around him just to hear him groan.



Bear's knot was growing too. She could see it in Juniper's face: the shift from pleasure to intensity, the way her eyes widened, her grip tightening on Mira's paw.



"Together this time?" Juniper whispered.



"Together."



Juniper bore down first. Mira watched her face crumple. The burn, the stretch, that impossible moment right before the body gives. Bear's hips drove forward and Juniper's eyes went wide and wet.



"*Oh—got it—he's in—*"



Dad pressed forward. Mira knew this pressure the way she knew her own name. She breathed into it, relaxed, and felt the moment her body surrendered—the lock, the seal, him settling deep.



"*Daddy—*"



"I've got you." His hips pressed flush. She felt him start to come, the heat spreading through her in slow waves.



They lay there, face to face. Tied. Panting. Juniper's eyes rolled half-lidded, her mouth slightly open, and Mira thought she'd never seen anything more beautiful.



"Hi," Mira whispered.



Juniper laughed—watery, overwhelmed. Eyes focusing again on Mira. "Hi."



And then Juniper kissed her.



Not sweet. Not tentative. She surged forward, mouth finding Mira's, and the movement tugged Bear's knot against her entrance. She gasped into the kiss but didn't stop—just kissed harder, her body rocking, Bear growling softly behind her as the tie pulled.



Mira kissed back. Rocked her own hips, and Dad's knot shifted inside her, and he hissed through his teeth.



"*Girls—*"



They ignored him. Juniper was giggling into her mouth now, hips rolling deliberately, and behind her Bear scrambled for purchase on the sheets as his knot was tugged and twisted by her movements. Mira matched her—grinding back against Dad, lifting her tail high, and he made a strangled sound.



"You two are going to—*Mira*—"



"What?" She looked over her shoulder, all innocence, and clenched around his knot. He swore. She turned back to Juniper and they both burst out laughing.



"Brats," Dad managed, but his hand found Mira's hip and held on, his cock pulsing harder inside her. "Both of you. Absolute brats."



Juniper lifted her small tail too—a mirror of Mira's pose—and wiggled her hips. Bear whined, shuffling forward on the bed, his knot tugging inside her with every movement. She gasped and giggled at the same time, reaching for Mira's face again.



"This is insane," she breathed between kisses. "We're both stuck and I can't stop laughing—"



"Then don't stop." Mira kissed her deeper. Both of them rocking, both tugging at their ties, Dad groaning behind one and Bear whining behind the other. Two girls making out while their males were locked inside them, tails high, hips rolling, refusing to hold still.



Dad continued cumming. His groan vibrating through her back, the heat of him spreading deep. The sensation pushed Mira over and she came gasping into Juniper's mouth, her body seizing around him.



Juniper watched her face and the rawness, the openness tipped her over the edge. She whimpered against Mira's lips, bearing down on Bear, and he shuddered behind her with a low whine.



They came down slowly. Foreheads pressed together. Breathing against each other's mouths.



"I love you," Juniper whispered.



"I love you too." Mira's paw found her cheek. "Sister."



"Sister." Juniper nuzzled into her palm.



Dad's hand covered both of theirs. For a long moment the only sounds were breathing and the small, wet sounds of bodies still connected.



 ——————— 


After both knots softened and slipped free, Dad brought warm washcloths. Mira changed the worst of the sheets while Juniper lay there useless, still trembling.



"She's broken," Mira announced, tossing the wet sheet toward the hamper. "We broke the bunny."



"I'm not broken." Juniper's voice was muffled by the pillow. "I'm *processing.*"



"Processing." Dad handed her a washcloth and a glass of water. "Drink. You need fluids after that."



"I just got plenty of fluids," she mumbled, and Mira snorted so hard she choked.



They ended up on the clean parts of the sheets, Juniper curled against Mira's side, a towel tucked between her thighs. Dad sat against the headboard with Mira between his legs, his hand resting on the small swell of Luna. Bear snored in the corner.



"Danny texted," Juniper said, checking her phone. "He says goodnight with four heart emojis. Four."



"Be extra nice to him for me," Mira murmured, but she was smiling. "He's your wolf."



Juniper typed back a string of hearts, more than four, because Danny deserved excess.



Dad sat Juniper up gently. "Plug before bed, baby bunny."



It had become part of the routine since that first night he'd slipped it in alongside the keeper. She still felt a little flutter every time, though, that awareness of being *full* in both places when she'd quietly insert it before bed on her own during the week.



She exhaled as he eased it in, the slim shape familiar now, her body accepting it without resistance. The plug seated snugly and she wiggled experimentally, feeling it shift, her still-sensitive pussy clenching in sympathy around the keeper.



"Good girl." Dad set the lube aside. "Size up next Friday."



Juniper settled back against the pillows. She thought about school on Monday. Danny's notes in her locker, both plugs sitting snug inside her, Bear's memory still warm between her thighs.



She pressed closer to Mira. Dad pulled the covers over all three of them and settled between them, one arm around each girl. He dimmed the lamp. Bear was already snoring at their feet.



 ——————— 


Borrowed

* Chapter 11: Borrowed *


Week Ten: Nursing


Monday


Monday at lunch, Danny sat with the guys.



Not his usual spot anymore. He'd been drifting toward Juniper's table for weeks now, pulled by her. But today Tyler and Wei had flagged him down, and guilt tugged at him. These were his friends. His *first* friends, before everything got complicated.



"Look who remembered we exist," Tyler said, sliding over to make room. The big bear had a pile of tater tots he was working through methodically. "Thought you'd abandoned us for good."



"I didn't abandon anyone." Danny dropped into the seat, tail curled tight with guilt. "I've just been..."



"Busy with your *girlfriend.*" Wei drew the word out, making kissing noises. The red panda's tail swished with amusement. "We see you, Danny. Holding paws in the hallway. Making googly eyes during math."



"I don't make googly eyes."



"You absolutely make googly eyes," Tyler confirmed. "It's embarrassing. We're embarrassed for you."



Danny's ears went flat, but he was smiling. This was familiar. Easy. The rhythm of friendship he'd known since second grade.



"She's just..." He struggled for words. How did you explain Juniper? The way she smelled: warm and complicated, with layers he was only starting to understand. The way she looked at Mira sometimes, like they shared a whole language he couldn't read. The way she'd kissed him on Saturday and tasted sweet in a way that short-circuited his brain.



"She's different," he finished lamely.



"Different how?" Wei leaned forward, curious despite himself. "Is she a *weirdo*, or different like..."



"No, not bad or weird. She's really sweet. I don't know. Just... she has this whole world. Her and Mira. They're so close, and sometimes I feel like I'm looking at something really private, but she's letting me see it anyway?" His tail wagged once, uncertain. "Like she's choosing to include me. Even though she doesn't have to."



Tyler and Wei exchanged glances.



"Dude," Tyler said. "That's kind of intense."



"Is it?"



"You've been dating for like two weeks."



"Yeah, but..." Danny's nose twitched. Across the cafeteria, he could see Juniper's table. She was laughing at something Sage said, her long ears catching the light. Mira sat close beside her, their shoulders touching.



There was something in the air. Even from here, with all the cafeteria noise and food smells, he could catch it, that warm undertone that followed both of them. Richer when they were together. He'd started recognizing it after... after Saturday. After he'd learned what certain smells *meant.*



His fur prickled. His mouth watered, just slightly.



"Danny." Wei snapped his fingers. "You're doing the googly eyes thing again."



"Sorry." He shook himself. "I just... I really like her. More than I've ever liked anyone."



"Gross," Wei said, but not unkindly.



"Extremely gross," Tyler agreed. He lobbed a tater tot at Danny's head; it bounced off his ear. "But whatever, man. If she makes you happy, that's cool. Just don't forget about us."



"I won't." Danny caught the next tater tot and ate it. "Promise."



"And if she breaks your heart, we'll egg her house."



"Please don't egg anyone's house."



"No promises."



Danny laughed, and for a moment everything felt simple again. Just friends, just lunch, just normal kid stuff.



But his eyes kept drifting back to Juniper's table. To the way she leaned into Mira. To the scent he could almost taste from across the room.



*She's letting me see it,* he thought. *Whatever 'it' is. She's letting me in.*



Intuition told him there had to be more. Something deeper than hand-holding and shared glances, something the scent kept hinting at without quite revealing.



*I want to understand.*



 ——————— 


Tuesday


Tuesday in art class, Ms. Chen had them working on texture studies, fabric draped over objects, light and shadow.



Juniper was having trouble concentrating.



The smallest plug sat snug inside her, just like Silas had instructed. *Every day,* he'd said. *Keep yourself stretched, keep yourself ready.* She'd slipped it in that morning, slick with lube, gasping a little at the unfamiliar pressure. Now, three hours later, she was acutely aware of it every time she shifted on her stool at the big table.



Beside her, Mira's tail twitched. She leaned close, pretending to examine Juniper's sketch.



"First day wearing it to school?"



Juniper nodded, not trusting her voice.



"It gets easier." Mira said it into her shoulder. "By next week you won't even notice. Well..." A small smile. "You'll notice. But it'll feel good instead of weird."



"Does yours still...?"



"Every day." Mira shifted on her own stool, and Juniper caught the slight hitch in her movement. "Daddy says consistency is key."



Ms. Chen drifted past their table, and both girls went quiet, suddenly very focused on their fabric studies. When she moved on, Juniper let out a breath she hadn't realized she was holding.



"This is insane," she whispered.



"Maybe it's just another Tuesday?" Mira whispered back, and they both had to stifle giggles that had nothing to do with their art.



 ——————— 


Between third and fourth period, Juniper grabbed Mira's wrist in the hallway.



"I need the bathroom." Her ears were flat. "Like, *actually* need it. And the plug keeps slipping because I'm so wet. I've been clenching for an hour and it's making everything worse."



The east hall bathroom. The one nobody used, with the flickering light. Third stall, the one with the lock that actually worked.



Juniper sat on the toilet, skirt bunched around her waist, and looked at Mira with the expression of someone who'd abandoned all dignity.



"Could you..."



"Yeah." Mira knelt on the tile. "Vibrator first?"



"Please."



Mira reached between her thighs and eased the vibrator free, the curved pink silicone slick with hours of Juniper's arousal. Set it on the toilet paper dispenser. Then the plug, the small training one that had been seated snug in her ass. She wrapped her fingers around the base.



"Breathe out."



The plug came free with a wet sound, Juniper's body releasing it in a rush of lube from putting it in and relief. Her head fell back against the tank.



"God. *God.* Okay." She exhaled. "Just. Give me a second."



Mira stayed kneeling, holding the plug. Juniper shifted on the seat, expecting relief, but nothing came. Not yet. Her body had been clenched so long around the plug that the muscles didn't know how to let go.



"I thought I had to go," she muttered. "Now it won't."



"Give it a minute. You've been holding everything since second period."



Juniper exhaled. Tried to relax. Mira was right there, eye level with everything, not looking away, not making a thing of it. Just there, the way they were always there for each other, the way privacy had stopped meaning anything between them months ago. Nothing hidden. Nothing performed. Just Juniper's body doing what it did, and Mira close enough to smell her, and neither of them flinching.



Mira set the plug on the toilet paper dispenser next to the vibrator. Looked at Juniper. Her folds were still swollen and slick from hours of fullness, flushed and open, the stretch still visible.



"You know," Mira said, "while we're here."



"Mira Blackthorn, we are at *school*—"



But Mira had already leaned forward between her knees, and the argument died the moment her tongue found the warm crease of Juniper's slit. One long slow stroke, base to clit, tasting lube and salt and the unmistakable musk of Juniper's arousal underneath everything else. Juniper's foot thumped once against the tile, that involuntary rabbit tic.



"*Mira—*"



She worked her slowly. Not rushing. Her tongue knew this territory, the neat compact folds, the hidden clit she had to coax out, the way Juniper's body opened when it trusted. She nudged Juniper's hips forward, scooting her to the edge of the seat, and moved lower, curious, her tongue tracing past Juniper's entrance to the place the plug had been.



Juniper's whole body went rigid. "*What are you—*"



"Shh." Mira's tongue circled the rim, still loose from hours of stretching. The taste was different here. Sharper, spicier, something like cinnamon that wasn't cinnamon. Not bad. Not *good* exactly. But she was curious and wet and Juniper was open and she wanted to know. She pressed her tongue inside, just briefly, and Juniper's eyes flew wide.



"*Mira—what—*"



She pulled back. Not her favorite flavor. But the *sound* Juniper had made was worth it.



Then her finger, just the tip, pressing where the plug had lived all morning. Slick, warm, easy. The muscle gave without resistance, trained and open.



"*Oh—*" Juniper's breath punched out of her. "That's—nobody's ever—"



"I know." Mira slid the finger deeper, just one knuckle, while her tongue found Juniper's clit again. Both at once. Juniper's thighs clamped around her ears and a sound came out of the rabbit that Mira had never heard before, high and shocked and desperate.



"*Mira, oh god, that's so—I can feel you in both—*"



Mira hummed against her clit and curled the finger slightly.



Juniper's paws found Mira's headfur and gripped. Her breathing had gone rabbit-fast, shallow and frantic, her hips rolling between Mira's tongue and Mira's finger like she couldn't decide which sensation to chase.



The bathroom door opened.



Mira's ears caught it first. Footsteps on tile. Not the sinks.



She was off the floor in a heartbeat, withdrawing from Juniper so quickly it drew a gasp. She climbed into Juniper's lap, wrapping her hindpaws around Juniper's back. Sixty-five pounds of fox landing on fifty pounds of rabbit. Juniper's teeth gritted against the weight. Mira's tail swung loose behind her, visible under the stall door if it hung low enough. She grabbed it and shoved the bushy length toward Juniper's face.



"*Hold this,*" she breathed. Juniper took the tail in her mouth, gentle, her front teeth barely pressing into the fur, holding it the way a dog carries something precious. Both paws free to grip Mira's waist.



A stall door, the one next to theirs, opened and closed. The lock clicked and she heard a belt buckle undone.



"*You okay, Juni?*" Barely a whisper. "*Sorry I'm heavy.*"



Juniper couldn't answer. Fox tail in her mouth. She squeezed Mira's waist once, hard, and her eyes said everything: *You owe me.*



From under the stall door: one pair of feet. One girl on the toilet. Nothing unusual.



Mira's muzzle was inches from Juniper's face. Wet. She watched Juniper's eyes drop to her chin, to the slick glistening there, and widen.



They didn't breathe.



Next to them, the other student settled. The sound of someone else using the toilet. Ordinary. Oblivious.



Her ears went opposite directions, one flat with horror, one pricked with mischief. She felt both arrive at the same time.



"I need to go too," she breathed. Barely audible. Lips moving against Juniper's ear.



Juniper's eyes went huge. She shook her head once, fast, frantic, tail fur still clamped between her teeth.



Mira looked at her. Really looked. Juniper with a fox tail clamped in her front teeth, ears flat, eyes blazing, fifty pounds of rabbit holding sixty-five pounds of fox in her lap on a school toilet with someone in the next stall. Fierce. Furious. Not letting go of anything, not the tail, not Mira, not the situation. Just holding on through all of it with her jaw set and her legs shaking.



*God, I love you.*



Her bladder had been building since before they came in here and Juniper's lap was warm and the pressure was not negotiable much longer. She tilted her hips down, angling herself lower, trying to find the gap between Juniper's thighs where she could clear her without making a mess.



The shift in weight did it. Mira pressing down, repositioning, sixty-five pounds settling differently on Juniper's abdomen.



The tail dropped from Juniper's mouth as she gasped. The hiss of a stream hitting the bowl beneath them. Juniper's eyes went wide with horror, her whole body rigid, but nothing stopped.



Then a soft *plink plink.* Dry pellets hitting the water.



Both of them went absolutely still. Juniper's ears burned crimson, the flush visible through the short fur of her cheeks from inches away.



"*Juni—*"



"*I've been stuffed with a plug since six AM,*" Juniper whispered, her face defiant even as it blazed. "*When exactly did you think I had time. You sat in my lap. Your weight on my stomach. These are the consequences.*"



*Plink.*



Mira stared at her. Juniper stared back, defiant, mortified, daring her to say a word.



"*Consequences?*" Mira's whisper was barely a breath. "*Well, I've gotta pee, so... let's be efficient.*"



Juniper's eyes went wide. "*Don't you—*"



Mira's paws found Juniper's knees and pried them wider apart. One paw tugged her own panties to the side. "*Don't get wet,*" she whispered, and kissed her before Juniper could process what that meant.



She let go.



Warmth hit the bowl between Juniper's spread thighs. Juniper made a strangled sound against Mira's lips, her whole body rigid with horror while Mira kissed her through it. From outside the stall, it sounded like what it was supposed to sound like. A girl using the toilet. Nothing unusual.



Juniper's paws gripped Mira's waist hard enough to bruise. Ears flat back, eyes wide and locked on hers, absolutely *aghast*. Mira grinned against her mouth. But Juniper didn't push her away. Couldn't. Someone was in the next stall and any sudden movement would give them away.



The stream tapered. Stopped. Mira pulled back from the kiss and met Juniper's eyes.



"*Don't cross the streams,*" Mira mouthed. "*Ghost Fluffers reference.*"



Juniper's expression was indescribable. Fury. Disbelief. The flush visible through her short cheek fur, her ears crimson to the tips. And underneath all of it, something that looked dangerously like laughter trying to claw its way out.



"*I am going to kill you,*" Juniper mouthed. No sound at all. But she was suppressing a giggle.



Mira bit Juniper's shoulder through her shirt to keep from losing it. Juniper bit Mira's ear. They held each other, shaking silently, faces buried in each other's fur, the absurdity of what had just happened vibrating between them like a live wire.



Next stall: the sound of toilet paper. The flush. Footsteps to the sink.



She could feel Juniper shaking through the bite, fury and laughter fighting for the same muscles. Juniper's blunt teeth pinched her ear in retaliation, but flat rabbit incisors were more pressure than pain, not really helping the way Juni probably thought they were. Mira's breathing went shallow and uneven, each exhale a barely-contained explosion.



The faucet ran. Paper towels. The door.



Silence.



Juniper spat a strand of tail fur off her tongue and moaned. Not pleasure. Pure relief. She rubbed her jaw, shook out her trembling legs, and picked fox tail fluff from between her front teeth.



Mira climbed off her lap. They looked at each other. Juniper looked down at herself, at the toilet, at the mess of the situation.



"You *peed on me.*"



"I peed in the *toilet.* You were just in the way."



"I was *sitting on the toilet!*"



"And I was sitting on *you,* but I *aimed* in the bowl. Efficiency, Juni. You barely got splashed."



Juniper opened her mouth. Closed it. "*Barely* got splashed? Some 'aim'!"



The bunny's ears twitched once, twice, and then she broke. Laughter erupting out of her, not the quiet suppressed shaking from before but real, full, helpless laughter that folded her in half. Mira was laughing too, tears running, the two of them holding each other up in the stall while the bell for fourth period rang somewhere distant and irrelevant.



"We have *no boundaries,*" Juniper managed between gasps.



"We have *the best* boundaries. They're just really small."



Juniper wiped her eyes with the back of her paw. Looked at the plug and vibrator still sitting on the dispenser. Shook her head.



"I was so close," she said. "Before she came in. I was *right there.*"



The laughter faded into something warmer. Quieter.



Mira flushed the toilet. The sound of it swallowing everything, pellets and all, felt like a reset. She turned back to Juniper.



"Sit."



Juniper sat on the freshly flushed toilet, knees apart, looking at Mira with an expression that was half disbelief and half desperate hope.



"You're not seriously—after all *that*—"



Mira knelt on the tile for the second time. Leaned in.



The first taste was sharp. Not Juni's normal flavor.



*Egh. Let's get through that.*



Mira's nose twitched but she didn't pull back. A few slow licks, broad and flat, cleaning her, and the taste faded to nothing. Then it was just Juniper underneath. The familiar salt-sweet warmth, still slick, still swollen, still ready.



*So much better.*



"*Mira.*" Juniper's voice cracked. Her paw found the back of Mira's head. Not pulling. Just resting. "*You don't have to—*"



"I started something." Mira's breath was warm against her. "I finish what I start."



She worked her the way she'd been working her before the interruption. Tongue on her clit, slow circles, reading the rhythm of Juniper's breathing. Then her finger again, finding the place behind, the trained opening that had made Juniper gasp before. Both at once. Tongue and finger. The dual sensation that had Juniper's thighs shaking the first time.



It didn't take long. She'd been on the edge since before the door opened, the interruption and the chaos and the laughter just holding it at bay. Mira's tongue pressed flat and held and Juniper came with her paws fisted in Mira's headfur, body clenching, a sound trapped in her throat that came out as a high thin whine that echoed off the tile walls.



Mira held her through it. Felt the flutter, the pulse, the way Juniper went completely boneless against her.



"*Oh,*" Juniper breathed when she could speak. Then her eyes dropped. "*Oh no,* your skirt."



A damp patch darkened the back hem where it had dipped against the seat when Mira scrambled up in a panic. Not huge. But visible.



"I'll tie my sweater around my waist." Mira was grinning. "Totally normal."



"You're a disaster."



"Your disaster." Mira picked up the vibrator. "Now turn around. These need to go back in before you dry out."



Juniper turned, braced her paws on the stall wall. Mira slicked the plug first, pressing it back into place with careful, practiced pressure, watching the muscle accept it and close around the base. Then the vibrator, curved tip finding its way home, the shaft sliding snug against Juniper's cervix.



"There." Mira patted her once, light, possessive. "Good as new."



Juniper straightened her skirt. Her ears were pink to the tips but she was grinning, that fierce bunny grin with her front teeth peeking.



"We're going to get caught someday," she said.



"Probably." Mira tied her sweater around her waist. "Worth it though."



"You *peed on me* and *kissed me* at the same time."



They washed their paws side by side at the sink, soap and warm water, thorough, the way you did when your fingers had been inside someone.



Mira scrubbed under her claws. "Don't be so dramatic you know I missed you." A pause. "I mean, mayber got you a *little.*" Then flicked her soapy wet paws at Juniper.



Juniper blinked. Droplets on her nose, her cheeks, one caught on an eyelash. "The *nerve* splashing me *twice* today? Though your tongue did feel really good so I guess I forgive you." She laughed. Just a small one. The last laugh left in her after everything.



They checked the mirror, fixed their fur, and slipped out separately. Thirty seconds apart, heading for fourth period like nothing had happened.



Ten minutes late. They both stayed thirty minutes after school.



 ——————— 


Wednesday


Wednesday in gym class, the whistle shrieked for jumping jacks.



Mira had been dreading this, the bouncing, the way her chest moved in ways it never had before. She'd stuffed extra padding in her training bra, layered a camisole underneath, told herself it would be fine.



It wasn't fine.



Halfway through the warm-up, mid-jump, she felt it. Not gradual. *Sudden.* A hot, wet pulse from her left nipple, then her right, thick and warm, the tissue padding darkening as it absorbed what it could. Not a flood. But steady, each jump squeezing more out of her, the damp patches spreading faster than the tissue could catch.



*No. No no no.*



She froze mid-jump, arms clamping against her chest. Her heart slammed against her ribs. Around her, twenty-three classmates kept bouncing, oblivious. Anyone could look over. Anyone could see the damp spots already seeping through her camisole toward her gym shirt.



"Blackthorn!" Coach Rennick's whistle shrieked. "You stopping for a nap?"



*Don't look at my chest. Please don't look at my chest.*



"Cramps," she gasped, and fled.



She walked. Didn't run. Running would bounce her chest more, running would make it *worse.* Arms still crossed, hunching forward like she had a stomachache. The gym doors felt miles away. Each step coaxed another drop from her swollen nipples, the tissue padding already spent, milk now wicking directly into fabric.



*This is it. This is how everyone finds out. Some girl's going to see. Some teacher. Someone's going to ask why there's milk coming out of me and I won't have an answer and they'll call Dad and...*



The bathroom door swung shut behind her.



She made it to the mirror. Uncrossed her arms.



Twin damp spots, each the size of a nickel, visible on her grey gym shirt. The camisole underneath was worse. Wet circles the size of a quarter, yellowish against the white fabric, clinging to her small breasts. Still leaking. Each thick bead a reminder that her body was making colostrum for a baby that wasn't even born yet, and she couldn't make it stop.



Her hands were shaking as she pulled off the shirt, then the camisole. The training bra was damp, tissue wadded and softening. She unhooked it and stared at herself in the mirror. Her nipples were puffy, flushed, still beading with thick pale drops.



*I'm eleven years old. I'm standing in a school bathroom with colostrum on my chest. What is happening to me?*



She was stuffing toilet paper into her bra, rough and scratchy but all she had, when the door opened.



Juniper.



"I told Coach I was checking on you." She locked the main door, then crossed to Mira at the mirrors. Her eyes took in the wet clothes on the counter, the discarded tissues, Mira's bare chest still glistening. "Oh, honey. Bad?"



"*Really* bad." Mira's voice cracked. "It won't stop. I can't make it *stop.*"



"Here." Juniper dug in her bag, produced a pack of tissues, the soft kind, the kind with lotion. "These won't chafe. I started carrying them after you told me. Just in case."



Mira stared at her. "You've been carrying supplies? For *me?*"



"I read stuff." Juniper shrugged, ears pink. "About what happens. The changes. I wanted to be able to help if..." She gestured at the mess. "You know."



Tears spilled over before she could stop them. Stupid hormones.



Juniper pulled her into a hug, careful of her wet chest, holding her close anyway. Didn't say anything. Just held on.



"I don't know what I'd do without you," Mira whispered against her shoulder.



Juniper pulled back, looked at Mira's chest, still glistening, still beading with thick pale drops. Her ears went pink, but her voice was practical.



"You need to relieve the pressure. That's why it won't stop: there's too much building up." She glanced at the locked door, then back at Mira. "Let me help."



"Juni, we're at *school*—"



"Door's locked. We have ten minutes before anyone comes looking." Juniper was already guiding her toward the corner, away from the windows. "Sit on the counter. I'll be quick."



Mira's heart was pounding, from the close call, from the intimacy, from the sheer *wrongness* of doing this here. But her chest ached, and Juniper was right. The pressure needed somewhere to go.



She hopped up on the counter, gym shorts still on but legs parted to make room. Juniper stepped between her knees, leaned in, and latched onto her left nipple without hesitation.



"*Oh—*" Mira gasped, one paw flying to Juniper's ears. The relief was immediate. Thick, warm drops drawn out with each suckle, the painful tightness easing as Juniper's mouth coaxed her body to let go. Not much. But enough that the pressure softened, and Juniper swallowed what came, settling deeper against Mira's warmth.



One of Juniper's paws found Mira's thigh. Stroked upward, slow and familiar, slipping under the hem of her gym shorts. Easy, familiar, *there.* Touching her because touching her was what they did now. What felt natural.



Mira's breath hitched as soft fingers found her through her panties, carefully skirting the vibrator's base, leaving it off. Not pushing, not demanding. Just gentle pressure, idle circles beside it, the way Juniper might hold her paw during a movie. Comfort disguised as intimacy. Or maybe intimacy that had become comfort; she couldn't tell the difference anymore.



"Juni..." she breathed.



Juniper just hummed against her breast, the vibration making Mira shiver. Her fingers kept moving: slow, lazy strokes through damp cotton. Not trying to get her anywhere. Just being close. Just loving her.



"Other one," Juniper murmured after a few minutes, switching sides. "It's thicker than I expected."



"It's not real milk yet. Colostrum. More like my body's trial run for the real thing." Mira managed a small laugh as Juniper's mouth found the right nipple and the same relief flooded through. The pressure released, the ache fading. Her paw stayed where it was, fingers tracing the shape of Mira through her underwear, warm and unhurried.



Mira let her head fall back against the mirror. The panic from earlier felt distant now. Just Juniper's mouth gentle on her breast, Juniper's fingers gentle between her legs, the quiet sounds of suckling and their mingled breathing echoing off bathroom tile.



She didn't come. That wasn't the point. The point was Juniper's warmth and care. The way her best friend knew exactly what she needed without being asked.



When Juniper finally pulled back, her lips were wet with milk and her eyes were soft.



"Better?"



Mira nodded. "Yeah. Much better."



"Good." Juniper pressed a quick kiss to her lips, tasting like Mira now, sweet and strange, then reached for the tissues. "Let's get you put back together."



They worked quickly: fresh padding, dry camisole from the lost-and-found bin, gym shirt pulled on and inspected from every angle. The wet clothes went into a plastic bag at the bottom of Mira's backpack.



"You can't tell," Juniper decided, stepping back to survey her work. "Not unless someone really looks."



"Period cramps as a cover story?"



"Works every time. Male coaches don't ask follow-up questions."



They headed back to class. Coach Rennick, a male bulldog with exactly zero interest in the details of young female biology, waved them toward the bleachers without a single question.



"Useful excuse," Juniper whispered as they sat.



"Gets me out of jumping jacks," Mira agreed, managing a weak smile. "Silver lining."



Under the bleachers, in the shadows where no one could see, her paw found Juniper's and held on tight.



 ——————— 


Dad knew something was wrong before she reached the door.



He was in the kitchen when Mira got home, chopping vegetables, Bear sprawled at his feet, but his ears swiveled toward the sound of her key in the lock. The knife went still.



She made it three steps into the house before he was there. Didn't say anything. Just opened his arms.



Mira walked into them and stayed.



He held her for a long time. One paw cradling the back of her head, the other warm against her lower back. She breathed him in, sawdust and coffee and the faint smell of garlic from dinner prep, and let the shaking start. It had been waiting all day, coiled tight in her chest, and now it finally had somewhere to go.



"Take your time," he murmured against her ear. "I'm here."



So she told him. Not all at once. In pieces, between shaky breaths. The jumping jacks. The wet heat spreading through her bra. The dark spots on her gym shirt, *visible,* Daddy, and she couldn't make it stop, couldn't make her body listen, just stood there with her arms clamped against her chest while everyone bounced around her.



His paw moved slowly through the fur between her ears. Listening. Absorbing.



"I got to the bathroom," she said. "And Juniper found me. She'd been carrying supplies. Tissues and things. Just in case." Her face burned against his shirt. "She nursed me, Daddy. To get the pressure down. Right there on the bathroom counter."



Dad was quiet. His paw kept stroking, steady and warm.



"It was the only way to make it stop," Mira whispered. "The tissues weren't enough. I was just *leaking* and she knew what to do and she just..."



"She saved us today." His voice was soft. Thick with gratitude. "Our little bunny."



Mira nodded against his chest.



He pulled back just enough to see her face. His eyes were bright, not crying, but close. Closer than she'd ever seen.



"I should have thought of this," he said quietly. "The leaking. You told me it was getting worse. I should have had a plan for you."



"There wasn't time. It just *happened.*"



"I know, little one." His thumb traced her cheekbone, gentle. "But we'll be more careful now. Tomorrow morning, before school..." He paused, thinking. "Come to me first. Before you get dressed. I can help with the pressure. Make sure there's nothing left to leak."



Mira looked up at him. "Every morning?"



"Every morning you need me to." He tucked a strand of fur behind her ear. "That's what I'm here for, cub."



His paw found her belly through her sweater. Luna, still too small to feel, but *there.* Growing. Depending on them to keep her safe.



Bear padded over and pressed his nose against Mira's thigh. Leaning in, insistent, convinced he was missing out on something important.



"Thanks, Bear. Good boy," she said, scratching behind his ears. "You're part of this too."



Bear pressed harder against her leg, his whole body wiggling. *Obviously.*



Dad pulled her close one more time, chin resting on top of her head. "Juniper was gentle with you?"



"Really gentle. She knew exactly what to do. It felt safe, even though we were at school."



"Good." His arms tightened briefly. "She loves you. And she's smart, smarter than either of us, sometimes." A soft exhale. "We're lucky to have her."



They stood like that until the shaking stopped. Until the kitchen started to smell like it needed attention: garlic going a little too brown, onions waiting in the pan.



"Hungry?" Dad asked finally.



"Starving."



"Good. Sit." He kissed the top of her head and steered her toward the table. "Dinner in ten."



Mira pulled out her phone while he cooked.



    Mira: Made it home. Daddy says thank you. For taking care of me.

    Juniper: Always. How are you feeling?

    Mira: Better now. He's going to help me in the mornings so it doesn't happen again.

    Juniper: Good.



A pause, then:



    Juniper: You scared me today.

    Mira: Scared myself.

    Juniper: I know. I could tell. Love you.

    Mira: Love you too.



She set the phone down and watched Dad cook, his shoulders looser now, humming something under his breath. Bear had claimed his spot under the table, his nose pressing occasionally against her ankle.



Tomorrow morning, before the bus, before she even got dressed, he'd take care of her. Make sure her body couldn't betray her again.



She rested one paw on her belly and waited for dinner.



 ——————— 


Thursday


Thursday morning, 6:15 AM.



Mira padded down the hall in just her sleep shirt, the hardwood cool under her bare feet. Dad's door was already open; he'd been expecting her.



He sat on the edge of his bed in loose pajama pants, shirtless, fur sleep-rumpled. When she appeared in the doorway, he patted his thigh.



"Come here, cub."



She crossed the room and climbed into his lap, straddling him, the sleep shirt riding up around her hips. His paws found her waist, steadying, familiar.



"Let me see."



She pulled the shirt over her head. Her breasts had grown over the past weeks, small swells that hadn't been there before, the nipples darker now, slightly puffy. And beneath them, the faint pressure that had been building since yesterday. The fullness that had nearly ruined everything.



Dad's eyes moved over her with clinical care first, checking for anything wrong. Then softer. Warmer.



"Does it hurt?"



"Not yet. Just... full." She shifted in his lap, feeling him stir beneath her. "Like something needs to come out."



"It does." His thumb traced the underside of one small breast, and she shivered. "Your body's practicing. Getting ready for Luna. But we need to relieve the pressure so it doesn't catch you off guard again."



His paw slid down between their bodies, past her belly, and she felt him shift beneath her, adjusting himself through his pajama pants. She was already slick, morning arousal mixed with anticipation, and when his cock pressed up against her folds through the thin fabric, her breath caught.



"Daddy—"



"Shh. Let me take care of you."



He lifted her slightly, freed himself from the waistband, and guided her down onto him in one slow motion. The stretch was familiar now, comforting, his thick shaft filling her, spreading her open, bottoming out against her cervix with that pressure she'd come to crave.



"There." His voice had gone rougher. "Now I've got you."



She settled fully into his lap, his cock buried to the hilt, and looked down at where her small breasts sat at the level of his muzzle.



"What do I..."



"Just relax." His paws cupped her ribcage, steadying her. "I'll do the work."



His mouth found her nipple.



The first pull was gentle. Exploratory, learning her. His lips sealed around the light pink flesh, his tongue pressing flat against the sensitive bud, and then he *sucked.*



"*Oh—*" Mira's whole body jerked. Inside her, his cock throbbed in response.



It didn't feel like she'd expected. Not just pressure relief. Something *deeper.* The suction connected to nerves she didn't know she had, sending sparks down through her belly, into her core where he was seated. Each pull of his mouth made her walls clench around him.



"Daddy, that's—" She couldn't finish. Her hips were moving without permission, tiny grinding circles that worked his shaft inside her.



He pulled back just enough to speak, his breath warm against her wet nipple. "Good?"



"*Really* good. I didn't know it would—"



"Your body's changing, cub." He switched to the other breast, and she gasped at the new sensation: the first nipple cooling in the air, the second now receiving that maddening suction. "Everything's more sensitive. More connected."



He nursed her slowly, methodically. Not rushing. Just patient, steady pulls that drew the pressure from her breasts while his cock stayed locked inside her, filling her from below. Taking and giving at the same time.



Mira felt the milk start to flow—thick and sweet, not much yet, but *something.* Dad made a soft sound against her skin, swallowing what she gave him, and the intimacy of it made her eyes sting.



"That's my good girl." The words vibrated against her breast. "Giving Daddy everything."



She was getting close—the dual sensation overwhelming, his mouth on her nipple and his cock in her pussy both pulling her toward something inevitable. Her hips moved faster, grinding down, chasing it.



"Daddy, I'm going to—"



"I know." He thrust up into her, just once, sharp—and she felt his knot pressing at her entrance. Not fully swollen yet, but *there.* "Come for me. Let me feel you."



She shattered around him, her pussy clenching hard, her nipple still caught in his mouth. He groaned against her skin and she felt him pulse inside her—that familiar flood of warmth, filling her womb while her milk filled his mouth.



They stayed like that, trembling together, until the aftershocks faded.



"Better?" Dad asked finally, letting her nipple slip free.



"So much better." She leaned forward, resting her forehead against his. His cock was softening inside her, but neither of them moved to separate. "Can we do this every morning?"



"Every morning you need it." He kissed her nose. "That's what I'm here for."



 ——————— 


At lunch, Danny had a present.



"Close your eyes," he said, bouncing with barely contained excitement.



Juniper closed them, smiling despite herself. She felt him press something small and soft into her paws.



"Okay. Look."



It was a tiny plush rabbit. Cream-colored, with long floppy ears and a cotton-ball tail. Handmade, from the slightly uneven stitching.



"My mom helped me make it," Danny said, ears flat with sudden nervousness. "I know it's kind of dumb, but I saw this pattern online and I thought... because you're a rabbit, and I wanted... it's stupid, isn't it. It's stupid."



"Danny." Juniper clutched the little rabbit to her chest. "This is the sweetest thing anyone's ever given me."



"Really?"



"Really."



She kissed him, properly this time, on the mouth, right there at the lunch table. It was quick and chaste but it made his tail blur with happiness.



"Get a room," Sage groaned.



"We're like eleven," Danny pointed out. "Well, I'm twelve, but still."



"Then get a... closet. I don't know. Just stop being so cute, it's disgusting."



Mira reached across the table and took the plush rabbit from Juniper's paws, turning it over, examining the stitching. Danny's ears flattened, bracing for a joke.



"You made this?" She ran her thumb along one floppy ear. The stitching was uneven but *deliberate,* each stitch placed with care, the kind of imperfection that came from trying hard rather than not trying at all. "Danny, this is really good."



His ears perked, startled. "You think?"



"The ears are perfect. See how they droop at the right angle?" She held it up beside Juniper's head, comparing. "You got her exactly right."



Danny's whole face changed. Not the nervous gratitude he'd shown Juniper. Something deeper. The look of someone being seen by the person he'd assumed would never bother to look.



"I..." His tail wagged once, uncertain. "Thanks, Mira. That means a lot."



She handed the rabbit back to Juniper, and their eyes met over Danny's gift. Mira smiled. Not the complicated smile she wore when she was managing something. Just warm.



*He's good,* the look said. *You chose well.*



After lunch, Danny fell into step beside Mira in the hallway. Juniper was ahead of them, talking to Sage about something, ears bouncing.



"Hey," he said. Quieter than usual. "Can I tell you something weird?"



"Weird is kind of our thing."



"When I was making that rabbit, I kept messing up the ears. Like, five times. And I almost gave up because they wouldn't sit right." He rubbed the back of his neck. "But my mom said the trick is you have to sew them on when the body's upside down. So they fall the right way when you flip it over. And I didn't... I mean I just tried to trust the process... She helped a lot, but it means a lot that you and Juni both liked it."



Mira glanced at him. He wasn't looking at her. He was watching Juniper walk ahead of them, her cotton tail bouncing, those long ears catching the hallway light.



"That's actually beautiful, Danny."



"It's sewing advice."



"It's more than that and you know it."



He was quiet for a beat. Then, so softly she almost missed it: "I'm glad she has you as a friend, Mira. You're a really good person."



Mira's chest tightened. She bumped his shoulder with hers, the way Sage did, the way friends did. "I'm glad she has you too."



They walked the rest of the hallway in a silence that felt, for the first time, like it belonged to both of them.



Juniper held the little rabbit carefully all day, tucking it into her backpack between classes, pulling it out to look at during boring moments. Something Danny had made her. Something that was just theirs.



That night, she fell asleep with it on her pillow, still faintly smelling like him.



 ——————— 


Friday


By Friday, it had become ritual.



6:15 AM. Her bare feet on the hardwood. His lap waiting. The slow slide of him filling her while his mouth found her nipples, drawing out the pressure that built overnight.



She'd started to crave it, not just the relief, but the *closeness.* The way his heartbeat thudded against her belly while he nursed. The soft sounds he made when her milk let down. The way her orgasms came easier each morning, her body learning to associate the suction with pleasure.



"You're producing more," Dad murmured against her breast, Friday morning, his tongue circling her nipple between pulls. "Barely anything Wednesday. Now I can actually taste it."



"Is that okay?"



"It's perfect." Another pull, another swallow. His cock twitched inside her. "You taste sweet, cub. Like honey."



*Sweet like honey.* She'd have to tell Juniper. Her friend would need to know. Would need to learn this too, eventually.



But that was a conversation for another day. Right now, there was just this: her father's mouth on her breast, his cock in her pussy, the quiet morning light filtering through the curtains while he took care of her the way only he could.



 ——————— 


After school, Danny caught them in the hallway.



He hadn't meant to; he'd just forgotten his jacket in his locker and doubled back. But there they were, tucked into the alcove by the water fountains. Mira had Juniper pressed against the wall, one paw cupping her face, foreheads touching. They were whispering something he couldn't hear, and Juniper was *smiling,* this soft, private smile that Danny had never seen directed at him.



Then Mira kissed her.



Quick. Gentle. On the corner of her mouth, almost but not quite her lips.



Something lurched in his chest. Not anger, not exactly. The feeling of a door opening onto a room he hadn't known existed, and both of them already inside it.



*This hurts.* He felt tears welling. *Why? Why would she make me feel like I matter. After... everything.* He sobbed, choking it in midway. *I was never important.*



The sob must have come out too hard because both their heads snapped toward him. Juniper's eyes went wide. Mira's went sharp.



"Danny—" Juniper started.



He turned, quick, wiping his tears. *They can't see me like this. I'm pathetic.* He walked fast. His jacket forgotten, his heart hammering, his thoughts a tangled mess.



The scent hit him halfway to the exit. That same warm musk from Wednesday, but stronger now. Both of them. Mixed together. Like they'd been...



He didn't finish the thought. Couldn't. It surfaced anyway.



*They always had been.*



He just kept walking.



 ——————— 


The alcove was silent after his footsteps faded.



Juniper was still against the wall where Mira had pressed her. Ears flat, paws trembling at her sides, staring at the empty hallway where Danny had been.



"He saw." Her voice was small. "Mira, he *saw.*"



"I know." Mira's tail had gone rigid, curled tight against her leg. Her paw was still hovering where it had been on Juniper's cheek, frozen mid-gesture. She lowered it slowly.



"He just *left.* He didn't even say anything, he just turned and—" Juniper's voice cracked. "I should go after him."



"Not now." Mira caught her wrist. "Give him space. If you chase him down right now, he'll feel cornered."



"But he's *hurting.* I could see it in his ears, the way his tail—"



*We caused this.*



"I know. We *both* saw." Mira's voice was steady but her ears betrayed her. Flat and tight. She'd done this. Kissed Juniper in a school hallway, not even thinking, not even checking, because it had felt safe and private and *theirs* and she'd forgotten that the world existed past Juniper's face.



*Stupid. Careless. You know better.*



"He won't tell anyone," Mira said. "He's not that kind of person."



"That's not what I'm worried about." Juniper pulled free and pressed both paws against her eyes. "I'm worried about *him.* About how he feels right now. About what he's thinking."



The hallway was emptying around them, the last stragglers heading for buses and pickup lanes. Nobody looking at two girls standing by the water fountain. Nobody seeing the quiet crisis between them.



"I need to text him," Juniper said.



"Not tonight. Tomorrow." Mira took both her paws, pulled them down from her face. Juniper's eyes were wet. "Let him sit with it. It's too raw to fix right now. Tomorrow, you tell him the truth. About us, I mean. Just us. As much as you can."



"What if he doesn't want to hear it?"



"Then we deal with that." Mira squeezed her paws. "But Juni, he walked away. He didn't yell something mean. He just left. He just needs a night."



Juniper sniffed. Wiped her nose with the back of her paw. "I hate this."



"I know. I'm sorry, I promised to be nice to your wolf."



"You should have checked the hallway..." Juniper looked with hurt, watering eyes directly at her.



Mira folded her ears back and her tail tucked low. She looked down.



"Yeah." Small. Honest. "I should have. I'm sorry, Juni." Mira's eyes watered too now.



Juniper shook her head. "No, I'm sorry. That's not right." She teared up. "*You* shouldn't have had to. It's *my* fault, Mira. You didn't say yes to a date with him. And *I'm* the selfish one who wanted everyone at once."



"Tomorrow, love. Talk to him tomorrow. I'm here for you, and if he's still here for you then I'm here for him too. I promised to be nice to him and I haven't even tried."



They stood there for another minute, paws linked, the hallway going quiet around them. Then Juniper's phone buzzed in her pocket and they both flinched. She checked it.



Her mom. Pickup in five.



"I have to go." Juniper squeezed Mira's paws one last time. "Will you text me tonight? When you get home?"



"Of course."



Juniper kissed her cheek, quick and fierce. "I love you, Mira." Then pulled away and headed for the pickup loop. Mira watched her go, that cotton tail disappearing around the corner, and pressed her back against the wall where Juniper's warmth still lingered.



She closed her eyes and breathed.



 ——————— 


Danny didn't go home.



He walked. Past his street, past the next one, past the corner where the sidewalk ended and the road went gravel. His paws just kept going while his brain replayed the same three seconds on a loop. Mira's paw on Juniper's face. The whisper he couldn't hear. The smile he'd never seen directed at him. The kiss, quick and gentle, on the corner of her mouth.



And underneath the image, the scent. Both of them. Mixed together in a way that meant *close,* meant *often,* meant something his wolf brain could read even when his conscious mind couldn't.



*She said she liked me. She held my paw at the ice cream shop. She kissed me at the lunch table in front of everyone.*



He turned down a street he didn't usually take. Houses he didn't recognize. Didn't care.



*She was my 'first'.* His chest ached. He felt used.



*The way she looked at Mira... that smile. I've kissed her and held her and made her laugh and she's never smiled at me the way she smiled at Mira in that hallway.*



His stomach hurt. Like it had a rock pulling him into the floor.



*Did they plan to do this to me? Was it all a joke?*



The sharpness in her eyes wasn't guilt about being caught mid-plan. It was surprise. She hadn't known he'd be there. The kiss was real, which somehow made it worse, because it meant this was just what they *did.*



He paused, a baseball diamond and track and field by the local highschool. He hadn't meant to come here, but at least he knew where he was.



He padded over to the track at the starting line, falling into pace on the outer ring. He walked faster. Then a light jog. A sprint.



He lost track of time.



 ——————— 


His phone buzzed. He'd lost track of the laps, had fallen to a slow walk, panting and spent. It was Tyler.



    Tyler: Dude where are you. Your mom called my mom.



He stopped walking. Looked around. The sun was low.



    Danny: Out for a jog. I'm fine. Just need a minute.

    Tyler: You've been gone for three hours. That's not a minute.

    Danny: I know.



A pause. Then:



    Tyler: Want me to come?



He stared at the screen. His thumb hovered.



    Danny: No. Heading home now. Thanks though.

    Tyler: Ok. But if you're not back in 20 I'm telling your mom you joined a cult.

    Danny: Fair.



He saw 37 missed calls and texts from his mom and his ears flattened.



    Danny: Sorry Mom, I'll be home soon. I'm okay. I love you, just a hard day at school and I went for a long run.



He turned around. Retraced his steps, his shadow growing as the sun lowered. Leading him home now instead of chasing him.



 ——————— 


His Mom didn't scold him when he got home, she had been crying with worry he could see from her red eyes. She hugged him tight and he held her back.



"I'm sorry, Mom. Just had my feelings hurt by a girl."



"My little wolf, I'm just glad you're okay. I called the police, I called everyone. I'm glad you're home." She hugged him close. "Are you hungry? I kept dinner warm."



"Not really." His stomach was a fist. "I think I just want to go to bed."



She studied his face, kissed him between the ears, and let him go.



 ——————— 


His room was dark. He didn't turn on the light. Just lay on his bed and stared at the ceiling and listened to his sister's music bleeding through the wall, some pop song with a beat he could feel in his chest.



*She showed Mira my poem. She showed her, and Mira said it was really bad, and Juniper cried.*



He turned onto his side. Pulled the pillow over his ear.



The scent was the thing he couldn't get past. Not the kiss. He could rationalize the kiss. Best friends, close friends, the kind of affection that blurs into something more. He'd seen girls hold paws and hug and nobody thought twice.



But the *scent.* The way they smelled when they were together, that warm layered musk he'd been tracking for weeks without understanding. After Saturday with Juniper, after learning what arousal smelled like from the inside, he'd started recognizing it everywhere.



They smelled like each other some days the way his parents used to smell like each other after Sunday mornings when they thought he couldn't tell... before he left.



*Oh.*



The word arrived quiet and heavy and sat on his chest.



*They're not just kissing.*



He pressed the pillow harder against his ear. His sister's music thumped through the wall. The ceiling was very dark and very close.



His tail curled and twisted. He didn't want to think about it.



The ache in his chest was churning. Hollowed out.



He reached under his mattress. Found the stack of poems. He shuffled and picked the one he'd written the night after their first time, when his whole body was still buzzing and he couldn't sleep. The words just fell out of him onto the page in a jumble.



*I like your ears, they make me smile.*



*They're warm on my shoulders when we hug.*



*Everyone can read my tail. It won't shut up. Sometimes breaks dishes.*



*Yours is small. I can't read it at all.*



*I think it's pretty. I just don't know what it's saying.*



*Show me?*



*I bet you can jump really high. Don't leave me behind.*



He read it. Once was enough.



He crumpled it up and tossed it in the garbage. Dumb. It hurt to read and it wasn't any good anyway.



He found the ear poem instead. The one she'd actually seen. The one he'd spent hours trying to find the right words for. The one he was *proud* of.



*Her ears catch light the way a sail catches wind.*



*They tell me things her mouth won't say.*



*When she's happy they point at the sky.*



*When she's sad they point at the ground.*



*When she's focused they point at me.*



It might not be very good. Mira was right about that. But it was better. Juniper had cried, and he'd written it at midnight with his heart in his throat, and it was the most honest thing he'd ever made. He'd made her a copy in his best handwriting.



He put it back under the mattress. Didn't tear it up. Couldn't.



*She showed Mira. That means it mattered enough to share. She doesn't share things that don't matter.*



*But what does that make me?*



His phone buzzed one more time before he fell asleep. He checked it with one eye.



    Tyler: Home safe?

    Danny: Yeah.

    Tyler: Cool. Cult applications close tomorrow btw.

    Danny: Goodnight Tyler.



He almost smiled. Almost.



He wondered what Juniper was thinking. Maybe tomorrow. He didn't even know what he wanted to hear. Didn't even know what would change anything. Just knew there was an ache.



He sighed, went to his wastebasket and retrieved the terrible poem, uncrumpled it and stuffed it back under his mattress. Then lay down on top and pulled the blankets up.



The ceiling was still dark. The music had stopped.



 ——————— 


Saturday


Saturday morning, Juniper texted him:



    Juniper Can we talk?



He stared at the message for ten minutes before typing back:



    Danny ok



They met at the park, the one with the rusty swings. Juniper was already there when he arrived, sitting on the merry-go-round with her knees pulled up, looking smaller than usual.



"You saw," she said. Not a question.



"Yeah." Danny sat on the opposite edge, far enough that they weren't touching. "You and Mira. You're... you're together?"



"Mira's like my sister. But..." She stared at her knees. "We do things too. I love her."



Danny was quiet, processing. "Things like... kissing?"



"Yeah. And other stuff." She looked up. Held his gaze, something deliberate in the set of her jaw. "Since before you and me. I should've told you. I'm sorry."



"Why didn't you?"



"We made a promise. Me and Mira." Juniper's ears drooped. "That we'd never tell anyone about... us. About the stuff we do." She picked at a splinter on the merry-go-round. "I wanted to tell you. But I promised her first."



The merry-go-round creaked in the wind. Danny stared at a rust spot near his knee.



"Do you even like me?" His voice cracked on the last word. "Or was I just... I don't know. Pretend? Like you were just using me?"



"No." Juniper moved toward him, reaching for his paws. "Danny, no. I *do* like you. That's—"



He pulled his paws back. Not roughly. Just... kept them. Tucked against his own chest, arms crossed, his tail curled tight around his leg. Four feet of chipped metal between them.



Her paws hovered in the space where his had been. She lowered them slowly.



"Okay," she said. Small.



"It's not that I don't believe you." He was staring at the ground, his claws picking at the chipped paint. "It's that everyone could see it except me. Sage made jokes about you two being weird. Theo noticed. Even *I* noticed stuff, the way you two touch under the table, the way you smell when you're together, but I told myself it was just... best friend stuff." He peeled a flake of paint loose and flicked it. "I feel stupid."



"You're not stupid."



"I feel like it. Maybe I just didn't *want* to see..." His ears pressed so flat they disappeared into his headfur.



The merry-go-round creaked, he pushed gently and it began to rotate. A cloud moved over the sun and the light went flat.



After a lazy rotation a thought bubbled and spilled. "Why say yes at all?" He wasn't looking at her, tracked the gravel spinning beneath him. "When I asked you out. If you already had Mira. Wasn't she enough? Why did you need *me?*"



Juniper opened her mouth. Closed it. He'd never seen her without an answer before.



The silence stretched. The merry-go-round slowed its rotation and creaked, slowed, then stilled.



"Because Mira and I are a secret." Her voice came out rough, low. "We have to be. Nobody can know, and that means I can't hold her paw in the hallway. Can't sit with her at lunch and have people see what she is to me. Can't tell Sage or my mom or *anyone* why she matters the way she does." She picked at the same splinter she'd been working since she sat down. "I love her, Danny. But loving someone you have to hide... it's heavy. All the time."



His claws had stopped picking at the paint.



"When you asked me to get ice cream, it sounded fun—" She stopped. Started again, lower. "I just thought... here's the cute wolf I noticed who wants to be seen with me. In public. At a table with our friends. Someone I could text without deleting messages. And he's asking *me* out."



His ears lifted. Just slightly. *Deleting.* "What?"



"We're shy. My parents would kill me if they found out I was with a girl."



"*Oh.*" He said. His vision blurred, he could feel his eyes watering, and it felt like a heavy weight was on his shoulders. "Do you really like boys too?"



"Both. I like both. It feels *wrong* to admit it. But I wanted someone real who I can share with the world." She turned to face him. Her eyes were wet too and she wasn't hiding it. "I want *you.* And I said yes because you are kind and your tail was wagging and I needed the opposite of a secret."



The merry-go-round creaked through another quarter-turn. He stared at the trees. His jaw worked.



"So I'm the part that gets to be real," he said slowly. "The part you don't have to hide."



"You're *all* real. You and Mira both. But yeah." Her voice went very small. "You're the part I get to have out loud."



He didn't answer. Part of him wanted to stand up and walk away. *I can't do that to her, leave her alone with the weight of her secrets.*



Juni was sitting right there. Ears flat, paws in her lap, waiting for him to decide. Not reaching for him this time. Just waiting.



"The cookies and the poems and the little rabbit I made you." His voice was barely above a whisper. "Did any of that matter? Or was I just... the part you could show people hiding the part that *matters?*"



"The rabbit sleeps on my pillow." Fast. Fierce. "Every night. I fall asleep holding it. It smells like you."



His tail uncurled. Just a fraction.



"The poems matter," she continued, her voice thick. "The one about my ears—I cried when I read it. I showed it to Mira because I needed her to see what you'd made for me."



"You showed Mira my poem?"



"She said it was bad." Something dropped in his chest. "But also that it was kind of beautiful."



His ears twitched. He smiled a little, "everyone says my poems are bad. Most of them are. But I'm proud of that one and I'm glad *you* liked it."



Neither of them spoke for a moment. The merry-go-round drifted.



"I'm really sorry, Danny." Her voice was thick. "When you asked me I said yes before I thought of what it might cost to keep the secret *and* to have you." Her voice shook. "Mira told me it was okay, but I felt like I was being mean to her *and* to you, and I'm really *really* sorry."



He didn't answer right away. Picked at more paint. Flicked it.



"The thing is," he said slowly, "I haven't regretted anything with you. Not the ice cream. Not the movie cover story. Not—" His ears went hot. "Any of it. You make me happy. Like, actually happy, not just distracted."



Her breath caught. He heard it.



"And if you promised Mira first, and she was willing to share..." He folded his ears down. "I don't know how I feel about all of it. But that she's okay with me being here—that's important."



Juni's ears relaxed by a degree. "Mira *is* really good. I think you'd both get along." She was quiet for a beat, picking at the splinter again. "She told me something her dad said once. That love can be infinite. As long as it's honest."



*Honest.* He turned the word over.



"Was it honest?" he asked. "In the hallway?"



"No... It was honest when I said I like you, though."



"I like you too." Quiet. His tail stilled. "It just hurt a lot."



He looked to the side for a minute, avoiding her eyes. Then back.



"So you're not... breaking up with me?"



"Do you want me to?"



"No." Fast. Quietly. "No, I don't."



"Then I'm not." She scooted closer. Stopped a few inches short. He closed the gap. Their shoulders touched. "I know this is weird. I know it's a lot. But I really like you, Danny. I want to keep being your girlfriend. I just... also have Mira. And I can't give that up."



The wind picked up and pushed the merry-go-round in a slow circle. He watched the trees spin past, trying to fit this new shape into the space where the old one had been.



"Can I ask something?"



"Anything."



"The smells." He felt his ears heat. "Sometimes you smell like... like *that.* And Mira does too. More than she should, for her age. Is that...?"



Her ear twitched. "You can smell that?"



"Wolf nose." He shrugged. "I didn't know what it meant at first. But after we... you know. I started recognizing it."



She was quiet for a second. Something shifted in her face, quick, gone before he could read it.



"Mira's a fox," she said slowly. "They're different. Some of them get... like that... earlier."



"Oh. Like heat?" He said it matter-of-factly. "My mom says wolves get that too. She had to explain it to my older sister last year." He shrugged. "I didn't know foxes were the same, but I guess that makes sense. Canines."



"Yeah," she said.



She exhaled. Slow.



"So we're okay?" she asked. "You and me?"



He was quiet for another long moment. Then his tail gave a tentative wag.



"Yeah. I think so." He looked at her sideways. "But you owe me an extra-long hug. For emotional damages."



Juni laughed. Really laughed, tension breaking, and threw her arms around him. He hugged back, tight, his muzzle buried in her fur.



"Infinite," he mumbled against her shoulder. "I'm going to think about that for a while."



Her face pressed deeper into his fur. "I want to be honest with you, Danny."



"You are, now. It's okay I came in late." He squeezed tighter. "You opened up to me at your own pace."



She squeezed back. "I love you, Danny."



He smiled. Kissed her.



They stayed like that for a while, swaying gently on the merry-go-round.



Her phone buzzed.



    Mira: How did it go?

    Juniper: He knows about us. He's okay.

    Mira: Really??

    Juniper: Really. He gets it.



A pause. Then:



    Mira: Tell him I said thank you.



Juni tilted the phone toward him. He blinked at it, then, slowly, smiled.



"Tell her she's welcome, I guess." His tail swept once, decisive. "This is so weird."



"It is," Juni agreed.



 ——————— 


After they left, he walked. No destination in mind, just movement, his paws carrying him down sidewalks he'd known his whole life while his brain tried to catch up with everything Juniper had told him.



*She loves Mira. She loves me too. Can there be infinite anything?*



He didn't know the answer. It sounded like it should be simple. But his chest felt tight. Not angry. Not exactly jealous. Just... full. Too full. Like someone had poured more feelings into him than he had room for.



He ended up at the creek behind the elementary school, the one where they used to catch tadpoles in second grade. Sat on the big rock that jutted out over the water and watched the current move.



*She kissed her. And that wasn't even half of it.*



The image kept playing behind his eyes. Mira's paw on Juniper's face. The softness in the way they leaned together. And Juniper's smile.



His stomach hurt. Not sick-hurt. Just... *hurt.*



He picked up a pebble and threw it into the creek. Hard. Watched it splash and sink.



*She's my girlfriend. Mine.*



Another pebble. Another splash.



*But she was Mira's first.*



That was the part that kept sticking. Not that Juniper loved Mira, he could wrap his head around that, sort of. It was that Mira had been there *before* him. Knew parts of Juniper he was only starting to discover. Had already mapped the territory he thought he was exploring for the first time.



His tail curled tight against his leg. He wanted to throw more rocks, but his arm was tired.



The creek kept moving. Didn't care about his problems.



*She held my paw on the merry-go-round. She said she loves me. She meant it.*



He'd smelled that on her, the truth of it. No deception in her scent, no anxiety. Just warmth, her scent soft and open, the way she smelled when her guard was completely down. Directed right at him.



So why did his chest still ache?



Danny hugged his knees and watched the water. A leaf floated past, spinning in the current.



Maybe... maybe it wasn't that Juniper had Mira. Maybe it was that he'd been walking around with this picture in his head, *girlfriend, boyfriend, the two of them against the world,* and the picture was wrong. Not bad. Just wrong. Just incomplete.



The real picture had three people in it. Had always had three people, even when he couldn't see the third.



He thought about lunch last week. The way Juniper's whole body relaxed when Mira sat down. The way they communicated without words, taps under the table, looks across the room. He'd noticed it. He just hadn't understood what he was seeing.



Now he did.



And it didn't make Juniper love him less. She'd said so. She'd *shown* him so, right there on the merry-go-round, holding tight and meaning every word.



The ache in his chest loosened. Still there, but breathing came easier now.



When he finally stood up, his legs had gone stiff. The sun sat lower than before.



He walked to the library, the old brick building on Fifth where Theo practically lived on weekends. Found the marten in his usual spot, tucked into a corner beanbag with a stack of books that would take a normal person a month to read.



"Hey." Danny dropped into the beanbag next to him. "Can I ask you something weird?"



Theo looked up from his book, something about physics that made Danny's head hurt just seeing the cover. "You're already here. Might as well."



"You know Juniper and Mira pretty well, right?"



Theo's ears twitched. He set the book down, giving Danny his full attention, hazel eyes watchful and unblinking in that marten way that was rare and slightly unnerving.



"Not really. I notice them. That's different."



"What do you notice?"



"That they're close. Closer than most friends." Theo tilted his head. "You figured that out?"



Danny's stomach did that sick lurch again. "Yeah. Today."



"Ah." Theo didn't say anything else. Just waited.



"I feel..." Danny stopped. Started over. "My stomach hurts. Not like angry-hurt. Just... everything I thought I knew about dating her is wrong now. Our first date, when we got ice cream and held paws outside the shop, she already had Mira. She already had this whole... thing. And I didn't know."



"Does that make the date less real?"



"No. Maybe?" He tugged at his ear, frustrated. "I don't know. It's like someone told me the sky was green this whole time and I just didn't notice."



Theo considered that. "Do you actually know Mira? Not just as 'Juniper's friend.' As a person."



Danny opened his mouth to say yes, then stopped. Did he? He knew she was a fox. Knew she was smart, kind of intense, always whispering with Juniper about things he couldn't hear. But what did she like? What made her laugh? What was she scared of?



"...No," he admitted. "Not really."



"So you found out your girlfriend has this whole important relationship with someone, and that someone is basically a stranger to you."



"Yeah." His tail drooped. "When you put it like that..."



"I'm not saying it's bad." Theo picked up his book, turned it over in his paws without opening it. "I'm saying maybe the question isn't 'am I okay with this.' Maybe it's 'do I want to try.'"



"Try what?"



"Knowing her. Mira. Understanding why she matters so much to Juniper." Theo shrugged. "You could decide this is too weird and walk away. Or you could decide you want to understand the person your girlfriend loves. Those are different choices."



Danny stared at the carpet. The library was quiet around them, just the soft hum of the heating system, the occasional page turn from someone across the room.



"She's not going to stop loving Mira," he said slowly. "Even if I wanted her to. That's not... that's not how Juniper works."



"Probably not."



"So if I stay..." He swallowed. "I'm choosing to be part of something that already exists. Something I don't totally understand yet."



"Yes."



"And if I don't want that?"



Theo was quiet for a moment. "Then you'd know. You can always step back." He met Danny's eyes. "But you can't really know what something is from the outside. You have to actually be in it."



It wasn't comforting. It wasn't the "everything will be fine" that Danny had maybe been hoping for. But it wasn't harsh either. Just true.



Danny sat with the discomfort for a while. Let it sit heavy in his chest. The sick feeling was still there, smaller now but real. The confusion. The sense of the ground shifting under his feet.



But underneath all that...



"I think I want to try," he said quietly. "I think I want to know her. Mira. I want to understand."



Theo's expression didn't change, but something in his posture relaxed. "That's a good place to start."



"It still feels weird."



"It'll probably feel weird for a while." Theo finally opened his book. "That's okay. Weird isn't the same as wrong."



Danny thought about that. About Juniper's smile on the merry-go-round. About the way she'd held his paw and meant every word. About Mira, sitting across from him at lunch every day, this whole secret life happening right in front of him that he'd never bothered to see.



"Thanks," he said eventually.



"For what?"



"For not telling me what to feel."



Theo snorted. "I don't know what you should feel. Nobody does. That's the whole point."



They sat in comfortable silence for a while. Theo went back to his book. Danny watched the dust motes drift in the afternoon light, thinking about things he couldn't quite name.



His eye caught the holographic bookmark between Theo's pages. Three forms on one card, shifting in the library light. He'd seen Sage grab for it at lunch a dozen times.



"Is that the one Sage keeps trying to take from you?"



Theo's thumb traced the edge. "Well, I borrowed it from her." The holograph shifted under his claw. "But I like it a lot." He tucked the bookmark into his pocket—*careful*—and turned to his book.



Danny tilted his head. *I thought she was the one stealing it.*



"Hey," Danny said eventually. "You want to hit the arcade after this? I've got quarters."



Theo looked up, his small dark ears pricking: surprise, maybe, or just recalibration. "I was going to finish this chapter."



"You can finish it tomorrow."



A pause. Then Theo closed the book without marking his page. "Fine. But I get to choose the first game."



"Deal."



They didn't talk about anything important. That was the whole point.



 ——————— 


Dragon Claw

* Chapter 12: Dragon Claw *


Saturday


The pool table came upstairs on Saturday.



Dad had hired a guy from a moving company. Garrett, his name tag said. A big elk with forearms like tree trunks who towered over Dad by a full head, his antlers nearly brushing the hallway ceiling when he ducked inside. He shook Dad's paw at the door and said "nice place" and meant it the way working guys meant it, noticing the trim, the joints, the things that were done right.



Mira sat on the top step with Bear, her legs kicking lazily over the banister, and watched them work.



The frame went up first. Dad guiding from below, calling the turns. Garrett barely fit in the stairwell, but moved with uncommon grace for his size. He had to angle his shoulders and tuck his rack, but he moved the oak like it was cardboard. His hooves found purchase on each step with a sureness that said he'd carried worse up narrower.



Then the slate. One piece, solid, five hundred and fifty pounds of flat stone that Dad had insisted on because three-piece seams never sat right. They strapped it to a furniture dolly, laid plywood sheets up the staircase as a ramp, and inched it up with ratchet straps and controlled pulls. Garrett took most of the weight from above, the muscles in his neck cording under short brown fur. Dad braced from below, keeping it level, his whole body leaned into the angle. Sweat darkened his fur.



"You could help," he called up to her.



"I'm supervising." She kicked her legs again, playfully, letting her pawpads pap against the staircase wall musically. She took a bite of a saltine.



"You're eating crackers."



"Supervising requires energy." She chomped and chewed with intent, swallowing loud.



Garrett laughed, a low sound in his chest. They went back to counting.



It took twenty minutes. At the top, Garrett ran his hoof along the frame. "You build this?"



"Yeah."



"The legs too? The claws?"



"By hand."



Garrett crouched, studied the nearest dragon claw the way Dad studied anatomy. Close. Appreciating. "That's real work," he said with an appraising nod.



Dad's ears tilted back. The same pleased tell Mira knew by heart. She hovered by the door, curious.



The last job was the slate. They shimmed the dolly level with the frame and positioned it flush against the rails. Garrett braced his hooves against the far wall. Dad gripped the near edge. They slid it across together, five hundred and fifty pounds of stone moving half an inch at a time, both of them grunting, until it settled on the rails with a sound like a door closing.



Garrett straightened up, wiped his brow, and looked at the table like it was finished even though it wasn't. "Your girl was supervising the whole time. Not sure we could have done it without her guidance." He winked and gave a big wide grin.



"She does that. Couldn't get anything done without her."



"Smart kid." He ducked his antlers under the frame and headed for the front door. Dad followed. Mira watched from the top of the stairs as they shook hands. Dad tipped well, she could tell by Garrett's smile. Then paw and hoof clasped and they pulled close into a hug, the easy kind that came from shared effort, and Garrett clapped Dad's back once before letting go.



*I helped,* she thought, grinning. Then Garrett ducked out the door and was gone.



 ——————— 


Dad spent the rest of the afternoon leveling the slate. Mira sat cross-legged on the carpet beside him, handing tools before he asked for them. The machinist's level, the packet of paper shims, the small rubber mallet he used to tap each corner into true. She'd watched him work enough to know the rhythm: set, check, adjust. Set, check, adjust. The level's bubble drifted toward center by fractions. Dad's eyes read it the way he read reference lines on his tablet, that same patient focus that meant the difference between *close* and *right.*



Between adjustments she pressed both paws flat on the slate, feeling for movement the way she'd seen him testing all afternoon. The near corner gave. A faint wobble, barely there, but her palms caught it.



"This one's off." She tapped the corner.



Dad checked. His ears tilted. "Shim," he said, paw out.



She peeled one from the packet and set it in his palm. He slid it under the corner without looking away from the bubble. Tapped once. The bubble settled dead center and held.



"Good eye, cub."



Then the felt. He unrolled it across the surface, and she helped smooth it from the far end, both of them working it flat before he pulled it taut and stapled underneath with careful, even spacing. She held the fabric steady at each corner while the staple gun fired, feeling the thump through her palms. Bear watched the whole operation from the doorway with the focused concern of a dog who didn't understand why the large flat thing was being taken to the place where he slept sometimes.



Mira ran her paw across the finished felt. Smooth. Perfect. She crouched and looked at the legs. The dragon claws gripping their spheres, each scale carved by hand, the oak darkened with layers of varnish until it glowed. She traced one with her fingertip.



"They came out really good, Daddy."



He was still on his knees, checking the level. "Yeah?"



"The best thing you've ever made."



His ears tilted back. Pleased. He didn't say anything, but his tail gave one slow sweep behind him.



Bear nudged her elbow. He had crept closer while they weren't looking, nose working along the base of the nearest leg. He sniffed at the dragon claw, the sphere, the seam where oak met carpet, pulling in whatever months of Dad's hands had left in the grain. Then he pressed his broad side against the leg and leaned, the way he leaned into Dad's thigh during dinner, the way he leaned into Mira's hip when she sat on the floor. His weight settled against the carved oak and he exhaled long and low, his chin finding rest where sphere met claw like it had been shaped for him.



Bear's eyes closed. His curled tail bobbed once, then settled.



 ——————— 


They played that evening, just the two of them. Dad racked the balls and handed her the cue.



"Here, cub. You break. Let's do a practice game, I want to show you some things."



"Me?"



"You built this table too. You helped with shims and spotted a wobble." He stepped back. "First shot's yours."



She stood as tall as she could, tail extended for balance, and lined up the way she'd seen it done on TV. She held the cue level, bridge hand flat on the felt. Drew back. Hit the cue ball hard, maybe too hard and at a slight angle, but the crack echoed off the game room walls and the ball slammed forward at speed. Solids and stripes scattered.



Bear flinched at the crack and retreated from his dragon claw to settle on the couch where he watched the rolling objects with deep suspicion.



The four ball kissed the far cushion and rolled back to center. Nothing dropped. Mira stood up, she glanced at Dad. "*Something* could have gone in."



"It was a clean break, cub. Not bad." Dad was leaning on his cue, ears forward. "Power was good. Aim needs work."



"Your turn." She handed the cue back.



Dad sank two solids in quick succession without seeming to think about it, the cue moving through his paw like it lived there. He missed the third on purpose, she was pretty sure, leaving the twelve ball sitting a few inches from the corner pocket with a clean line from the cue ball. A gift.



"Now you." He handed the cue back. "Don't grip it. Loose ring, fingers underneath, let it hang. It should slide through your paw when you stroke." He watched her squeeze the butt end like a pencil. "Looser than that. You're not drawing, you're pushing a pendulum. Straight and smooth."



He positioned her at the table, standing behind her, adjusting her bridge hand. His paw over hers, guiding the cue level.



"See the twelve? Straight shot. It's sitting right in front of the corner pocket. All you have to do is roll the cue ball into it."



She lined up. Straight line, cue ball to twelve to pocket. Easy.



"Wait." He crouched beside her. "What happens to the cue ball after it hits the twelve?"



She thought about it. "It keeps going?"



"Straight into the pocket, right behind it. You scratch. Turn over." He tapped the felt under the cue ball, then adjusted his claw up an inch. "Hit it here. Below center. That puts backspin on it so after it hits, it rolls backwards or stops."



"Backspin. That's fun, it sounds acrobatic."



"Yeah, it kind of is. It's a way of controlling the outcome after you set things in motion."



She adjusted her aim, lowered the cue tip to strike below the center of the cue ball. Struck. The cue ball rolled forward, hit the twelve clean, and the twelve dropped into the corner pocket. The cue ball slowed, stopped, and rolled back toward her.



She heard it then. The roll-back, just one ball on a quiet table, and the sound was deeper than she'd expected. A low, even hum that carried through the whole frame, the slate resonating as one continuous surface. No seams, no dead spots, the vibration spreading through five hundred and fifty pounds of stone the way a note spreads through a tuning fork. She understood why he'd insisted on single-piece. Three-piece would have gaps in that sound. Little silences where the seams broke the frequency. This was unbroken. The ball rolling back to her sounding like something heavy on a perfect lane, the table's whole body singing with it.



"*It came back.*"



"That's good control, cub." Dad was smiling.



She stared at the cue ball sitting obediently in the middle of the table, right where she could use it again. *Perfect.* She grinned happily and swished her tail.



"Now." He pointed across the table at the eleven, sitting at an angle from the cue ball, the corner pocket off to the side. "That one's harder. You can't hit it straight into the pocket from here. So where do you aim?"



"The side of the ball?"



"Which side?" He walked around the table to the eleven and crouched behind it, sighting from the ball to the pocket. "Come here. Stand behind the eleven like you're going to push it into the pocket with your paw."



She did. From this angle, the line was obvious. The pocket was to the right, so she'd need to tap the eleven on its left side to send it that way.



"See the spot? Where you'd tap it?"



"Yeah." She could see it clearly from here. The exact point on the eleven's surface that would send it straight into the pocket.



"Good. Now walk back to the cue ball and remember that spot. Your job is to roll the cue ball so it touches the eleven right *there.* Not the center. Not the near side. That exact point."



She walked back, lined up, and tried to hold the contact point in her mind. It was harder from this angle. The eleven looked different from behind the cue ball than it had from behind the pocket.



"Trust what you saw," Dad said. "Your eyes already did the work."



She struck. The cue ball rolled across the felt, caught the eleven on its left side, and the eleven spun away toward the corner pocket and dropped.



"*Yes!*" She bounced on her toes, ears flicking happily.



"See? You already know how to read where things sit in space, translating what you see onto a page when you draw is a similar skill." He stood, tapped the rail. "Now. What about when you can't reach the ball directly? What if there's something in the way and you have to bounce off the cushion first?" He pointed at the side pocket across the table. "You want to bank the nine into that pocket. Here's the trick. The rail is a mirror."



He walked to the cushion nearest the nine and held his paw out past it, on the other side of the rail, the same distance from the cushion as the nine.



"See my paw? That's where the nine would be if the rail was a mirror. A ghost ball, sitting in the reflection. Picture it in your mind, and use what you already know about contact points to aim at the illusion." He kept his paw there. "You can't hit the nine into that pocket directly. But you *can* hit it at my paw. The rail does the rest. Same angle in, same angle out, a reflection."



She lined up the shot, sighting from the cue ball through the nine to Dad's paw hovering beyond the cushion. Straight line. She struck. The nine hit the rail, bounced, rolled toward the side pocket, caught the edge, and lipped out.



"*So close.*"



"Your line was right. You hit it too hard. Softer. Let the table do the work." He put the ball back where it was before her shot and reset the other balls to match. "Here, cub, try again, this is a great practice shot."



She tried again. Softer this time, the cue ball rolling with a smooth hum across the black felt. It found the nine, sent it into the rail, and the nine bounced, rolled, slow, deliberate, and dropped into the side pocket.



"*Yes!*" She bounced again. Bear's ears pricked from the couch.



"See?" Dad was leaning on his cue, smiling. "Same eyes you use for drawing. You're reading shapes and space. Now you just need to get used to the cue. Don't forget to chalk up."



 ——————— 


They started a real game. They played for two hours after. Dad sank shots with the efficiency he gained from years of quiet practice. He read the table the way he read anatomy, seeing the invisible lines of each shot. Mira scratched plenty, sent the cue ball hopping twice, and at one point banked a shot off three cushions entirely by accident that went in so cleanly Dad set down his cue and stared.



"I meant to do that," she said.



"Of course, you absolutely intended that. Each bank 100 percent called."



"Exactly, all planned!" She laughed and puffed out her chest while swishing her tail in defiance.



But she stood there for a moment after the joke landed, her palm flat on the felt. Three cushions. Three unplanned bounces and the ball had found the pocket like fate. She hadn't aimed at or even seen the ghost ball. Just hit it instinctively and the table did the rest.



She thought about Luna, unplanned. Loved and inevitable with how they'd been fucking. About Juniper. About all the *bounces* that got them here.



Dad was already racking the next game. She let her palm brush stretched felt, tight over the slate she helped level. The beautiful frame he'd carved cradling the entire experience. Then she picked up her cue.



 ——————— 


Between games, they ordered pizza. Dad ate leaning against the table, one paw on the rail, and told her about playing in college with friends who took it too seriously.



"Your mama was awful at it." He said it easy, nostalgic but warm. "Held the cue like a baseball bat. I spent a whole semester trying to get her to loosen up and stop gripping." His thumb traced the rail. "She couldn't read an angle to save her life. But she'd do these trick shots, no aim, no plan, just hit the ball and laugh. And they'd go in."



Mira smiled.



"I didn't aim either," she said. Quiet.



Dad looked at her. Not at the table. At her. His ears went still for a moment, the way they did when he was holding something he didn't want to drop.



"No," he said. "You didn't." His ears settled, warm. "You'll find your own style. Instinct counts for something."



He picked up a slice. She picked up hers. Bear settled at their feet.



She ate sitting on the floor with her back against a dragon claw leg, feeling the carved scales against her shoulder, Bear's chin heavy on her thigh.



"Daddy?"



"Mm?"



"Can we teach Juni? She'd love this."



"She probably needs a stool."



"Or I could give her a piggyback ride." Mira grinned. "Juni on my back, ears flopping in my face while she tries to aim."



Dad laughed. "That would be a sight. We'll teach her. And Danny too, and whoever else wants to learn."



 ——————— 


They played one more game. Mira lost badly but sank the eight ball on purpose at the end just to hear the heavy *thock* of it dropping into the pocket.



*Satisfying.*



The black felt was smooth under her palms when she leaned across the table along one rail, looking down. The overhead light caught the grain of the oak, and the dragon claws held their spheres, and the house smelled like sawdust and pizza and the cedar soap Dad used.



*The best thing he's ever made.* She looked at the dragon claws one more time before heading downstairs. The varnish smelled like oil and glistened in the light. Almost alive.



She thought about his hands. What they could do. What they chose to do.



*This is good.*



 ——————— 


Week Eleven


Monday: Lockers


Monday morning, Danny found Mira alone at her locker.



He almost kept walking. But Theo's voice was in his head and his feet stopped before his brain caught up.



"Hey," he said.



Mira glanced up. Waited.



"I'm Danny."



"I know who you are. Earth to Danny, I literally texted Juni thanking you for being understanding this weekend."



"Yeah." His ears burned. "I know you know. That's not..." He stopped. Started over. "I don't actually know you. Like, at all. We sit across from each other and I've been fawning over *your girlfriend.* And you matter to Juniper more than almost anyone, and I've just been... pretending that's not weird. Sitting across from you every day like you're just some girl in our friend group."



Mira's locker door was still open between them. She didn't close it.



"Yeah, it's weird." She closed the locker. Faced him. "I told her to go for it. And I meant it, too. But I can't hold her paw at lunch, and you can."



Danny was quiet for a moment. His tail stilled.



"I don't know how you do it," he said. "I know Juni can't be open about liking girls. Her parents wouldn't get it. And that's hard, and it's not fair to you." His ears pressed back. "I feel weird that I was so oblivious. I probably made it worse just by being there. I'm sorry." He swallowed. "But you can be honest with us. Me, Sage, Theo. We're not her parents. We won't tell."



"It's not just about her parents." She picked at the strap of her backpack. "That's part of it, but, I'm shy about it. I don't know how *I* feel about liking girls either. I *love* Juniper, but I don't know what that makes *me.* I'm not totally comfy with classmates knowing, if that makes sense."



"It's okay." His tail gave a tentative wag. "Like, actually okay. Not just me saying that." He rubbed the back of his neck. "I just want you to know I'm here too. Now that I know."



They stood there, both of them exposed, neither one pretending this was easy.



Up close, without the cafeteria noise masking everything, she smelled different than he'd expected. Not the sharp heat-musk he'd been tracking for weeks. Something softer underneath. Warmer. Like bread rising, or the way his mom's sweaters smelled when she came home from work. Comforting in a way that didn't match the guarded girl in front of him.



"Can I ask you something that's not about Juniper?" he said.



Mira's ears tilted, surprised. "Okay."



"What were you drawing at lunch yesterday? The gesture stuff. The fox jumping and a bird flying."



Whatever she'd been bracing for, it wasn't that. Her shoulders dropped half an inch. "Just doodling. Gesture lines."



"It looked like it was moving. On the page. I don't know how you do that." His tail swished once, uncertain. "I tried drawing once. Juniper was showing me crosshatching, but mine just looked confusing and messy. She told me hers started that way too, said she drew a dungeon wall and had to condemn it, but she got better."



Mira's ears perked forward. "Yeah, I showed her that! We made a little comic. She's talented."



"She's teaching me to draw," Danny said. "Or trying. I'm pretty hopeless."



"You're not hopeless. You made her that rabbit. That's craft, and craft is art."



"Mom helped a lot, though. And pencils are different. I can stitch something with my paws but drawing is like... my brain forgets how shapes work."



"Yeah, you're probably terrible." Her tail swished, almost playful. "But terrible's where everyone starts. You show up, practice, and you get better."



Danny felt something warm move through his chest. Not the ache from before. Different. Like being *seen* by someone who'd been deliberately not looking at him for weeks.



"I notice things about her," he said. "I can't help it."



"Yeah." Mira's eyes held his. Green and steady and carrying something he couldn't name. "I know exactly what that's like."



The hallway traffic was thinning. First bell in two minutes. Neither of them moved.



"I write really bad poetry," Danny said. "About her, mostly. You already know that. She showed you the ear one."



His ears flattened, bracing. "She told me you thought it was bad."



"It *was* really bad, Danny." Mira's mouth twitched, fighting something. "But maybe I was just a little jealous that you made her cry."



Danny stared at her. The hallway felt very quiet. The ache in his chest had shifted, making room for something that felt like the beginning of a conversation that might not end today.



"See you at lunch," Mira said quietly. Then, almost as an afterthought: "Bring your sketchbook sometime and we can draw together."



"Sure, if you ever want to learn poetry... I mean I don't know I can teach you, but maybe I'll write you a poem?"



"Save it for Juni. See you, wolf."



She walked away. Danny stayed by the lockers, heart pounding, feeling scraped raw and somehow lighter for it.



 ——————— 


Third period, science. Mrs. Thornton was out.



"Good morning." The substitute stood at Mrs. Thornton's desk with the particular ease of a man borrowing someone else's space and making it look like his own. A lean grey wolf, early thirties, sport coat over a button-down. She'd seen him in the hallways before, the seventh-grade science teacher, always upstairs, always in a different orbit. "I'm Mr. Harwood. I teach seventh-grade science upstairs, but I'll be covering for Mrs. Thornton this week while she's out."



He wrote his name on the board. Neat. Unhurried. "Let's begin with attendance."



His eyes moved across the room the way Mrs. Thornton's never did, settling on each face for a beat longer than attendance required. Each name read out and marked off with a warm efficiency. He was very attentive, learning each name and face with an uncommon level of focus.



"We're picking up where you left off with Mrs. Thornton." He clicked to the first slide. A diagram of the observable universe, pie-charted into sections. The largest slice was black. "Dark matter. Who can tell me what that is?"



Silence. The usual classroom silence of kids deciding whether to risk being wrong.



"It's the stuff we can't see," Danny said from the back. Just filling the gap because wolves didn't like silences.



"Close." Harwood smiled. It reached his eyes. "So here's what we *think* we know. Everything you can see, touch, or measure. Stars, planets, you, me, this desk... that's about five percent of the universe. Five percent. The rest is stuff we've never directly detected." He clicked. The slide showed a spiral galaxy, its rotation curves plotted beside it. "Twenty-seven percent is what we call dark matter. We can't see it, can't catch it, can't prove it exists in a lab. But galaxies spin too fast for the gravity we can account for. Stars orbit at speeds that don't make sense unless something invisible is holding them together. So we *infer* it. We aim at what we think is there based on what it does to the things around it."



He walked between the desks. Not pacing. Moving with purpose, the way teachers did when they wanted to own the room. His tail swayed behind him, relaxed, unhurried.



"And the other sixty-eight percent? Dark energy. Even less understood. We think it's accelerating the expansion of the universe, pulling everything away from everything else, but honestly?" He stopped near the window, silhouetted against the glass. "We're guessing. Educated guessing, with math to back it up, but guessing." His grey eyes swept the room. "Take it all away, though, and every galaxy falls apart."



He let that sit.



"So." He clicked to the next slide. Questions for discussion. "If something is invisible and undetectable, but everything we *can* see depends on it... is it real?"



Mira was only half-listening. Her mind was still on the pool table, on the mirror along the rail Dad had taught her Saturday night, the invisible target that made the shot work. The whole shot depended on aiming at a ghost.



*Ghost matter,* she thought, and almost smiled.



Harwood passed her desk. She caught a scent underneath his cologne that made her fur prickle and her snout wrinkle. *Familiar.* She shook it off and refocused.



Harwood assigned the problems from Mrs. Thornton's plan. He circulated between desks, following raised hands, leaning close to check work. His voice was low and encouraging. He complimented a girl in the front row on her handwriting. Helped a boy near the window with the diagram.



Mira finished the worksheet in twelve minutes and spent the rest of the period sketching dragon claws clutching orbs in the margins.



The bell rang. She gathered her things.



 ——————— 


Tuesday


Tuesday at lunch, Danny slid into his seat on Juniper's left. Mira was already on her right, sketchpad open, pencil moving in quick gesture lines.



He didn't say anything. Under the table, his paw found Juniper's where it rested on her thigh. Then he reached past her, found Mira's idle left paw on her own knee, and guided it back to Juniper's lap. Juniper's fingers closed around Mira's. Danny held both of them together for a moment, his larger paw warm over theirs. Then he let go, picked up his fork, and started eating.



Juniper's ears went soft. Mira's pencil had stopped.



"So," Sage said, stealing a fry off Theo's tray, "who's doing the science homework?"



 ——————— 


After school, Danny caught up with Juniper at the pickup loop, walking his bike alongside her.



"Walk you home?"



"You live the wrong direction, Danny."



"I know." His tail wagged once. "Walk you home?"



They fell into step together, his bike clicking between them, paws finding each other over the handlebars. The afternoon was warm, the sidewalk dappled with tree shadows.



The buzz hit without warning.



Not the low pulse of Silas checking in. Not the playful tap of the tag game. Full power, tier three, the setting that vibrated through bone. The bunny ears of the toy clamped against her clit and the shaft hummed against her front wall and the keeper's stem buzzed between them and her whole body seized.



Juniper's knees buckled. She grabbed Danny's handlebars with both paws, the bike lurching sideways, and made a sound she couldn't take back. High, strangled, the kind of sound that had nothing to do with tripping.



Danny caught her. One arm around her waist, the other steadying the bike. "Juni? What—are you—"



The buzz held. Thirty seconds of sustained vibration that turned her thighs to water and her vision to static. She was gripping his arm hard enough to leave marks, panting, ears flat, tail rigid, and she could not make it stop because the app overrode the button and Silas was probably in his home office pressing *send* without knowing Danny's arm was around her.



It stopped.



She stood there shaking, held up by a wolf who was staring at her with his ears pinned forward and his nose working overtime.



"What *was* that?" His voice was low. His nostrils flared. He could smell the sudden spike of arousal flooding off her, and underneath it, the faint hum still ringing in his ears. "I *heard* something, Juni. Something buzzing. On you."



She looked at his face. Earnest, worried, confused. His ears still tracking the ghost of a sound that had already stopped. His nose telling him things his brain couldn't decode.



*He's already in. He knows about me and Mira. He's already keeping that. He's not going to stop noticing things.*



"Come on." She tugged his paw toward their park, the rusty merry-go-round. "I'll show you."



 ——————— 


They sat on the merry-go-round. Juniper glanced around—empty, just trees and shadows—and reached under her skirt.



Danny's eyes went wide. His mouth opened, closed, opened again.



She held up the vibrator. Small, curved, pink silicone glistening.



"*That's*—" Danny's voice cracked. "You had that—*all day?*"



"Since this morning." She clicked the button. It hummed in her palm. "Mira has one too. Same model. We take turns."



His ears went flat. He stared at the toy like it might explode.



"We play a game," Juniper continued, clicking it off. "Tag. Whoever has theirs in, the other one can turn it on whenever they want. In class. At lunch. Wherever." She grinned at his expression. "We're quiet about it, but you may have noticed some days if we're wiggly. Mira turned mine on under the table once at lunch next to you."



"But on the sidewalk just now. How did it turn on? Nobody was near you."



"I squeezed my legs a little too much while we were walking. It shifts around and sometimes the button catches." She shrugged. "Usually it doesn't."



"And, wait. At *lunch.* In front of *everyone.*"



"Mira hit the button twice during math last Thursday. I almost knocked my textbook off my desk."



"That's—" He shook his head. Then, quietly, his tail starting to wag despite himself: "That's really hot, actually."



She laughed. "Yeah, it's one of our favorite secrets. You *obviously* can't tell anyone."



Danny made a motion as if zipping his lips shut, his ears were flushed and his paw reached down to adjust his pants, as if they were suddenly uncomfortable.



Then she slipped it back inside with a soft gasp. Danny made a strangled sound as she saw him watch her let the vibrator settle into place. "We're doing other training too. Stretching exercises. Working up to... bigger things."



"Bigger things," he repeated faintly.



"Plugs. Toys." She watched his face cycle through about six emotions. "I wanted you to know. You're already keeping one secret for us."



Danny was quiet for a long moment. The merry-go-round creaked.



"So when you're sitting in class and you get that look, like you're trying not to squirm..."



"Probably Mira's fault."



"And when *she* gets that look—"



"Probably mine."



He let out a breath that was half-laugh, half-groan. "I'm never going to be able to focus in class again."



"Sorry." She wasn't sorry at all.



 ——————— 


Her phone buzzed while they were still on the merry-go-round.



Two notifications. She tilted the screen away from Danny, just slightly, the automatic gesture. Silas's name sat above her mom's. She skipped it without opening and tapped her mom's instead.



*Got called into work, won't be back until 9:30. Your sisters are at the Hendersons' for dinner. There's leftover pasta in the fridge. Love you!*



She stared at the message. Then at Danny. His tail was still wagging.



"My house is empty until nine-thirty," she said.



Danny's eyes went wide. His whole body wiggled before his brain caught up.



"Oh," he said. "*Oh.*"



 ——————— 


Her bedroom door locked with a soft click.



Danny stood in the center of the room, eyes catching on the stuffed animals, the drawings, the nest of blankets on the bed she'd been building without realizing.



"Can I see it again?" His voice was rough. "Like, actually?"



She faced him. Reached under her skirt. Hooked her thumbs in her panties and slid them down. "One second." She eased the keeper out first, a small silicone cup, slick, and set it on the nightstand. Then showed him the rest: the bulb of the vibrator disappearing inside her, the little bunny ears pressed against her clit.



Danny's eyes were locked on the vibrator. "There's two parts," he breathed.



"The bulb goes inside. And these—" she wiggled the bunny ears and shivered "—stay on the outside."



"Can I turn it on?"



She nodded. His finger found the button. Pressed.



The buzz hit her and she gasped, grabbing his shoulder. Danny's eyes went huge.



"And you just *sat there,*" he said, awed.



"That's the game." Her voice unsteady. "You have to keep a straight face."



"Can we..." He fumbled in his pocket. Produced a condom. "Leave it in?"



"It'll be tight." She grinned at his expression. "Trust me."



She helped him with the condom and pulled him down onto the bed. His cock nudged against the base of the vibrator's bulb as he lined up, the silicone warm and slick from hours inside her. She tilted her hips and he pushed in alongside it.



"*Oh*—" Danny's whole body shuddered. His cock slid along the curved surface of the bulb, the vibration transmitting directly through the thin latex into his shaft. "I can feel it *right against me.* It's *buzzing* on my—"



"I know." She wrapped her legs around him and pulled him deeper. The bulb pressed against her front wall from one side, Danny's cock pressed from the other, and the hum traveled between them, buzzing through the membrane of flesh that separated toy from cock. Every pulse she felt doubled. Every throb he gave, the vibrator answered.



He found a rhythm. Slow, shallow strokes, pulling back until just his tip caught against the bulb's curve, then sinking in. Each thrust ground him along the buzzing silicone, his shaft dragging against it the full length. She could feel the vibration change pitch when he pressed deep, the bunny ears trapped between their pelvic bones, compressed, the buzz concentrated into her clit hard enough to make her toes curl. When he pulled back, the ears released and the hum spread wider, diffused, teasing.



"*There*—right there." She grabbed his hips when he found the angle that pinned the bunny ears flat against her. His cock buried to the base, the vibrator's bulb sandwiched between them, buzzing through both their bodies at once. She could feel his pulse through the latex and the toy's pulse through the silicone and they weren't the same rhythm and the mismatch made her vision swim.



His strokes shortened. She felt it before he did. The base of his shaft thickening, his knot starting to swell, and the vibrator's bulb was right there, pressed against the growing mass through the thin wall of her body. The buzz driving blood into tissue that was already filling. Each stroke pushed his swelling knot past her entrance, and each time it caught a little harder on the way out.



"Something's—" Danny's voice cracked. "Juni, something's happening, I'm getting—"



"That's your knot." She clenched around him and felt the swell jump. The vibrator hummed against it through her walls and his eyes went wide. "You're tying me."



"I've never—it's never—"



"The toy's making you bigger. There's no room." She rolled her hips and his knot caught at her entrance, stretched it, almost slipped free. Almost. "Next one's going to lock."



He thrust. The knot pressed wide, wider, the vibrator's bulb wedged against it from inside, filling the space that would have let him slip free. Her entrance closed around the narrower shaft behind it and held. She clenched hard, holding him tight.



Danny made a sound she'd never heard from him. Not a moan. A whine, high and wolf and helpless, his whole body tensing and shuddering as the knot swelled to its full size inside her. Small compared to Bear or Daddy, tiny, really. But his. Locked. The vibrator buzzing against the swollen mass, the sensation traveling through the knot into his cock into the condom that was already starting to fill.



"*Oh god*—Juni—I can't—it won't—"



"I know." She pulled him close, legs locked around his back. "You're stuck. Just let it happen."



He came with his face buried in her neck, his knot pulsing inside her, each throb pushing cum into the condom that stretched and swelled against her walls. She could feel the latex balloon with each pulse, warm, pressing outward, trapped between his knot and the vibrator's bulb. The buzzing didn't stop. Every pulse of his knot vibrated through the toy into her clit and she came around him in waves, clenching, milking, until she couldn't tell his pulses from her own.



"It's still—" He was shaking. "It's still going. I can feel you squeezing and every time you do I—"



"I know. That's the tie." She stroked his ears. "It'll soften in a few minutes. Just breathe. Fill the condom inside me. It's warm."



They lay there locked together, the vibrator still humming between them, his knot pulsing in slow diminishing throbs. Danny's tail had gone completely still. His breathing came in shallow hitches against her neck.



"You feel so tight, Juni," he whispered. "Do you like being stuck together?"



"Yeah." She kissed his jaw. "I love this."



"I never want to move again."



"You can't. Not until it goes down." She nuzzled his neck. "That's the point."



He laughed. Wet, overwhelmed, his knot still throbbing weakly inside her. The vibrator buzzed on.



"Can we do that again?" he managed. "Like... ever? Because I can't go back to regular anything."



"We can definitely do that again."



They cleaned up and lay tangled in her blanket nest. Danny's arm around her waist, his nose pressed into her fur.



"Hey," he said after a while. "Isn't that sequel coming out this week? *Tails of Fire and Fury 2?*"



"Thursday night. I'm going with Mira and her dad. Opening night."



"Oh." His ears dipped. Wistful. "That sounds fun."



"You could come next time. When it's not a special thing with them."



"Yeah?" His ears perked. "I'd like that."



"It's a date." She kissed his cheek. "Thanks for walking me home, Danny."



At the door, he paused. "The vibrator thing... how—"



"Mira's idea, but I love it."



"I do too, is it weird I feel kind of happy she gave it to you? That was intense. Like really intense."



She thought about Bear's knot. Probably couldn't have fit alongside the vibrator. The swell and the buzz were *theirs.* Unique. "Yeah, it was."



An involuntary whine escaped him. Thin and eager.



"Cool," he managed. "That's, um. I don't know how I'm not going to be a total dork when I talk to Mira..."



"You'll be okay, be safe!"



She watched him grab his bike off the porch and push off down the driveway, tail streaming behind him. "See you, Juni!"



Her pussy ached, a deep throb that lingered from the vibration and the knot. She could still feel where he'd been.



 ——————— 


Wednesday


Wednesday at lunch, Theo reached into his bag and produced something new.



A holographic bookmark. Not the three phase one he'd been using. A different design, sleeker, the holograph catching the cafeteria light in a shifting cascade as he tilted it between his fingers. He studied it with the quiet satisfaction of someone who'd found exactly what he wanted, then set it beside his book.



"It's a six-frame lenticular," he said, to no one in particular.



Then he slid the original across the table to Sage.



"Thank you for the loan. Your services are no longer required. I found my own."



Sage stared at the original three-frame in front of her. The one she'd been chasing, that he'd been keeping... for weeks.



She snatched the new one out of his hand.



"You *owe* me. I've been chasing you for weeks to get my own bookmark back. This one's mine now. Traded."



"Loaned."



"Okay, forever though, keep mine. I don't even want it anymore. It's yours."



"Deal." He picked up the three-frame and slipped it into his book without looking at it. "I like yours more anyway."



Sage's ears twitched. Once, then she caught them and made a visible effort to settle them.



"Wait." Mira looked at Theo. "That was *her* bookmark the whole time and you wouldn't give it back? I thought she was stealing it."



"Affirmative." Theo nodded. "I read more anyway, she wasn't using it."



"The *nerve.*" Sage's hackles ruffled. "Just because I'm a coyote doesn't mean I steal *everything.*"



She swiped Mira's cookie right off her tray. "Scavenger tax. For the accusation."



Mira let the cookie go. She was thinking about Theo. He chose a three-frame lenticular over a six-frame one he'd specifically bought.



She looked at Juniper beside her. Juniper's paw was already in hers under the table. No bookmark required.



While she watched, Juniper's free paw drifted across the table and straightened Danny's napkin so it sat parallel to his tray. Then nudged Sage's milk carton to exactly the right spot. Then adjusted the angle of Theo's book, which he permitted without looking up from his lunch tray.



*She keeps doing that.* Mira watched her friend arrange the table with the focused precision of someone following instructions she couldn't hear. Organizing. Tucking things into their right places.



Mira's paw drifted to her own belly. A gesture her body made while she watched, automatic, the way she'd been checking for weeks.



"You're being weird June," Sage announced. "Weirder than usual."



"I'm just *organizing.*" But Juniper's ears flushed and went sideways.



Mira squeezed her paw and watched Sage scarf down her own cookie in two bites.



 ——————— 


In art class, Ms. Chen had them working on texture studies.



Juniper shifted on her stool at the big table for the third time in as many minutes, trying to find an angle that didn't press the plug quite so insistently. The medium size now since she'd graduated last weekend. Her body was still adjusting. Every time she moved, it shifted inside her, a constant low-grade awareness she couldn't ignore.



Beside her, Mira made a soft sound that might have been a laugh. Her own hips did a subtle roll against her seat.



"You too?" Juniper whispered, not looking up from her watercolor.



"Daddy went up a size this morning." Mira's voice pitched low, just for her. "Said I was ready. I'm not sure he was right."



Juniper bit her lip to keep from smiling. They were sitting in the middle of art class, surrounded by classmates painting mediocre fruit bowls, both of them plugged and squirming and pretending everything was normal. Sisters in discomfort.



Between fourth and fifth, Mira caught her arm in the hallway. Just one word: "Bathroom."



Single-stall, arts wing. Mira pulled up her sweater. Still producing more each day, the early milk, her colostrum thicker now, richer. Juniper stepped between her knees and latched on without being asked, and Mira's body unclenched in a long exhale.



"Thicker today," Juniper murmured against her skin.



"Daddy said it tastes like honey now."



When both sides were soft again, they slipped out separately and made it to fifth just as the bell rang.



 ——————— 


Thursday: Tails of Fire and Fury 2


Thursday evening after an early supper, Mira was vibrating with excitement. The new movie had finally come out, Juniper was bouncing happily in the living room after clearing her plate with barely contained excitement.



"Get dressed," Daddy said after he cleared his own plate. "Both of you. Sundresses. And nothing underneath."



The girls exchanged looks. Mira's tail swished.



"I brought the dress. Nothing underneath?" Juniper asked. She gave a big bunny grin and went to her school backpack by the door, stripping down in the living room, shimmying out of her pants and tugging her carrot panties down. She leaned over, looking at Mira and Daddy behind her and made a show of it, flitting her tiny tail up exposing the little bunny vibrator inside.



Dad's grin was sharp. "Very cute, Juni, you won't need the vibrator tonight! We have other plans."



She pulled it out slowly—still bent over, thin slick strands drooled at her entrance and she placed the vibrator on the end table next to the couch. Then with a twirl she pulled the sundress out of her bag and slid it over her head.



*She's so beautiful.* Mira caught herself gazing at the tiny bunny in her living room. She shook her head, quick, "I'll be right back, you two." Then bounded to her room and got dressed in a flowing green sundress, admiring the frills, she returned just as quickly.



When Mira returned she saw Juniper arranging the throw pillows on the couch. They were scattered haphazardly from earlier before they ate and now Juni was tucking them into the corner, arranging them into a tight little cluster. A cozy den.



Mira shook her head and laughed. *Funny bunny.*



"Tails of Fire, are you girls ready?"



Mira squealed. Juniper smoothed the last pillow, then grabbed her vibrator off the end table and tucked it into her school backpack alongside her folded school clothes. She slung the bag over her shoulder and rushed to the front door, foot thumping on the mat.



"Ready?" Mira asked.



"Ready." Juniper tossed her backpack into the back seat of the truck as they climbed in.



 ——————— 


The theater was packed for opening night. Families in the middle rows, teenagers near the front, couples scattered throughout. The excited buzz of conversation filled the air.



Dad led them to the back corner, the seats tucked against the wall where the shadows were deepest. But even the back row wasn't empty. A young couple at the opposite end, already making out. An older raccoon with a massive popcorn bucket in the middle section. A family of four just two rows ahead. A group of college-aged wolves directly in front, close enough that their popcorn smell drifted back.



*So many people,* Juniper thought, her heart racing.



"Perfect," Dad murmured sarcastically, and settled between them, armrests already lifted.



The lights dimmed. Previews rolled.



Dad's paws found both their thighs.



Juniper kept her eyes forward while his fingers traced up her inner thigh. She heard Mira's breath catch beside her—he was doing the same to both of them. Touching them in tandem. Building them up together.



The movie started. Action immediately, straight into a chase through a burning city, vehicles crashing, dynamite thrown through a store window collapsing a building. Everyone was looking forward, the loud surround sound enveloped them.



Mira moved first.



She climbed into Dad's lap facing the screen, sundress pooling around her hips, and sank down with a tiny gasp lost in the carnage. To anyone glancing back: a sleepy child in her father's lap.



But Juniper was *right there.* Close enough to see Mira's ears flatten, close enough to catch the wet sound of connection beneath the explosions. Her paw found Mira's thigh under the sundress. Slid higher.



She felt where they joined. The thick base of his shaft disappearing into Mira, slick and hot. She traced the stretch with her fingertips. Every time Mira rocked her hips, Juniper felt the shaft slide against her fingers.



"*Your turn, bunny,*" Mira whispered sideways.



A car exploded on screen. Mira lifted—gasping at the emptiness—and slid back into her seat. Juniper climbed over the armrest in the same motion, settling into Dad's lap before the debris finished falling.



When she sank down, she inhaled sharply.



He was slick with Mira. She could *feel* her fox on him—the heat, the wetness that wasn't his, the particular slide of it easing her down. Her body opened around him, and he filled her in one slow descent.



"*He's still wet from you,*" she whispered toward Mira.



"*That's the point.*" Mira's paw found the junction under Juniper's sundress, fingertips tracing where Juniper's body gripped what she'd just left. "*God,* you're tight around him."



Dad's paws found Juniper's hips, and she ground down in the slow circles Mira had taught her. His cock stirred inside her, thickening, responding to the difference—tighter walls, different texture, the particular heat of rabbit after fox.



"*Switch,*" Dad breathed during the next explosion.



She lifted. He slipped free, glistening. She slid to her seat. Mira was already moving—over the armrest, into his lap, sinking down with that quiet, desperate sound.



"*I can taste her on you,*" Mira whispered against his ear, loud enough for Juniper to catch. "*She's all over your cock, Daddy.*"



They traded again during a fight sequence. And again when the hero crashed through a building. The rhythm found itself—switch at the loud parts, hold through the quiet, each girl arriving onto a cock warmed and slicked by the other.



The whispered commentary between them became a game more engaging than anything on the screen.



"*He's harder now,*" Juniper breathed, sinking down. "*What did you do?*"



"*Clenched. He likes it when I squeeze and release. Try it.*"



Juniper had done it before, but the encouragement made her dripping wet. She clenched. Dad's cock pulsed inside her. Tight. His paw crushed the armrest.



"*Like that?*"



"*Harder. Milk him.*"



The wolf in the row ahead turned at a sound. Juniper froze, but his eyes swept past them, lingering for a second on what must have looked like a sleepy kid in her dad's lap, then back to the screen.



"*That was close,*" Mira mouthed.



"*I don't care,*" Juniper mouthed back.



They switched once more—Mira taking him, grinding deep—and then passed him back to Juniper during the movie's climactic battle. Juni was facing this time, cheek to his chest, sundress pooled around his lap, obscuring what was happening underneath.



"*Stay,*" Mira whispered. "*Take his knot. I'll get us out.*"



"*I'm not moving.*"



She stayed in his lap while the battle raged. His knot had been building through the switches, never quite reaching full swell because they kept trading before it could lock, and kept grinding against the bulb rather than pressing down with real intent. But now Juniper was *staying,* and she could feel it growing against her entrance, thickening with each pulse.



"*Daddy—your knot—*"



"*I know. Bear down. Let me in.*"



She bore down. The swelling stretched her, pressed wide, and locked inside. The seal was immediate, total.



She bit the collar of his shirt to muffle her cry.



The final battle peaked. Swelling music, bright lights, the villain's defeat. Dad thrust up once—hard—and came. Hot pulses flooding deep, sealed inside her by the knot. She felt each spurt hit her cervix and her own orgasm crashed through, her body seizing around the knot, teeth clenched in his shirt.



He kept pulsing. She wiggled her hips and kept clenching. The feedback loop of pressure and pleasure that she'd learned to ride.



Mira was watching them, her expression shifting from heat to alarm. Juniper caught her eye and grinned, cheek pressed against Daddy's chest. *We're not separating in time and I don't care.* Mira licked her snout, playful but warning. "*You're going to get us in trouble.*"



The crowd was clapping. Credits scrolled. Around them, people stirred, gathered things, began filtering toward the exits.



His knot was still swollen inside her. Going nowhere.



"*Mira, no time.*" Dad breathed. "*Let's go with the crowd.*"



 ——————— 


Mira slipped out of her seat while the credits were still rolling. Behind her, Dad shifted Juniper's weight and stood, arms hooking under the rabbit's thighs. Juniper gasped at the shift, the knot tugging inside her, but pressed her face into his shoulder and went limp. *Sleeping child.* Her sundress pooled around them but bunched funny on one side, exposing Juni's bare pussy and the buried knot tucked inside her. Mira felt adrenaline surge, but kept her movements smooth. She turned to fuss with it, tugging the hem straight, smoothing a fold that had bunched at Juniper's hip, the gesture of a big sister making sure her little friend looked presentable.



Daddy wrapped one arm around her back, the other he kept for support under her thigh, and Juniper wrapped her legs firmly around his waist.



*That could have been bad.* But they looked alright now, and they had to move.



They started up the aisle together, Mira a step ahead, Dad carrying Juniper with that steady stride. She squeezed past a couple gathering their coats, murmured "excuse me," and at the top where the theater opened into the lobby she paused, one paw on the wall, and scanned.



*Where's the path clear? Follow the angles. Aim at the ghost ball.*



Not the door. Not directly. Too many jostling folks who might bump against them. Aim at the invisible space that makes the door reachable. *Bank shot, instead. Find the gaps.*



The concession line curved left. The cluster of families gathering and zipping up coats on the far wall, too crowded. The raccoon with the huge popcorn bucket was heading for the bathroom, clearing the center lane. The college wolves already gone, leaving an open pocket to the right side exit.



*There.* A ten-second window where nobody was facing the right side of the lobby, where the angle from the concession line was blocked by a promotional standee, where the exit doors were propped open and the night air was already pulling people through.



The family of four from two rows ahead was just passing them now, the father holding a sleepy toddler of his own. Same angle. Same posture. A parallel line, and nobody looks twice at two of the same thing.



"Now," she said, touching Dad's arm. "Right side. Behind the standee. Follow the family."



Mira led. Three steps ahead, clearing the lane, her body angled to block sightlines from the left. The family of four shuffled along on schedule, the father's sleepy toddler a mirror image—*parallel lines, same angle, nothing unusual about fathers carrying tired children.* The standee covered the concession side. The right exit was ten steps away.



An elderly badger couple stood near the doors. The wife noticed first, her face softening.



"Oh, Harold, look. Remember when ours were that small?"



"Wore herself right out," Harold chuckled. "That's a good dad right there."



"Thank you," Dad said, voice perfectly steady. "She's had a big day."



Harold's smiled and turned back to his wife, offering a friendly wave.



Mira's paw found the door. Held it open.



They were three steps past the threshold when Mira caught movement at the edge of her vision. A teenage fox by the doors, lanky, phone in hand, his head turning. Not toward the family ahead. Toward *them.* His eyes tracking something—the way Juniper's legs were wrapped, maybe, or the sundress hanging wrong, or just something that didn't quite fit.



Mira stepped sideways. Positioned herself between the teenager and Dad's back, blocking the angle. She smiled at the fox—bright, normal, a girl waiting for her dad. She held his gaze for exactly two seconds. Long enough to be seen. Short enough to be nothing.



He blinked. Looked at his phone. His girlfriend tugged his arm toward the parking lot.



*Bank shot. Indirection.*



She walked after Dad without looking back.



 ——————— 


The parking lot. Cool air on her bare legs. Juniper kept her face pressed against Silas's neck, eyes squeezed shut, feeling every step vibrate through the knot still locked inside her. She heard a door open, felt him lower into the driver's seat, the leather creaking as their weight settled. The knot shifted and she bit her lip. Then another door, the passenger side, and Mira's familiar scent sliding in beside them.



The *thunk* of it closing was the most beautiful sound in the world.



"Oh my god." Juniper finally lifted her head from his shoulder. "*Oh my god.*"



But for a moment, before the giddiness hit, she just stayed against his chest. His arms hadn't shifted. His breathing was steady. His stride through that whole crowd hadn't faltered once. He'd just carried her like she weighed nothing.



*I love this.* She wiggled her hips and tested the tie. She felt his hips rise to meet her teasing.



Harold was right. He *was* a good dad. Made rabbit pancakes without being asked. Took her to the movies. Better than an empty chair in a quiet house.



*Mine,* she thought. Not the knot. Well, not *just* the knot, but that too. His arms. The warmth. *Shared with Mira.*



"You're the best, Daddy," she whispered against his neck, and clenched around his knot again. Slow. Deliberate.



His breath caught. His paw found the back of her head, held her there.



Then the adrenaline caught up and they were all laughing, breathless and giddy and stupid with relief.



"That was so dumb," Dad managed, reaching around Juniper for the wheel. "We're never doing that again."



"Liar," Mira said.



He put the truck into gear. "Hold on, baby bunny, let's get you home."



 ——————— 


The drive home took twenty minutes. Every bump in the road shifted him inside her. Juniper came twice, silent shuddering orgasms that only clenched her tighter, which only kept him harder longer.



He pulled over two houses from Juniper's. His knot had finally softened enough. When she lifted her hips, the stretch burned, caught—and he slipped free with a wet sound.



The gush was immediate. Cum flooded from her, soaking his lap, soaking her sundress, running down her thighs.



"I can't go home like this."



"Tissues in the glovebox," Mira said, already reaching. "And your school clothes are in your backpack. Change out of the sundress."



Juniper wiped frantically, but her body was too stretched to hold anything back. She pulled the ruined sundress over her head and wrestled back into her school clothes, the fabric sticking to damp fur. The sundress went into a plastic bag Mira produced from the glovebox, stuffed to the bottom of her backpack.



"Good enough," Dad said, checking her over. "You look like you had a long day. Which is true."



She kissed him, quick and fierce, then kissed Mira. Then climbed out of the truck on shaky legs and walked to her front door, clenching with every step.



"How was the movie?" her mom called from the kitchen.



"Amazing," Juniper said, and meant it in ways her mother would never understand.



She made it to her room before the next gush hit. Locked the door. Collapsed on the bed.



Her phone buzzed.



    Mira: That was the hottest thing we've ever done.

    Juniper: Best sequel ever!! When we traded and I could feel you on him...

    Mira: And getting out, Like a heist. Bank shot at a ghost ball.

    Juniper: ???

    Mira: Pool lesson. I'll explain Saturday. ;3



Juniper grinned at the ceiling, cum pooling beneath her on the sheets.



    Juniper: I love you.

    Mira: Love you too, bun. <3 :3



 ——————— 


Floating

* Chapter 13: Floating *


Week Eleven (continued)


Friday


Friday at school felt like moving through honey.



Juniper floated through her classes in a pleasant haze, still feeling the echo of last night: the stretch, the weight of him, the impossible thrill of being carried through a crowd with Silas locked inside her. Every time she shifted in her seat, her body reminded her of where he'd been.



After third period, Sage cornered her in the hallway.



Not the usual Sage ambush—loud, theatrical, stealing your fry mid-sentence. She appeared at Juniper's elbow between classrooms and matched her pace, which was already slower than it used to be, and said nothing for six steps. Sage saying nothing for six steps was the equivalent of anyone else writing a formal letter.



"You smell different." Quiet. "Both of you. And it's not the scruffing thing—I know about that, I've known, that's fine." Her coyote nose twitched, two quick pulls. "This is something else. Under it. Is it Danny? It doesn't feel like that, or maybe it is a little. It's deeper. You've smelled like this for weeks and it's getting *stronger* and I can't figure out what it is but my nose won't shut up about it."



Juniper's ears pressed back. She didn't want to know what Sage was smelling. *The keeper and what's held inside from last night?* She shivered.



"Are you saying I stink?" Juniper mustered a smile and playfully punched Sage's shoulder.



"Don't take this weird. Okay I mean—well, I'll just say it. I *like* the way you smell but lately it's just a little *different.* What's up? That's all I'm asking. You're also doing this weird thing where you keep touching your tummy."



Juniper looked down. Her paw was, in fact, drifting toward her midsection. She pulled it back.



"I'm not trying to corner you. Okay, I am, but—" Sage's ears softened. The sharp went out of her posture. "I already know you and Mira are together. I kept that. I'll keep this too, whatever it is. But something's *changing* with both of you and I'm watching it happen and I don't know if I should be worried or happy and it's making me crazy."



Juniper's throat tightened. She wanted to give Sage something. An answer, an explanation, a name for the thing her body was doing that she didn't have words for.



But she couldn't give what she didn't have. *I can't tell her about Daddy or Bear.*



"I honestly don't know," she said. Small and bewildered. "Danny and I have been... closer. That's probably part of it. But—I don't know, Sage. I feel different and I don't know why."



Sage studied her for a long moment. Her nose twitched one more time. Whatever she found in Juniper's face must have been what she was looking for, because her ears settled.



"Okay." Not satisfied. But believing. "If you figure it out, I want to be the first call."



"You will be. Promise."



"Obviously." Sage's expression shifted. Something softer moving through the sharp. "And whatever it is—you still smell *good,* Juni. Warm. Whatever's happening, you seem happy."



She turned and disappeared into the hallway crowd before Juniper could respond.



Juniper took a deep breath, and smiled.



 ——————— 


At lunch, Danny noticed her wincing as she sat down.



"You okay? You're moving weird."



"Just sore from gym yesterday." The lie came easy. "Coach Rennick made us do a million lunges."



"That sucks." He squeezed her paw. "Want me to carry your backpack to class?"



"Yeah," she said. "I'd like that."



He beamed like she'd given him a gift. He carried it the rest of the day, tail wagging the whole time.



Walking to sixth period, he was quiet for a while. His paw stayed in hers, warm, steady, but his ears kept doing that small forward-tilt that meant he was working up to something.



"I've been thinking," he said. "About us. About you and Mira. About how it all fits together."



Juniper glanced at him. Not nervous—they'd been past nervous since the merry-go-round. "Yeah?"



"I like what we have. The three of us." His tail swished once, uncertain but committed. "But sometimes I feel like I'm standing in the doorway of a room you two are already in. Like I'm welcome but I haven't actually walked all the way inside yet."



"Danny, you're not in a doorway—"



"I know. I know I'm not. You've both been amazing." He squeezed her paw. "I just mean—I want to be *closer.* Not just knowing about it. Being part of it. Whatever that looks like." His ears went pink. "I want the three of us to feel like the three of us. Not like two plus one."



She stopped walking. Looked at him. His ears pink, his tail doing that hopeful half-wag, his whole body angled toward her like she was the answer to a question he'd been carrying around in his chest.



*He stayed. On the merry-go-round, when it would have been so easy to leave. He stayed.*



"You're already inside, Danny." Her voice went soft. "But maybe we could do something with the three of us together."



His tail lifted. Not the blur—the slow, steady wag of a wolf who'd heard something he needed to hear.



She kissed him in the hallway, right there in front of everyone. When she pulled back, his tail was a blur.



 ——————— 


That night, 11:47 PM.



Juniper was up looking for a snack in her kitchen. She was in her pajamas, the overhead light harsh against her eyes, staring at the spice rack like it had personally offended her.



The curry powder was between the cinnamon and the cumin. That was wrong. Alphabetically, it should be... she pulled it out, slotted it into place. There. Better. But now the cumin looked lonely, and the paprika was all the way on the other end when it should be near the...



"What are you doing?"



Her older sister stood in the doorway, squinting against the light. Fur disheveled, expression somewhere between confused and concerned.



"Organizing." Juniper didn't look up. Her paws kept moving: oregano, paprika, parsley, pepper.



"At midnight?"



"I couldn't sleep. Just getting a snack."



"So you're... doing the spices?"



"They were wrong."



Her sister was quiet for a moment. Then: "You're being really weird lately. You know that, right?"



Juniper's paws stilled. She did know. She just didn't know how to explain it: the itch under her skin, the need to make everything *right.* Her room was already reorganized. Twice. The throw pillows on the couch had been arranged and rearranged until they formed a perfect nest in the corner. She'd pulled every blanket from the hall closet and piled them on her bed, then felt guilty and put half of them back, then retrieved them again when nobody was looking.



"I'm fine," she said. "Just... restless."



"Uh huh." Her sister grabbed a glass of water and headed back toward her room. "Weirdo."



Alone again, Juniper finished the spices and stood back to survey her work. Perfect alphabetical order. Clean lines. Everything exactly where it should be.



It didn't help. The itch was still there.



She pulled out her phone.



    Juniper: Is it normal to want to reorganize literally everything?



Mira's reply came fast, even at this hour.



    Mira: Lol yes. Wait until you start hoarding blankets.

    Juniper: I already started hoarding blankets

    Mira: Oh no.

    Juniper: What do you mean oh no?



A pause. Then:



    Mira: Come over tomorrow. We should talk.



Juniper stared at the message. Her paw drifted to her belly without her permission.



    Juniper: Okay. Tomorrow. My place, though?

    Mira: It's a date. ;3



She went back to bed, but sleep was a long time coming. And when she finally drifted off, she dreamed about building something, walls and floors and soft places to land. A den. A nest.



A home.



 ——————— 


Saturday


Mira came over in the afternoon.



"Your mom let me in," she said, pushing open Juniper's bedroom door. "She said you've been tired lately and—"



She stopped. Stared.



"What?" Juniper looked up from her bed, where she'd been reading. "What's wrong?"



"Juni." Mira's voice was strange. Quiet. "What did you do to your room?"



"What do you mean?" Juniper followed Mira's gaze. "I just made it comfier."



But seeing it through Mira's eyes, she felt something shift.



Her bedroom looked... different. The bed was piled high with blankets, her own plus the old quilt from the hall closet, the one nobody ever used. Her stuffed animals were clustered in the center, arranged in careful circles around Danny's little plush rabbit. The clothes in her closet had been reorganized by color, then by texture. Her desk was immaculate, everything in perfect rows.



She'd done all of this. She remembered doing it. She just hadn't thought about *why.*



Mira stepped closer, tail swishing slowly. She didn't name it. Just waited.



"The pillows at your place last week," Juniper said. Slower. Looking at her own room like it was evidence. "Wednesday at lunch I was lining up my food. And at the theater I kept burrowing into Silas like I was trying to climb inside him. I thought that was just me being weird."



She sat down on the edge of the bed. Her paw found her belly without her deciding, the way it had been finding her belly for weeks, she realized now, the automatic check she'd barely noticed until Mira walked in. *Sage mentioned it...*



Her breasts had been sore. She'd blamed Silas sucking her nipples sometimes during sex.



She'd been tired. She'd blamed school.



She'd been hungry constantly, even by rabbit standards. She'd been crying at cartoons. She'd been standing up slower, one paw unconsciously bracing her lower back like she was carrying something.



*I have been. For weeks.*



Mira sat down beside her, careful not to disturb the arrangement. Their shoulders touched. Neither of them said anything for a long moment.



Juniper's voice came out level, almost clinical. "Bunnies don't cycle like foxes. We don't get the spotting. The obvious signs. But we do this. Nest. Sort things. Make the den ready." She looked at the stuffed animals in their careful rings. "I've been making the den ready, Mira."



"Yeah." Mira's voice was very soft.



"My body knew before I did. It's been telling me for weeks and I've been—" She laughed, short, no real humor in it. "I've been tidying my desk."



She looked at Mira. Green eyes, steady, waiting.



"Four weeks," Juniper said. "Since the first time. He hasn't worn one. Not once. Since the day I pulled it off him."



Mira nodded. Didn't try to lighten it. Her thumb traced slow circles on the back of Juniper's paw.



"I know," Juniper said. "Before you say anything. I know I wanted this."



Mira was quiet.



"I wanted what you had. I've been telling myself I was fine with just the stretching, with being his in the other ways, but every time he pulled out I was counting the days until I could be full like *you* were. I wanted it bare. I wanted him inside me deep. It started with wanting to take Bear... but then I wanted Daddy—" Her voice caught. "I *wanted* him to want me like he wants you."



Her paw was still on her belly. She pressed it flatter, as if she could feel something through the fabric. There was nothing to feel at four weeks. But the knowing was there.



"I did this on purpose," Juniper said. "I knew what I was doing, Mira. I pushed that condom inside me and I *wanted* you to push it deeper, and I've wanted him bare every time since, and now I have what I wanted and I'm ten."



The last word landed weird in her own mouth. She hadn't said it out loud before.



Mira didn't flinch. Her paw didn't move from Juniper's.



"I know," Mira said.



A long moment.



"I'm eleven. We're both too young, really, but we're together. For real, now." Mira smiled. "Our babies will be sisters like we are, but by blood."



"That... that makes me really happy." Juniper's eyes were stinging now. "But I'm scared, Mira, even though I'm happy. It helps knowing you did it first. That you're still you. But it just means we're both..."



She stopped. Couldn't finish.



"I have to tell Danny," she whispered. "Eventually. What do I say?"



"You don't have to decide today."



"He has no idea, Mira." Her voice cracked. "He thinks he was my first. He made me that rabbit. He carries my backpack. He writes me bad poems. His first time with a girl was me pretending I'd never done it before, and the whole time what he gave me didn't even come close to what was already inside me. He used a condom. Every time. And he was so *proud* of himself for that."



"Yeah."



"He's going to know something's different. He smells things."



"Yeah."



"He's going to be there when I start to round. Sitting next to me at lunch. He's going to think..." She couldn't finish.



Mira waited.



"I don't want to break him," Juniper said. "He's *good,* Mira. He's been the single most uncomplicated thing in my life for a month. I don't want to be the thing that ruins him."



"We'll figure it out." Mira's arm slid around her shoulders. Pulled her close. "I promise. Not today. But we will. Together."



Juniper let herself lean. Put her head on Mira's shoulder. For a while they just breathed.



Then Juniper spoke, softer, almost a confession. "I want this, Mira. I'm scared and I know it's impossible and I don't know what my mom is going to do when she figures it out, and I think about Danny and I want to throw up, but I also *want* this. I want our babies growing up together. I want to be the one who feeds yours when you can't. I want to be round next to you. Is that messed up?"



"No." Mira's voice was thick. "No, Juni. That's not messed up. That's the same as me."



"Really?"



"I cried when the test came back positive. And then I wanted to show Daddy. Both, at the same time. Same seconds." Mira tilted her head and rested it against Juniper's. "I should have been scared of being pregnant. Instead I was scared Daddy would be disappointed. I was excited about the baby. I didn't know I was allowed to feel any of it." A pause. "You're allowed... to be scared *and* happy. But you're not alone, and, I'm a little *relieved* that I'm not alone either."



Juniper's eyes spilled. She didn't wipe them.



"I love you," she said.



"I love you too. Sister."



They sat like that for a long time. Afternoon light moved across the carpet. Juniper's paw stayed on her belly. Mira's arm stayed around her shoulders. The nest she'd built without knowing pressed up against them from every side, cotton and quilt and stuffed animals in their careful rings.



"I have to tell Daddy."



"Tomorrow. Come over. I'll be there." Mira squeezed her shoulder. "I think he already has an idea."



Juniper lifted her head. "What?"



"He mentioned your scent a few days ago," Mira said. "Said something had shifted. He didn't say pregnant. But the way his ears went when he said it..." She trailed off. "He's been sitting with it. Waiting for you to feel it too."



"Oh." Juniper let out a breath she didn't know was a breath until it left her. "So he's been..."



"Being Daddy about it. Quietly."



"That's very him."



"Yeah." Mira pressed her forehead against Juniper's. "He's not going to be angry. He's going to be scared for you. Proud. Something like happy. All at once."



"Like your dad."



"Like *our* Daddy."



The word sat. The small private word Juniper had claimed with Silas, and Mira had granted her. It carried different weight now.



Juniper pressed her eyes into Mira's shoulder and shook, quietly, for a minute. Not sobbing. Just shaking.



Mira held her quiet and warm, wrapping her fluffy tail around the two of them.



When Juniper lifted her head, her cheeks were wet but her breathing had steadied.



"Okay," she said. "Tomorrow."



"Tomorrow."



They sat a moment longer. Then Mira stood and looked around at the nest. Her tail swished once, slow.



"Your mom can't see this."



"I know."



Juniper stood too. She looked at her own bedroom. The quilt she'd dragged in from the hall closet. The circle of stuffed animals around Danny's plush rabbit. The fierce, specific order of her closet, her desk, her shelves. Every object in a place she'd chosen without knowing why.



She felt her own resistance. She didn't want to take it apart.



"Some of it can stay," Mira said, reading her. "We just need to make it readable as *tidy,* not as—"



"As nesting."



"Yeah."



They worked together. Juniper made the decisions. She surrendered the hall-closet quilt. That had been greedy, the obvious tell. She broke up the ring of stuffed animals, returned them to their old shelves. Danny's plush rabbit stayed. It had always lived on her pillow; it was allowed.



The blanket mountain came down to two layers. Still warmer than her usual, but not conspicuous. The clothes stayed color-sorted, because her mom would actually be impressed by that. The desk could stay immaculate; Juniper had been organized before.



What remained wasn't a nest. Her mother wouldn't read it as one. But Juniper knew.



"Okay?" Mira asked.



Juniper nodded.



At the door, Mira hugged her tight.



"It's going to be okay," she whispered into Juniper's fur. "Whatever happens. I'm not letting you do any of this alone."



Juniper hugged back just as hard. "Together."



"Together."



After Mira left, Juniper stood in her doorway. She wasn't looking at what they'd rearranged. She was looking at her whole room. The crayon drawings from third grade still pinned to the wall. The stuffed dragon her grandmother gave her when she turned eight. The family tree she'd made in fifth grade, three years ago, still tacked by her desk. Mom, Dad, two sisters, her.



She put her paw on her belly.



She couldn't feel anything different. Not yet. But the knowing was there, quiet and certain, in the same place the nesting came from.



 ——————— 


Sunday


She told Dad in the kitchen.



Not planned. She'd come over Sunday morning the way Mira had asked, overnight bag, nervous stomach, Bear greeting her at the door with his usual full-body lean. Dad was making eggs. Mira was at the table with her coursework, but her pen wasn't moving. Waiting.



Juniper sat down. Opened her mouth. Nothing came out. Her paw found her belly under the table.



Dad set a plate in front of her. Eggs, toast, juice. She stared at her eggs.



He sat down across from them, his coffee untouched. His nostrils flared once, the involuntary fox-read, and his ears went very still. He looked at her. Looked at Mira. Back to Juniper.



He waited.



Mira's paw found Juniper's under the table. Squeezed once.



"I think I'm pregnant," Juniper said.



The words came out smaller than she meant them. She watched Dad's face. The ears didn't move. His nostrils flared again, deeper this time, and something settled behind his eyes. Not surprise. Confirmation.



"I know," he said quietly. "Or, I've suspected. Your scent shifted." He reached across the table and found her other paw. The three of them linked over eggs and toast. "Do you know how long?"



"Four weeks," she whispered. "Maybe. Since the first time."



"We'll get a test. But I trust your body and my nose." His ears eased forward. "We'll figure this out together. I love you, baby bunny, you won't be alone."



Juniper nodded, tears threatening.



Then his ears perked. A different expression crossed his face, something lighter, almost mischievous, and he looked between them, ears pricked, doing math.



"What are you doing today?"



Mira looked up from her untouched coursework. "What?"



"Today. Right now. Either of you have plans?"



"We were going to..." Mira gestured vaguely at the homework binders. "Study?"



Dad was already standing, crossing to the window, checking the sky. "Sunny. Mid-seventies." He turned back. "We're going to Wild Rivers."



"*What?*"



"Mira, stand up." She did, confused. He studied her profile, his eyes lingering on her tummy. Juniper felt self-conscious and looked down at her own. There wasn't anything to see, not yet, but she knew what was growing inside her wouldn't stay secret forever. She looked back at Mira. At eleven weeks, the swell was barely there, a softness below her navel that her plush fox fur disguised almost completely.



"You're fine," he said. "Another month and you won't be, but today you're fine." His eyes moved to Juniper. "And you're four weeks. Nothing to see."



"Daddy, why are we going to a water park?"



"Because in six weeks, you can't. Eight weeks, Mira definitely can't." He picked up his coffee, finally, and took a long sip. "This is the last window."



He set the mug down.



"So we're going to the water park. And we're going to have fun." His tail gave one slow, warm sweep. "Tomorrow we figure out the hard stuff. Today we float."



Mira's ears lifted. Then her whole face changed, the worry cracking open into something bright and disbelieving. "You're serious."



"Dead serious." He grabbed his keys off the hook.



"I didn't bring—"



"I know you didn't bring a swimsuit to a pregnancy confession, baby bunny. That's why we're going shopping." His mouth twitched, tail swished. "My treat."



 ——————— 


The outlet on Third was half-empty on a Sunday morning. Dad steered them past the sportswear and the clearance racks to the swimwear section at the back of the store, tucked behind a wall of shoe racks. The aisle was deserted. A bored employee restocked flip-flops three rows over, headphones in, not looking.



"One-pieces," Dad said, voice low. "Nothing that shows the middle."



Mira walked straight past the one-pieces to the bikini rack. Pulled a red two-piece off the hook without breaking stride.



"Mira."



She checked the aisle. Empty. Leaned in close enough that only he and Juniper could hear. "Daddy, I'm *eleven weeks.* There's nothing to see. Well, except what I want to show *you.*" She held the top against her chest, checking the end-of-aisle mirror. Two small red triangles on string ties, the kind that knotted behind the neck and at the back. On her nearly flat chest the triangles would just cover her nipples and nothing else, the string doing all the work, her ribs and collarbone bare. The bottoms were low-rise, simple red with thin side ties, the kind that sat on the hips and didn't pretend to cover more than they had to. "My fur covers the rest. I want to look cute. Juni's going to look cute. I want to match."



He studied the triangles. His ears went flat.



"You're going to be the death of me, cub. We really should pick something a *little* less revealing."



"Just one day, Daddy." She held the top against her chest again, tilting her head, the look she used when she knew she was winning. "Plus I can wear it at home after."



His ears twitched. Juniper saw it from the one-piece rack, the way the *at home after* landed. The way his ears went from flat objection to something softer, his eyes dropping to the triangles against Mira's chest, and whatever he pictured dissolved his argument. His ears settled. Lost.



"If anyone looks twice—"



"Nobody's going to look twice at a flat-chested eleven-year-old in a bikini, Daddy. Watch... *twice.*" She held the bottoms against her hips with one paw, took a deep breath, hiked up her shirt so the cream fur of her tummy showed and pushed her belly out as far as it would go. Her tummy rounded, just a little, the soft eleven-week curve pressing against her fur. She patted it with her free paw and grinned at him. "See? Practically *huge.* Call the press."



His ears flattened further. Juniper bit her lip to keep from laughing. Mira was teasing him with it. With *his* baby. In the middle of a swimwear aisle.



She let the breath go and her belly settled back. Her fur lay smooth over the softness, the plush fox coat doing what eleven weeks of baggy sweaters had done. Nothing visible. Just a skinny girl with a flat tummy in a red bikini.



"Can't even tell," she said, adjusting her shirt. Quieter now. Proving the actual point.



His ears settled. Not convinced. Overruled. "Fine. But if anything shows—"



"I'll wrap a towel. Scout's honor."



"You were never a Scout."



"I'm honorable anyway."



Mira turned toward the fitting rooms, red bikini draped over her arm, and as she passed Dad her tail lifted and brushed the underside of his muzzle. Light. Deliberate. The fur trailing across his snout, gone before he could react. Juniper watched his nostrils flare, his jaw go tight, his tail give one hard twitch before he locked it down. Three seconds of a grown fox losing himself to his little girl's teasing in the middle of a department store. *Mira can be such a brat. I love her.*



Mira stopped at the end of the rack and leaned over to check Juniper's selection, glancing back over her shoulder, tail still raised. Dad's eyes followed. Juniper could see exactly where they landed.



Juniper was at the one-piece rack, where she'd pulled a pale green suit with small white flowers along the straps. She held it against herself, checked the end-of-aisle mirror. The green looked nice against the little choker at her throat, the thin black cord with the tiny orange carrot pendant her sister had given her last birthday. She wore it on special days. Her paw drifted, the way it sometimes did, to the small familiar weight at the hollow of her neck.



"That's cute," Mira said, circling back. "The flowers and your carrot."



"You think?"



"They're you. But—" Mira tilted her head. Reached past Juniper and pulled a bikini off the adjacent rack. Emerald green with tiny sequins scattered across the fabric, catching the store light in little flashes. A two-piece: a triangle top with string ties and a small bow where the triangles met, and matching low-rise bottoms with thin side ties. Brighter than the one-piece. Bolder. The kind of thing that sparkled when you moved.



"Try this one too."



Juniper's ears went pink. "I've never worn a bikini."



"You're four weeks pregnant and weigh fifty pounds. You have nothing to hide and everything to show off." Mira pressed it into her paws. "Trust me."



 ——————— 


The fitting room had a family changing area at the back, a larger stall with a bench and a full-length mirror and a lock that actually worked. Dad ushered them in and pulled the door closed with a click.



"Arms up, Juni."



Juniper lifted them. He pulled her shirt over her head the way he always did, careful of her ears, thumbs guiding the neckline past the bases. The choker stayed. His fingers brushed the cord as the fabric cleared it, the little carrot pendant warm against her throat.



The green one-piece went on first. Juniper turned in the mirror. Cute. Modest. The flowers sat along her collarbone, framing the collar's ring without covering it. She turned and fluffed her tail through the tasteful tail loop and let her ears flop over her shoulder, striking a pose.



"Now the other one," Mira said.



Juniper peeled the one-piece off and reached for the bikini. The triangle top tied behind her neck and at her back, the sequined fabric just covering her flat chest, the small bow sitting where the triangles met. Sequins caught the fitting room light in tiny emerald flashes across her ribs. The bottoms sat low on her hips, thin side ties, her cotton tail poking through the back.



She looked in the mirror.



*Oh.*



She looked like a girl at a water park. Not a girl hiding something. Not a girl managing a secret. Just a girl in an emerald bikini that sparkled when she breathed, sequined triangles and thin ties at her hips, ten years old, small and compact and allowed to be exactly what she was for one afternoon.



"Juni." Mira's voice was soft. "You look *adorable.*"



Dad was quiet. Juniper watched him in the mirror. His eyes moved over the bikini, checking coverage first, angles, the practical sweep. Then his gaze slowed. His ears pressed forward and his nostrils pulled one long breath, and whatever he was looking at wasn't the swimsuit anymore.



"The bow's cute," he said. Simply.



Juniper's tail twitched. "Yeah?"



"Yeah."



She looked at the one-piece on the bench. Looked at herself in the bikini. The choker at her throat, orange carrot dangling in the hollow of her neck, the bow on her chest, the sequins catching every shift of light. The belly that held nothing visible and everything invisible.



"This one," she said.



Mira was already in the red bikini. She'd changed while they were focused on Juniper, efficient, no ceremony. The triangle top sat on her chest like it was made for her, two small red patches of fabric just wide enough to cover her puffy nipples, the string ties doing the rest, her ribs and sternum bare between them. The low-rise bottoms hugged her hips, the thin side-ties sitting on the bone, the front dipping low enough that the cream fur of her lower belly was bare. Juniper could see where the fabric sat just above her vulva, the soft puffy shape pressing against the red, natural for a fox but impossible not to notice. Her fur hid the bump. The bikini hid nothing else.



She caught Dad watching her in the mirror. Juniper caught him too, the way his eyes tracked the line of the bottoms, lingered where the fabric dipped lowest. His ears pressed forward for one beat before he caught himself. Mira's tail swished once, slow, deliberate. She'd seen him looking. She'd dressed for it.



"Help me adjust the back?" She turned, presenting the string tie at the nape of her neck. Not because it needed adjusting. Because asking was its own language.



His paws found the strings. Pulled them tighter, retied the knot, his thumbs settling on the back of her neck where the tie sat. His claws traced the string down to where it met the triangle, checking the fit, his palms sliding around to her front, smoothing the small patches of fabric across her chest, feeling the edges where her nipples pressed against the thin red cotton.



"Snug enough?" he murmured. Close to her ear.



"Mm-hm." She leaned back into his chest. His paws still on her, warm through the red fabric. "Very thorough."



"I'm checking the fit."



"You're checking *something.*" Mira rolled her hips back against him, once, the smallest motion. Juniper saw his breath catch in the mirror, saw his ears press back and his paws tighten on her waist before he caught himself.



"Mira." The warning voice. But warm underneath.



"What? I'm trying on a swimsuit. In front of my daddy. Who's helping me dress. In a public fitting room." Mira tilted her head back against his shoulder. In the mirror, Juniper watched her eyes find his. Watched her tail lift with her hips, the shape of her pressed against the tight red fabric. "Totally normal."



"You're a brat."



"I'm your brat." Mira stepped forward, breaking the contact, and turned to check every angle. The top held. The bottoms sat low, the side-ties at her hips, the red fabric snug against everything underneath. "This one. Final answer."



Juniper's chin was on her knees, sequins pressing into her thighs, her ears warm. She'd been watching the whole performance from the bench.



"You two are ridiculous," she said.



"You love it."



"I *do.*"



But Mira wasn't done. Juniper saw it in her ears, the way they stayed forward instead of settling, the tail still lifted. She wasn't performing anymore. She was *wanting.*



Mira turned back to Dad. Stepped into him. Her paws found his belt and this time she wasn't playing at adjustment. She had him free in three seconds, the efficiency of a girl who'd done this a thousand times, and Juniper watched his cock emerge into the fitting room air, already hard, already slick at the tip.



"Mira, we're in a—"



"The door's locked, I want to test out the swimsuit proper." She turned to face the mirror. Pressed her palms flat against the glass. Her tail lifted higher, the red side-ties framing everything beneath, and she reached back with one paw and tugged the bikini bottom to the side.



Juniper's breath caught. She could see everything from the bench. Mira's pussy, swollen and flushed, the puffy fox folds parting as the fabric pulled clear. Slick already. Glistening in the overhead fluorescent, the pink visible through cream fur, her body answering what her mouth had been promising for the last five minutes.



Dad's paws found her hips. Juniper watched him line up, the tapered tip finding her folds, pressing, and Mira's palms squeaked against the mirror as he pushed inside.



"*Oh—*" Mira's breath fogged the glass. Her ears pinned flat, her eyes finding Juniper's in the mirror's reflection. Present. *Watch me.*



"Quiet, cubs." Low, barely voiced. "We're not at home."



He thrust. Slow, deep, pulling each stroke without his usual follow-through so Mira didn't clash against and rattle the glass. Even still, Mira's whole body rolled against him, her small breasts pressing against the glass through the thin red triangles, her belly, their baby, Luna between them and the cold surface.



Juniper slid off the bench.



She didn't decide to. Her body moved the way it moved when Mira's scent changed like this, when the air went thick with fox musk and slick, both of them at once. She was on her knees on the fitting room floor, sequined bikini catching the light in little emerald flashes, crawling toward the space between Mira's spread legs.



She settled facing outward, her back toward the mirror, sitting in the gap beneath where Mira leaned. From here she could tilt her head back and see Mira's face above her, flushed and panting, or lean forward and find what she was looking for. The scent was overwhelming this close, fox arousal and Dad's musk, warm threads dripping down Mira's inner thighs.



She leaned forward. Her tongue found the base of his shaft where it disappeared into Mira, tasting both of them at once, the salt of him and the sharp sweetness of fox, mixed, dripping onto her tongue. His balls swung against her chin with each thrust, heavy and hot, and she cupped them from below with one paw, feeling the weight, the pulse through the furred sac. He groaned above her, rhythm stuttering, and Mira made a sound against the glass that fogged a wider patch.



She tilted her head back. Mira was looking down between her own legs, past her belly, and their eyes met. Blue looking up, green looking down, Juniper's muzzle glistening with both of them.



"*Juni—*" Mira's voice was a low gasp.



Mira's paw left the mirror. Reached down and found the back of Juniper's neck, fingers hooking under the choker first, the thin black cord going taut against Juniper's throat. The carrot pendant pressed into her fur and Juniper gasped at the pressure, the sudden snugness, the feeling of being *held* by something at her neck.



Then Mira's grip shifted deeper. Her fingers gathered the scruff beneath the cord, bunching fur and cord together, and *pulled.*



Both at once. The choker taut against her throat, Mira's paw fisted in her scruff tugging everything. Juniper's whole body went liquid, the choker making her breath shallow even as she moaned, ears dropping, muscles surrendering. The grip pulled her head back further, tilting her muzzle *up* between Mira's thighs, toward the place where his cock was still moving inside her.



Her nose brushed the stretched rim where cock met pussy. She could feel the heat of both of them on her face. Could smell everything, so close it was taste.



"*Lick,*" Mira breathed. Choker and scruff held firm. "*Right there.*"



Juniper's tongue found Mira's clit. Swollen, slick, peeking from its hood. She lapped at it while Dad thrust above her, each stroke rocking Mira's body against her tongue, the rhythm traveling through all three of them. Her paw stayed cupped under his balls, feeling them tighten, the heavy sac drawing up against her palm, the skin hot.



"*Fuck—*" Dad's hips snapped forward, one paw leaving Mira's hip to brace against the glass above her head. Mira gasped. Juniper's tongue was right at the junction, tasting the pulse of his shaft through Mira's stretched folds, feeling him swell. He was close. She could feel it in her paw, the balls drawn tight, and his thrusts had gone short and urgent, each one grinding Mira's clit harder against her tongue.



A knock on the fitting room door.



"Excuse me? Is someone using the family room?"



Everyone froze.



Dad buried to the hilt, one paw braced against the glass above Mira's head, the other locked on her hip. Mira's cheek pressed to the fogged glass, her free paw between her own legs holding the bunny against them both. Juniper on the tile looking up, tongue on Mira's clit, his balls in her paw, their slick dripping down her chin onto sequins. Three heartbeats of silence.



"Just a minute!" Mira called out. Her voice cracked and she tried to muffle it with a cough as she felt Daddy's cock swell within her. A girl trying on clothes, nothing more. "Almost done!"



"Oh, take your time, sweetie!"



Footsteps retreating.



Nobody moved for five seconds. Then Mira exhaled, half laugh, half gasp, and Dad pulled out of her in one slow stroke, his cock trailing a strand of slick that broke and landed warm across Juniper's upturned snout.



"We should save it for later anyway," Mira murmured, tugging her bikini bottom back into place. Flushed. Eyes bright. Ears still pinned with what she hadn't finished. She looked down at Juniper, still on the floor, sequins glinting, muzzle wet with both of them. "You have my fox all over your face, baby bunny."



Juniper wiped her chin with the back of her paw, smiling. "So?" Licked it clean. "You taste delicious."



Dad was already tucked away. Belt done, ears level, fur smoothed flat. He'd been inside Mira ten seconds ago and now he looked like he was ready to ask a sales associate about return policies. His tail gave one betraying twitch.



"Later," he said. A promise.



They dressed quickly. Bikinis off, street clothes on, Juniper wiping her muzzle one more time with the back of her paw. She checked the mirror. Presentable. Barely.



Dad paid at the register. The green bikini for Juniper, the red for Mira, a pair of flip-flops Juniper grabbed because she'd come in canvas shoes. The cashier, a bored cat filing her claws, didn't look twice at the man buying swimsuits for two girls who called him Daddy.



They piled into the truck. Bear watched from the front window as they pulled out, ears pricked, he pawed at the window. He'd survive a few hours without them.



 ——————— 


Wild Rivers. She'd seen the sign from the highway a hundred times but never been inside. It was smaller than she'd imagined, wedged between a strip mall and an overpass, the paint peeling on the ticket booth, concrete stained with years of chlorine. But the slides were *enormous,* towers and tubes and spirals she couldn't count from the ground, and the smell hit her before they even reached the gate: chlorine and sunscreen and funnel cake and *summer.*



Her ears went tall. Her cotton tail twitched.



Dad paid for three. The teenager at the window barely looked up from her phone. They passed through the turnstile into chlorine air and the distant shriek of kids on slides.



Changing rooms first. Juniper ducked into a stall and shimmied into the emerald bikini, sequins catching the fluorescent light. The triangles felt like nothing against her chest. The side ties sat on her hips, low, the bottoms barely there. She checked herself in the scratched metal mirror and her ears went pink, but she was grinning.



She came out to find Mira already in the red bikini, leaning against the wall, tail swishing. Waiting. The triangles covered her nipples and nothing else. Her belly, Luna, eleven weeks of her, hidden just barely by fox fur and framed by thin red string.



"Cute," Juniper said.



"We match." Mira bumped her hip, grinning, and linked their arms. "Come on."



Dad met them outside the changing rooms in swim trunks and sunglasses. He had the cooler bag over one shoulder and a can of fur-safe sunspray in his free paw.



"Let's grab a spot before it fills up." He led them to a stretch of lawn along the back fence, away from the main crowd. Three beach towels in a row, anchored with flip-flops.



He misted Mira, the can hissing along her shoulders, her sides. His free paw followed the spray, smoothing it into her fur where the bikini left skin exposed. His paw slowed at her waist. Lingered on her hips. Juniper watched his palm settle on the subtle curve of her belly, holding there a beat too long. Mira's ears went soft.



"Turn."



Juniper was next. The spray was cold and she flinched, then laughed, and his paw followed it down her back the way it had followed Mira's. His thumbs finding the knots between her shoulder blades, working them loose while the mist settled into her fur. She closed her eyes. The sun was hot on her ears. His fingers traced down her spine to the small of her back, over her hips, and every touch felt like more than sunscreen.



"You're good." He patted her shoulder. "Extra on the ears. Rabbits burn."



She sprayed her own ears while Mira did Dad's back, her small paws smoothing the mist into his rust-red fur. Juniper watched them. Father and daughter in the sunshine, looking like any father and daughter at a water park. Nothing to see.



Except Mira's paw lingered at his waistband a half-second longer than necessary. And his tail twitched once when she did. She leaned back, grabbing both Daddy's and Juni's paws.



"Hey, let's hit the slides," Mira declared, pointing at a massive twisting structure. Six stories of blue fiberglass against the sky, the Twistyfall, its double helix visible from the parking lot. "That one."



Dad followed her gaze. Then his eyes drifted to the tower beside it: the Falcon Dive. Taller. Eighty feet of open chute, a glass capsule at the top, a trapdoor floor, and walls that looked way too short for the drop.



"You don't want to try that one?" His voice mild. Helpful. "Eighty feet. Straight down."



As they watched, the floor dropped and a teenager just *fell.* Barely touching the slide, screaming the whole way down. He hit the flat section at the bottom and skipped across the pool like a stone. Once. Twice. Three times.



Both girls squealed and grabbed each other.



"*No!*" Juniper's ears were flat against her skull.



"It's about the *journey,* Daddy." Mira tugged him toward the Twistyfall. "I want twists and turns, not holding my tail hoping it doesn't catch the wind and blow me off like a kite."



"Mira's right, the twisty one looks *fun!*" Juniper grabbed his other arm. "The straight one is just a literal trapdoor of death. Come on, Daddy!"



Dad shrugged. His tail swished once. "Twistyfall it is."



He detoured to their towel spot and grabbed the extra one. "Here, Juni, since you can't shake." He tucked it by the Twistyfall's splash pool before they climbed.



 ——————— 


The Twistyfall was six stories of blue fiberglass and screaming.



They climbed the stairs single file, wet steps, metal railing, the structure swaying slightly in the wind. Juniper counted the flights. Four. Five. Six. At the top, the platform was small, barely room for three, with a low wall and a view that made her stomach flip. The slide's mouth opened at their feet, blue and wet and steep, twisting twice before emptying into a splash pool that looked very far away and very shallow.



"I'm going to die."



Mira was already at the edge, sitting down, legs dangling into the chute, tail tucked behind her. "You're not going to die. It's just gravity. Gravity is natural."



"Fire is natural too... and gravity is *terrifying.* And if you don't remember, *I can't even swim!*"



"Fire is warm and gravity's also the thing keeping you from floating into space, gotta respect it. I'll check the depth when I get down there."



Dad stood behind them at the back of the platform, arms crossed, the picture of patient fatherhood.



"On three," Mira said, and pushed off before she hit two.



Her shriek echoed off the fiberglass all the way down. Juniper gripped the railing and watched her disappear around the first curve, heard the splash, and then silence.



"She's alive," Dad confirmed, peering over the edge. "Your turn."



"Daddy, I'm serious." It came out smaller than she meant. The height was bad enough. But the water at the bottom, the deep-end blue of it, the *amount* of it. "I really can't swim."



"The splash pool's shallow enough to stand!" Mira called up from the pool's edge, ears dripping. "I'll pull you up by the ears if you need me."



"That's not reassuring!" She shouted over the railing.



"It's *motivating!*" Mira grinned up at her. "Go!"



Dad's paw found her shoulder. "She's got you. I'm right behind."



Juniper sat down. The water was cold against her tail, against the backs of her thighs. Below her, the drop waited, a smooth blue throat that wanted to swallow her.



She pushed.



The scream that came out of her was not dignified. It was not brave. It was the sound of a rabbit discovering that water slides were basically just falling and clanking around in a tube, and every bump was *wet* and *fast* and her ears streamed behind her and the world was a blur of blue and white and then the splash hit her like a warm wall and she was under.



Tumbling. Water everywhere, up her nose, in her ears, chlorine burning. Her feet kicked for the bottom and found nothing and her arms windmilled and she couldn't tell which way was *up*—



Her foot hit tile. She shoved off, broke the surface gasping, ears plastered to her skull, coughing pool water. Stood there chest-deep, swaying, blinking chlorine out of her eyes.



Mira was at the pool's edge, doubled over laughing.



"Your *face*—"



"*Shut up.*" She wiped her nose. Her legs were shaking. She was grinning.



Juniper pressed a finger over one nostril and blew. Poolwater and snot hit the surface. Mira shrieked and splashed it away. "*Gross!*"



Dad came down after them, calm, controlled, the single greatest anticlimax on the slide. He hit the splash pool without a sound, surfaced, and shook his head once the way he shook off after a shower. Precise. Efficient.



"Again?" he asked.



They went again. Three more times. By the fourth run Juniper had stopped screaming and started laughing, her ears pinned flat by the wind, her cotton tail a sodden puff that waggled behind her on every curve. Mira tried going down backwards and regretted it immediately. Dad went down with his eyes closed and his tail straight and still somehow looked cool, arms folded lazily behind his head like he was lounging.



"You didn't even *splash,*" Juniper said, dripping, ears plastered flat. "How."



"Fox things, we're aerodynamic... hydrodynamic? Sleek."



He climbed out of the splash pool and did that full-body fox shake, the one that started at the nose and rippled all the way to the tail tip, water arcing off him in a spray that caught the light. By the time it settled he was standing on the concrete nearly dry, fur puffed, like he'd just stepped out of the house.



"That's so unfair," Juniper muttered, wringing out one ear.



Dad laughed. "More fox things." He grabbed Juniper's extra towel from the poolside and Mira took the other end. They rubbed her down from both sides until she was damp instead of dripping. "Wish we had a blowdryer."



Juniper wrapped the towel around her shoulders, ears poking out the top, and leaned into Mira. Warm again. Her cotton tail gave a happy little bounce against the fabric.



"So." Dad stretched his arms overhead. "The journey's been fun. But girls, it's time." He grinned. "Falcon Dive."



Both girls stared at him.



"You two don't *have* to come. Probably too short for the height requirement anyway."



Mira stuck her tongue out and pulled her lower eyelid down with one claw. "I'll get taller *eventually!*"



He was already heading for the tower. "Watch from the wave pool."



Mira grabbed Juniper's paw and pulled her toward the wave pool's shallow end. From here she could see the whole tower, the staircase spiraling up, the capsule glinting at the top. Dad's rust-red fur getting smaller with every flight.



"He's actually going to—"



"Of course he is." Mira shielded her eyes against the glare.



The tiny silhouette stepped into the capsule. Arms crossed over his chest. Feet together. Tail flat. Perfectly still against the sky.



The floor dropped.



He fell. Straight down, barely touching the slide, water sheeting beside him at the same speed. Arms crossed, body rigid, a pharaoh in a sarcophagus. Silent and focused. The pose held through the entire drop, through the curve where the chute leveled out, through the runout. He hit the pool without a skip and without a sound, vanished under the surface, and for two seconds there was just churning water.



Juni's claws were in her arm.



Then he surfaced. Three meters from entry, the water barely settling around him. He shook his head once, flicked the wet from his ears, and the light caught his fur in a way that made her chest tight. Rust-red and silver, water beading on his shoulders, his muzzle sharp and calm. He looked like something out of a painting. *That's my Daddy,* she thought, and her tail swished slow from the resistance underwater before she could stop it.



He waded toward them like he'd just stepped off a curb.



"Fun," he said.



"You're *insane.*"



"You hardly even splashed, and didn't even *scream*—"



"Hydrodynamic, told you." His tail gave one satisfied sweep.



He climbed out and shook, that nose-to-tail ripple, and Mira watched the water arc off his shoulders and thought he looked like a painting again. Dry before either of them had finished wringing out their ears.



 ——————— 


They drifted to the kiddie pool after, the shallow end where the water was warm and calm.



Three and a half feet. Little kids splashing nearby, a toddler in water wings shrieking at nothing.



"Okay." Mira stood beside her, water at her waist. "Lean back."



"Into the *water.*"



"Into my arms. I promised I'd hold you up, remember?"



Juniper remembered. Art class. *I'll take you to the pool. I'll teach you.* She hadn't thought Mira meant it. Mira always meant it.



She leaned back. The water rose against her ears and she flinched, every rabbit instinct screaming *wrong direction,* but Mira's paws were under her shoulders, steady.



"Spread your arms. Legs out. Stop kicking, Juni, you're not going anywhere."



"I'm *sinking.*"



"You're not sinking. You weigh fifty pounds, you're basically a pool noodle with ears."



Dad waded over, the water just up to his knees, he sank down to meet them. His paw found the small of her back, warm, broad, the same hand that steadied her through everything. Between the two of them she was held from both sides, the water lapping at her fur, her belly just above the surface.



"Breathe," Dad said. "The air in your lungs is what keeps you up."



She breathed. Deep. Felt her chest rise and her body lift, just barely, the water taking her weight instead of her legs.



Mira's paws eased away. One finger. Two. Then just the tips of her claws under Juniper's shoulder blades, barely there.



"You're floating," Mira whispered. "Juni. Look."



Dad's paw lifted. The last point of contact, gone. Just water.



She didn't sink. The sky held her up, or the air in her lungs did, or maybe the water had just decided she belonged here. Her ears trailed beneath the surface, the sound going muffled and warm, the world reduced to her own heartbeat and the soft lapping against her fur. Her cotton tail bobbed. Her paws drifted at her sides, fingers spread, the water threading between them.



A cloud moved overhead. Slow, white, shaped like nothing, and she watched it cross the blue the way she watched clouds from her maple tree, except the tree required holding on and this required letting go. Her body rose and fell with each breath. Rise. Fall. Rise. The water warm against the backs of her ears. Her eyelids fluttered and relaxed, closed. The sun turned the blackness into orange and gold.



She forgot the water park. Forgot the slides and the chlorine and the kids screaming. Forgot her belly and her secrets and everything that was complicated. Just floated, weightless, her whole body a warm hum of *here,* and the cloud kept drifting and she kept breathing and nothing needed to happen next.



When she finally tilted her head up, Mira and Dad were standing a few feet away, watching her. Soft faces, lazy ears, matching smiles.



"How long was I—"



"A few minutes." Mira's voice was soft. "You looked so happy we didn't want to interrupt."



Juniper stood. Water streamed off her ears. She was grinning and didn't know when she'd started.



"I floated."



"You *really* floated."



 ——————— 


The wave pool was chaos and they loved it.



Mira and Juniper floated side by side on rented boogie boards while the artificial waves rolled through. Each swell lifted them and dropped them, and between the peaks, when the water went flat, Mira's foot found Juniper's under the surface.



"Hi," Mira said.



"Hi."



A wave crested. They rose together, separated at the top, slid down opposite sides. Juniper kicked toward Mira through the trough.



"Kiss me," Juniper said.



"There's a lifeguard right there."



"He's watching the deep end."



Mira glanced. The lifeguard was indeed watching the deep end, where a group of teenagers were doing something inadvisable with a pool noodle.



She leaned across her board. Juniper leaned in from hers. Their muzzles met, quick, the mismatched angle they'd learned to navigate, Mira tilting her fox snout to the right while Juniper's blunt rabbit muzzle came in from the left. One second. Chlorine and sunscreen and underneath it, each other.



A wave hit them mid-kiss and they came apart sputtering.



"*Romantic,*" Juniper coughed.



"*Iconic,*" Mira added, water streaming from her ears.



Dad was treading water nearby, pretending not to have seen anything, his ears trained carefully forward as if the pool's filtration system was the most fascinating thing he'd encountered all day.



 ——————— 


The lazy river was where the afternoon peacefully flowed on.



The rental counter had big yellow party tubes, round and wide, with mesh bottoms that sat at the waterline and sagged into the water wherever your weight settled. Dad rented one and wrestled it into the current, holding it steady while the girls climbed in.



Juniper claimed one end, sprawling out with her legs dangling over the edge, feet trailing in the water. Mira and Dad took the other end together, Mira leaning into his side, his arm around her, the two foxes fitting together the way they always did. The current caught them and they drifted.



It was slow. The whole point was slow. The river wound through a channel lined with fake tropical plants and concrete painted to look like rocks, under bridges made of wooden slats and through concrete tunnels where the light went blue and cool. A tube drifted far ahead of them, barely visible around the bend. Another one trailed behind, distant enough that the voices were just murmur. Their stretch of river was theirs.



Mira let her head fall back against Dad's shoulder. The sky was perfect blue through her half-closed eyes. His arm was around her, sunglasses on, the picture of a father with his daughter in his lap. The water rocked them in gentle rhythm, splashing gently on their fur through the mesh.



Her hips shifted against him where they sat. Not accidental.



He didn't react. But his arm tightened.



At the other end of the tube, Juniper's foot found Mira's calf, both of them wet from the water lapping at the mesh. A slow drag of the pad against fur that was already slicked by the current. Mira's toe traced up to Juniper's knee, tickled the back of it, and Juniper kicked water at her.



"*Hey*—"



"What? I didn't do anything."



Juniper splashed her properly. Mira splashed back. A wall of water arced over the tube and caught Dad full in the face.



"Girls."



"She started it."



"*She* started it."



"I don't care who started it. My sunglasses are wet."



 ——————— 


They rounded a bend. A tunnel ahead, thirty feet of covered channel where the light dimmed to blue. Mira had been mapping the tunnels since they started. Counting seconds of darkness the way she counted everything that mattered.



Her paw found Dad's thigh where the water lapped at them. Not her foot this time. Her hand, sliding along the wet fabric of his swim trunks, fingers hooking under the elastic waistband.



His ears twitched. That was all.



She tugged it down just enough to free him. Already half-hard from the proximity and the warmth and two bodies pressed against his.



Juniper's ears swiveled. Mira watched them track the shift in posture, the rabbit reading what she couldn't see.



"Are you—" Juniper's ears flushed. "Right now? *Here?*"



"We're floating." Mira's voice was dreamy. "Just... floating."



"You're scheming."



"I'm *floating.*"



The tunnel swallowed them. Blue light. Cool air, the kind carried through a narrow space. A directional breeze.



Mira shifted in the tube until she was curled sideways across Dad's lap, her legs draped over one side, her head nestled against his chest. The position a child takes when she's tired and wants to be held. She tugged the fabric of her swimsuit to the side where it was hidden between their bodies and settled her hips, and his tip found her from below, the angle natural in this cradle.



"*Mm.*" Two inches. Three. His heat sharper than the river's, her body gripping him with every surge of the current. From the outside: a girl curled in her father's lap, dozing. From the inside: his cock buried in her, the water lapping at the edges of what they were doing.



Across the tube, Juniper's ears had gone pink to the tips, her thighs pressed together, her breathing gone shallow and rabbit-fast.



They emerged into sunlight. Mira curled against Dad, small and sleepy-looking. Nothing visible. A family floating.



But the current was doing the work. Each gentle surge rocking the tube, pressing him deeper, easing back, pressing again. Her paw found her belly. Luna, eleven weeks inside her, and Daddy inside her too. Both of them there.



She clenched. The deliberate squeeze. Felt him jump in response, felt the blood surge, felt the base begin to thicken.



"*Don't,*" he breathed.



She clenched again.



His knot was swelling. She could feel it growing against her entrance, that familiar pressure, and she rolled her hips once to grind against it. His nostrils flared.



A tube drifted past. A mother with toddlers. The mother smiled. Dad smiled back. Mira felt him throb inside her and kept her face perfectly still.



"It's happening," Mira murmured. "I can feel you getting bigger."



"*Mira, if I knot you out here—*"



"Then we float." She reached over the side of the tube and grabbed a foam pool noodle drifting past, one of the dozens abandoned along the river's edge. Neon green. She draped it across her lap, across the front of the tube where it covered the join of their bodies from any angle. Just a girl holding a pool noodle in her lap. "See? Camouflage."



"That's not—"



She bore down. His knot stretched her entrance wide and sank inside.



The lock took. Her body clamped around the narrow shaft behind it and the first pulse hit her deep, hot, real, warmth flooding into her that had nothing to do with the river. His cock throbbed, sealed, and the lazy river carried them into the sunlight with his knot buried inside his pregnant daughter and a foam noodle hiding it from the world.



"*Oh god,*" she breathed. Her paws gripped the noodle, white-knuckled, the foam compressing in her fists. "*Oh god, Daddy.*"



"We're committed." His voice was strained against her ear. "Fifteen minutes. Maybe twenty."



"I know." She was grinning. His knot pulsing inside her, cum pooling where the water couldn't reach, her walls milking him in lazy contractions. The current carried them past a lifeguard tower, past a couple sunbathing on the bank. "*I know.*"



On the poolside path, a rabbit dad was crouching in front of a small bunny girl, towel open, trying to catch her. She wasn't cooperating. Arms spread wide, bare as the day she was born, white fur soaking wet, a black star-shaped marking visible over the right side of her flat chest. Black headfur with a braid hanging over the right side of her face, dripping into her eyes. She looked deeply unbothered by her own nakedness.



"Aria, arms *down,*" her dad said, warm, exasperated. "You're wet and naked, let me wrap you up."



"It's not *my* fault!" She kept her arms spread, ears flat with indignation, making herself as hard to towel as possible. "Hymn splashed me with orange juice and I took my suit off to rinse it and the lazy river took it!"



"It's fine, we'll get you a new one. Arms down. *Please.*" She finally let him wrap the towel around her, and he scooped her up and headed for the changing rooms. A second kit trailed behind them, smaller, looking guilty but not sorry.



But as her dad turned, Aria peeked over his shoulder. Her eyes found Mira in the tube, the white-knuckle grip on the noodle, the flushed ears, the particular stillness of a girl who was definitely not just floating. Their eyes met for one second.



Aria laughed. Bright, delighted, the laugh of a kid who'd caught someone doing something they shouldn't. Then she pressed one small finger to her lips. *Shh.*



Her dad carried her around the corner. Gone.



Mira's ears burned. Dad's knot throbbed inside her. *She knew. That little rabbit knew.*



The minutes stretched. His knot throbbed in a rhythm she could count, each pulse delivering another trickle of warmth against her cervix. She could feel his cum settling inside her, held in by the seal, nowhere to go. The tube's mesh floor sagged under their combined weight, warm water lapping at Dad's hips, her tail trailing wet against his thigh, but her own body stayed above the waterline in his lap. The fullness was sharper up here in the open air, every nerve ending more present than it would have been submerged.



They passed under a bridge. Three seconds of shadow, and Mira's whole body shuddered, a silent orgasm rolling through her, her walls clenching hard around his knot. Cum squeezed around the seal, thin trails dispersing into the current. She pressed her face deeper into Dad's chest and rode it out, her small frame curling tighter in his lap.



Another open stretch. A lifeguard on the bank, young buck, scanning the river. His eyes swept across their tube, registered the noodle, the girl curled sleepily in her father's lap. Moved on.



*If you only knew what's under this noodle.*



An elderly couple drifted close in the next tube. Close enough that the woman's paw trailed in the water inches from where the noodle hid Mira's lap.



"Lovely afternoon," the woman said.



"Isn't it?" Dad's voice. Perfectly steady. His knot pulsing inside her.



The elderly couple lingered. The man was telling a story about the last time they'd been to a water park, some grandchild's birthday, and his wife was nodding along, and their tube was *right there,* drifting in parallel, and Mira could feel her father's heartbeat through his knot and the woman was three feet away.



"Your daughter's tired," the woman observed, smiling at the small fox curled in her father's lap.



"Long day of sun and slides. River put her to sleep." Dad's paw found Mira's hip, hidden by the tube wall. Squeezed. *Hold still.*



"Our granddaughter's the same way."



They were drifting in parallel now, the current holding both tubes at the same lazy speed, and the woman showed no signs of wrapping up. Her husband had moved on to a second grandchild story. Mira could feel Dad's knot pulse twice during the anecdote about someone named Phillip and a birthday cake. The older couple were leaning close, conversational, Mira squirmed a little wanting them to float away.



*If they get any closer...*



"Oh, Daddy, look!" Juniper leaned over the tube's edge, pointing toward a massive water slide where riders were launching off the top. "Can we watch for a second?"



Dad caught the channel wall with one paw, dragging them to a stop. Their tube bumped gently against the concrete edge and held, the current splitting around them. The elderly couple's tube kept drifting, pulling ahead, the woman still talking as the gap widened.



"—and Phillip got frosting in his *ears,* can you imagine—"



Five feet. Ten. The older couple smiled and waved as the current carried them around the next bend, and the grandchild stories faded with them.



Dad let go of the wall. Their tube caught the current again and resumed its drift, a comfortable gap now between them and anyone else on the river.



"Good girl, Juni, quick thinking," he murmured.



Juniper settled back in the tube, ears smug. "You looked like you needed rescuing."



Mira waited until they rounded the bend. His thumb traced her hip. She exhaled against his chest, shaky, grinning.



"What, you didn't want to hear more about their grandchildren while tied?"



"Maybe if I push off we can still catch up and hear the rest of the story." He laughed and nuzzled between her ears. "Good work with the noodle, cub."



They completed the full circuit. Past the wave pool entrance, past the slide exits churning with white water, past the tube rental, past the tunnel where it had started. Fifteen minutes of floating knotted through a public water park while his cum settled deeper inside her with every lazy pulse.



She felt the knot begin to shrink. The seal loosening, the pressure easing. She shifted her hips in his lap, felt the stretch, the catch, and then the give as the knot slipped free. The gush was immediate. Fifteen minutes of cum spilling out of her onto his lap, thick milky white spattering across his swim trunks and pooling in the shallow water that sat in the mesh beneath him. She splashed quickly, scooping water over the mess, the milky streaks thinning and clouding before sinking through the mesh into the current.



His trunks were still spotted. She tugged her swimsuit back into place and splashed his lap once more, casual, the way a kid might flick water at her dad. Close enough.



She uncurled from his lap, stretched, yawned. Set the pool noodle aside like she was done playing with it.



"Your turn," she told Juniper.



"Hey, can't a Dad get a few minutes to recover? You're relentless."



She grinned and splashed him playfully and snuck a kiss as they went under another overpass. His amber eyes warm and surprised.



*I love him so much.*



Dad smiled, then swung his legs over the side and slipped into the river. "Fox overboard!" The water came to his chest, warm, the current gentle enough to stand in. He stretched his arms out along the tube's rim, floating alongside, letting the lazy river carry his weight.



"So, baby bunny." He held out a paw. "Ready to float with extra steps?"



"Float... with extra steps?"



"Swim, bunny."



"*Oh!*" Her ears flushed. She peered over the tube wall at the water, then back at him. "Maybe. You'll hold me?"



"The whole time." He pointed at Mira. "Mira, you're in command of the ship."



She offered a salute. "Aye aye, cap'n." Mira stretched out across the tube like she owned it, arms behind her head. "I'll supervise. I love supervising." Then rolled onto her belly, her wet tail thwacking against the mesh as she spun over, and propped her chin on the rim to watch Juniper prepare to join Daddy in the river.



Juniper took a breath. Gripped the tube wall. Swung one leg over, then the other, and dropped.



The water swallowed her to the shoulders and she grabbed Dad's arm with both paws, claws pricking through his fur. Her legs churned beneath her, frantic, finding nothing solid.



"I've got you." His paw found her waist, steady, holding her up without effort. "Stop kicking so hard. You're not falling, you're floating. The water wants to hold you."



"The water wants to *eat* me."



"Rabbits can swim, Juni. You're just scared of it." His voice was patient. The same voice he used teaching Mira pool angles. "Lean back. Let your body go flat just like before."



"But it's *deep* and *moving* and I can't stand up. I'll float away or drown!"



"It's okay, I've got you. Eyes on me baby bunny." Mira watched from her vantage point, twirling a claw in the lazy river as she watched their eyes meet.



Juniper's breathing remained tight and sharp, but eye contact helped and her kicks slowed. Daddy pulled her close and cradled her against him, guiding her wet ears over his shoulder. Folded her to his chest, breathing deep and slow while her own breaths stayed rapid, her legs kicking less and less beneath her until she settled.



She sighed. "I'm okay."



"Better than okay, breathe with me."



She clung to his chest and stared at the sky and breathed. Still sharp and shallow, Mira could see her trying to relax. Her legs stilled and she let herself slow.



"Juni." His paw moved to the small of her back, supporting her. "I'm right here. Lean back into my paw. I won't let you go under."



She leaned away from his chest and into his arm. An inch. Two. Felt the water rise along her spine, her shoulders, the backs of her ears. Her body went rigid.



"*Relax.* Your fur is trapping air. You're more buoyant than you think." His paw stayed flat against her back. "Feel that? You're barely sinking. The water's doing most of the work."



She forced herself to breathe. One long exhale, and her body settled lower into the water, and then something shifted. She wasn't sinking. She was *floating.* Her ears fanned out on the surface, her cotton tail bobbed below her, and the current carried her weight the same way it carried the tube.



"Oh." Her eyes went wide. Mira could see Dad's paw under her, but just the claw tips now, resting light against her back. More presence than support. "I'm doing it."



"You're doing it. Now kick. Gentle, not panicked. Like a frog. Spread your legs apart and push out, then bring them back together."



She tried. The first kick was more spasm than stroke, water churning, but the second was better. Her legs found a rhythm, that frog-kick that was practically in her DNA, wide and powerful, her hind paws pushing water in a way that her body seemed to remember from somewhere deeper than practice.



"There." Dad was walking alongside her in the shallows, one paw still under her back, but barely touching now. "You're swimming, baby bunny."



"I'm swimming!" Her ears perked straight up, water streaming off them. "Mira, I'm *swimming!*"



"You're doing great!" Mira called from the tube, genuinely delighted, her tail wagging behind her.



She watched them drift ahead, Dad walking alongside Juniper in the shallows, both of them focused on the lesson. Nobody looking back at the tube.



Her claw found the mesh beneath her belly. She'd been thinking about this since her own turn ended. The synthetic webbing was thin where it stitched into the inflatable ring, designed to flex under weight, and her nails were sharp when she wanted them to be. She scooted to the near edge of the tube, where the mesh met the fat yellow rubber, and hooked one claw into the seam. A quiet snap, lost under the sound of splashing. Another strand. Another. She worked steadily along the seam where mesh joined tube, picking at the stitching the way you'd unravel a loose thread from a sweater, opening a gap along the edge while the swimming lesson played out in front of her.



By the time Juniper was kicking on her own, Mira had opened a twelve-inch gap where the mesh met the tube wall. She pressed the loose flap flat, the opening invisible unless you leaned on it. From the edge, a girl could sink her hips through and hang in the water while her upper body stayed propped against the inflatable rim. Wide enough for a small rabbit.



*For later.*



Juniper kicked harder, gaining confidence, and Dad's paw pulled down away from her back. She didn't notice it leave. Her small body cut through the warm water with surprising efficiency, the frog-kick coming naturally now, her powerful rabbit legs doing what they were designed for, even if rabbits pretended otherwise.



Then she tried to sit up.



It happened fast. She tucked her chin to look at her feet, her center of gravity shifted, and the water closed over her face. She inhaled a mouthful of river, gagged, thrashed, and went under with a sputtering choke.



Dad had her in a heartbeat. One arm scooped under her chest, lifting her clear of the surface, and she coughed water down his shoulder, clinging to him, ears plastered flat.



"You're okay." He held her against his chest, rubbing her back. "You're okay, Juni. Just swallowed a little. Breathe."



She coughed twice more, spat river water, and pressed her face into his neck. Her whole body was shaking, more from surprise than cold.



"The trick," he said gently, still rubbing her back, "is never sit up while you're on your back. You tuck and roll forward to your belly first, then put your feet down. Sitting up just folds you under."



"Could've mentioned that *before.*" Her voice was muffled against his fur.



"Didn't think you'd try to sit up at full speed." He kissed the top of her head between her wet ears. "You were doing so well. Want to try again, or back in the tube?"



She pulled back. Wiped her nose with the back of her paw. Her ears were still flat but her jaw was set.



"Again."



He eased her back into the water. This time she found the float faster, her body remembering the position, and when she kicked she moved with real purpose. Twenty feet. Thirty. Her ears streaming behind her on the surface like little grey sails.



"That's my girl," Dad called after her.



She made it almost a full tube-length before rolling to her belly the way he'd shown her, treading water with her arms, then paddling back to him. Breathing hard but grinning, water dripping from her front teeth to chin and ear tips.



"Okay." She grabbed the tube wall and pulled herself up, Mira reaching down to haul her in by the arms. She flopped onto the mesh, wet and panting and satisfied. "Okay. I can swim. Kind of."



"You can swim." Dad stayed in the water, arms hooked over the rim. "The rest is just practice."



Juniper lay in the tube catching her breath, her fur dark with water, her cotton tail a soggy little nub. She was smiling at the sky.



"Thank you," she said. Quiet and satisfied. Ears flopped on the mesh and catching sun.



Mira tossed the neon green pool noodle at her. It bounced off her belly and she grabbed it, hugging it to her chest.



"Flotation device," Mira said. "For emergencies."



"I don't need it anymore."



"Keep it anyway."



Juniper hugged the noodle and closed her eyes. The sun was warm on her wet fur. The current carried them.



 ——————— 


Juniper had been clenching her thighs together since the swimming lesson ended.



Watching Mira float past lifeguards and families and one very chatty grandmother with Dad's knot locked inside her had done something to Juniper's body that she couldn't undo by sitting still. And now Dad was in the water right beside her, his arms hooked over the tube rim, close enough that she could feel the warmth of him through the current. She was soaked in a way that had nothing to do with the river.



"I want the knot." No hesitation, said confidently and quietly as she leaned close over the tube, catching his amber eyes with hers.



"Juni—" Dad's voice was rough. "With Mira... it was a bit dicey—"



"I can cover it up." The same fierce certainty she'd used the first time with Bear. "You gave her everything, I need it too. Fair is fair."



A tunnel approached. Short, but dark enough.



"I made it easier," Mira said. She pressed on the mesh where she'd been working during the swimming lesson, and the gap opened under her paw, twelve inches of parted webbing, ready. She grinned. "Already took care of it."



In the blue dark, Dad was already in the water. He'd stayed in after the swimming lesson, arm hooked over the tube's rim the way any dad might float alongside his kids. Normal. Casual.



"See?" Mira leaned in, pawpad on Daddy's nose playful. "Nobody can see under a tube."



"Good girl, that should work!" He smiled at his little girl and kissed her deeply as the tunnel took them.



Juniper looked at the gap. At the water visible through it. At Dad floating alongside, one arm draped over the rim, his lower half hidden beneath the surface. Mira pulled back and guided Juniper to the mesh tear where she had been.



She scooted to the edge where Mira had opened the seam and felt her hips sink through the gap. The warm water found her immediately, lapping at her waist, her lower half dropping into the river while her chest and arms stayed propped against the inflatable rim. One paw gripped the handle on the tube's edge. From above: a girl leaning against the side of a tube with her legs dangling in the water. Her dad floating in the river right in front of her, arm hooked over the same section of rim. Face to face, two feet apart, both resting against the same curve of yellow rubber from opposite sides.



Nothing else visible.



Under the surface, their lower halves found each other. Dad's paw found her hip, drew her forward through the gap until her thighs met his waist beneath the tube wall. His waistband was already down, his cock hard in the warm water. She tugged her swimsuit to the side and he pressed against her folds, both of them hidden by the inflatable ring between them from anyone who might look.



She reached down through the water with one paw, found his tip, and pulled him closer.



"*Oh—*" The gasp punched out of her as he pressed inside. Her body was smaller, tighter, and every inch took work even after months of practice. But the buoyancy helped, her weight suspended, the water easing the angle. "*God—*"



"Okay?" His eyes found hers over the tube rim. Checking. Even now.



"*Don't stop.*"



They emerged into sunlight. Juniper leaning against the tube's edge, arms folded on the rim, chin resting on her paws. Dad floating right in front of her on the other side of the same section of rubber, his arm draped over the rim inches from hers, close enough that their muzzles nearly touched. He reached over and scratched behind her ear, lazy, the way any father might pet his kid on a warm afternoon. His paw lingered, smoothing the fur between her ears, and she leaned into the touch with half-closed eyes.



Just a dad and his girl, sharing a stretch of tube wall. Nose to nose in the sun.



Mira sat on the opposite side of the tube, legs dangling, the picture of a bored kid, her fox ears tracking traffic on both banks.



Beneath the waterline, where nobody could see, the current rocked their joined bodies. Each surge pressed Juniper's hips against him where they met under the rim, taking him deeper, and each retreat eased her back. The river was fucking her. The gentle, patient rhythm of water carrying them both, his cock sliding through the warm current into her body. His paw still scratching her ears above the surface while his cock throbbed inside her below it.



His base was swelling. Slower this time, the second knot in twenty minutes, but her body was working for it, clenching in rhythmic pulls that coaxed blood back into the tissue. She could feel him growing against her entrance with each heartbeat.



"*Come on,*" she whispered, her muzzle inches from his across the rim, blue eyes to amber. Rolling her hips in the water, her entrance working the swell. "*Come on, Daddy.*"



He pulled her hips down against him. Once. The knot caught, held, stretched her wide beneath the waterline, and pushed through.



Her ears folded back her eyes rolled and she looked to the sky as the sensation flooded her. Her paws went white on the handle. The knot sealed inside her and his first pulse hit her cervix and she was *locked to her Daddy under a rented inner tube at a public water park* and the realization made her clench so hard he groaned against the tube wall.



"*Yes—*" Through her teeth. "*Finally.*"



They floated. Her in the tube, him in the water, connected beneath the surface where nobody could reach. His knot throbbing inside her, hidden by the tube and the river, nobody able to see. His cum pooling inside her with each lazy pulse. Her paw finding her belly over the tube rim. Four weeks of maybe-baby, and Daddy, knotted, giving her whatever was left.



Then Mira's ears snapped forward.



"Goggles," she said. One word. Flat.



Juniper followed her gaze. A boy, maybe eight or nine, an otter kit with bright green swim goggles pushed up on his forehead. He was in the water beside the river channel, not in a tube, just floating along in the current the way kids did when they got bored of the slides. His goggles were the snorkeling kind, the ones that sealed against the face and let you see underwater.



He was drifting toward them. Ten feet out. And his paw was reaching for his goggles, pulling them down over his eyes, about to duck under the surface.



The one angle that mattered. The one direction nobody could see from: *below.*



Mira slipped off the tube.



Not panicked. Smooth, casual, a girl hopping into the river to cool off. She surfaced between the otter kit and their tube, water streaming from her ears, and grinned at him.



"Hey! Cool goggles." Bright. Loud enough to get his attention before his head went under. "How clear are they? Can you see much?"



The kit pushed them back up, treading water. "Duh, you can see everything. Just like it's above water."



Mira's tail went rigid for one beat. "That's awesome. Hey, bet you can't splash higher than me."



"I *definitely* can."



"Prove it!"



The otter kit didn't need to be asked twice. He abandoned the goggles on his forehead and launched a wave at her with both paws. Mira retaliated, positioning herself between the kid and the tube, her tail and legs churning a wall of froth. The kid was laughing, fully committed to the battle, goggles forgotten.



"You can see *everything,*" he'd said. The words sat in Juniper's chest like ice.



Mira kept the splash war going, the otter's attention completely locked on the fox girl in the water and not on the tube drifting three feet behind her where a rabbit and a fox leaned nose-to-nose across the rim with a knot between them beneath the surface.



"Race you to that bridge!" Mira pointed downstream. The kid's ears perked, the competitive gleam of a nine-year-old who'd never lost a race, and he was off, goggles down, arms churning. Mira launched after him, her orange tail cutting the surface like a rudder.



Juniper watched from the tube, Dad's knot still throbbing inside her beneath the surface, her heart hammering so hard she could feel it in her ears. She could see Mira catch the otter at the bridge, both of them treading water, talking. The kit's goggles were on his forehead. Mira was animated, gesturing, the kind of easy charm she turned on when she needed someone to like her immediately. Then the otter scrambled up the bank and ran off toward the slides, and Mira swam back alone.



She hauled herself into the tube, wrung out her tail, and settled back into her spot. Water dripping from her whiskers.



"What did you say to him?" Juniper asked.



"Told him I peed in the river." Mira's ears were perfectly level. "He got out *fast.*"



"You *didn't.*"



"Worked, didn't it?" Her tail swished once. "His goggles would've given him a front-row view of Daddy's cock knotted in your pussy under the tube. I improvised."



"*Mira.*"



"You're welcome, baby bunny."



Dad's ears had gone flat where he floated alongside, arm hooked over the rim. The particular flat of a man realizing how close they'd just come. But his knot pulsed inside Juniper beneath the water, unbothered.



"Resourceful, cub," he said, reaching over to ruffle Mira's wet ears. "Juni's clenched too tight to pull out, good save."



"*Fuck,*" Juniper whispered, leaning toward him over the tube wall. Close enough that only he could hear. "*Fuck,* Daddy."



"Careful, Juni." His muzzle barely moving. The low voice. The Daddy voice. "Language while in public. Don't want to make a scene."



Beneath the surface, his hips rolled once. The knot ground against her front wall and a thick pulse of cum hit her cervix.



She laughed. The absurdity of being scolded for swearing while he pumped seed into her under a rented tube. The laugh made her clench and the clench made him groan and the groan made Mira giggle from her side of the tube and the three of them floated down the river in the sunshine, laughing, connected beneath the water, and not one person on either bank seeing anything but a family having a good day.



A tunnel swallowed them. Short, maybe fifteen feet, but the blue dark closed around them like a held breath. Dad's paw found her cheek across the rim, tilted her muzzle up, and kissed her. Slow, warm, unhurried. His knot still throbbing inside her, his tongue finding hers, the taste of chlorine and underneath it just *him.* She kissed back with her paws gripping the rubber between them, feeling his heartbeat through the knot and through his mouth at the same time. Two pulses, almost synced.



Sunlight hit. They pulled apart. His paw slid from her cheek to the top of her head, smoothing the fur between her ears with his pad. Just a dad petting his kit in the sunshine.



Then the voices.



Loud. Young. Splashing. A group of teenagers on a six-person tube, rounding the bend behind them. Gaining fast.



"Juni." Mira's ears went sharp. "Company."



Juniper's whole body went rigid. His knot was still locked inside her beneath the surface, still sealed, the tie that wouldn't release for another five minutes at least. But from above she was just a girl in a tube, and he was just a dad floating alongside. The water hid everything.



"It's fine," Mira murmured. "You're just sitting there. He's just floating. Nobody can see."



The teenagers' tube bumped theirs with a hollow *bonk* and drifted alongside.



"Sorry!" A wolf boy, maybe thirteen, grinning. His friends laughing behind him. "Current pushed us."



"No worries," Dad said from the water, arm still hooked casually over the rim. His voice steady, warm, perfectly normal. His knot pulsed inside Juniper beneath the surface and she felt a fresh trickle of cum seep past the seal.



Juniper made herself smile at the wolf boy. Dad was on the far side of the tube from the teens, floating low, his arm hooked over the rim. From their angle they couldn't see him below the chest. Couldn't see what was happening beneath the surface. Just a dad cooling off on the wrong side to make conversation with.



But Juniper was right there. Half-sunk through the torn seam at the tube's edge, the gap visible around her hips where the mesh had separated from the inflatable rim. Her lower body hanging in the water on Dad's side, her upper body propped inside the tube on theirs. The frayed edges of Mira's handiwork framing her waist like a ragged skirt. Daddy's knot throbbed inside her and she kept her face perfectly still.



One of the teens leaned over and peered into their tube. "Yo, your mesh has a hole in it. She's like, falling through."



"Shitty water park equipment," his friend said, shaking his head.



"Yeah." Mira didn't miss a beat. "We noticed halfway around. At least it makes it easier to cool down." She dangled her own foot through a smaller gap at the edge, casual, like she'd been using it as a foot-bath. "You should try it. Feels great."



"Gross." The wolf boy laughed. "That water's been through like a thousand tubes."



"Your loss." Mira shrugged and pulled her foot back.



The other group's tube caught a faster current and pulled ahead, Dad letting his paws drag on the channel floor to slow them and let the teens pass. The group drifted around the next bend, already arguing about something else.



Juniper didn't breathe until they were thirty yards gone.



"He saw the *hole,* Mira."



"Yeah, but the mesh and the tube hid everything anyway." Mira's foot nudged her back where she was half submerged through the torn seam at the edge. "You're okay."



"Yeah," she squeezed Daddy's cock again with purpose. "We're great."



"We're perfect." Dad groaned and pressed deep, bumping Juniper up just a little, playfully bouncing her on his lap as he emptied inside her in fresh warm jets she could feel filling her. Steady, warm, rhythmic. He let himself still inside her, and she felt the jets reduce to a trickle.



The knot softened another few minutes later. She felt the seal loosen, shifted her hips, and his cock slipped free beneath the tube. Cum clouded into the current, thinning, dispersing before it could be seen. She pulled her swimsuit back into place and lifted her hips out of the mesh gap, settling back onto the intact section of the tube floor next to Mira.



She watched Daddy grip the tube wall and haul himself out of the river, water streaming from his fur, trunks clinging. He swung one leg over, then the other, and settled into the tube beside them like he'd just been out for a dip. Nothing more.



Mira found the torn mesh with her paw. Pulled the edges together, the strands overlapping enough to look intact if nobody pressed on the gap.



"Good as new," she said. "Mostly."



Juniper's legs were shaking. She pressed her thighs together, feeling the emptiness where his knot had been, and gripped the tube rim until her paws stopped trembling.



"*Never again, too close*" she said.



"Liar," Mira said.



Juniper splashed her. Mira splashed back. Dad got caught in the crossfire.



"*Girls. Again?*"



"Sorry, Daddy."



"Sorry, Daddy."



*Not sorry at all.* She smiled at her two foxes and bounded into both of them in a big hug.



 ——————— 


They floated for another half hour.



No more knotting. Dad was spent. Mira could tell from the way he'd gone loose and lazy against the tube wall, eyes half-closed, tail trailing in the water. She didn't say so. Just floated with him and their bunny, the afternoon going gold around them.



Juniper spotted it first. A neon yellow water gun sitting on the bank, abandoned next to someone's towel. Her ears perked. She looked at Mira. Looked at the gun. Looked back at Mira.



"Don't you dare."



Juniper was already over the side.



She hit the water cleaner this time, no panic-grab, no thrashing. The frog-kick found her immediately, her legs remembering what Dad had taught her twenty minutes ago, and she cut toward the bank with her ears streaming behind her. Not graceful. Not fast. But *swimming,* on purpose, alone, and Mira watched her small grey body move through the water with something warm behind her ribs.



Juniper reached the bank, hauled herself up by the grass, and snatched the water gun. She pumped it twice, turned, and shot Mira square in the face from six feet away.



"*JUNI—*"



The second shot caught her ear. The third hit Dad's sunglasses. He wiped them with his thumb without opening his eyes.



Mira rolled off the tube into the river, surfaced, and closed the distance in three strokes. Juniper squealed, tried to aim, but Mira caught her by the waist and dunked her. Just a dip, half a second, enough to get her ears under. Then hauled her right back up, one arm locked around the rabbit's ribs, because Juni was laughing too hard to kick and the water was still deep enough to matter.



"You're *dead,*" Mira said, holding her up.



"Worth it." Juniper was coughing and giggling, water streaming from her nose, the water gun still clutched in one paw. She squirted Mira point-blank in the chin. Mira sputtered and dragged them both back to the tube, boosting Juniper in first, then pulling herself over the rim after.



They collapsed on the mesh, wet and breathless. Dad hadn't moved. His sunglasses were still dripping.



"You two done?"



"She started it," Mira said.



"I regret nothing," Juniper said.



The water gun sat between them on the mesh, dripping. Juniper's ears were plastered flat but her grin showed every tooth. She swam to the bank and back on her own. Hadn't even thought about it until it was done.



Mira leaned into her side, letting their legs tangle on the wet mesh. The sun warm on their fur, the river carrying them, nobody looking twice.



"We won't be able to do this for a while," Juniper said. Quiet. Her paw on her belly. "In a couple months I'll be too round for a swimsuit."



"Me first." Mira looked down at herself. The bikini hid nothing, her subtle curves visible if you looked closely, but her fur softened the lines enough that no one had. She could feel the difference when she moved though, the weight pulling lower, Luna making herself known. "Another month and it's baggy sweaters or nothing."



"So this is it."



"For now." Mira found Juniper's paw. Laced their fingers. "We'll do it again after. With babies."



"Two babies at a water park." Juniper's ears perked at the image. "Luna screaming on the slides. Mine making a sand castle by the swingset."



"And we can all share *nachos.*"



"Are you hungry?" But Juniper was smiling, full, showing her cute front teeth. "I want that. All of it. The screaming and the sand and the terrible food. I want to come back here when we're done with the pregnancy and are just another family."



A tunnel approached. Short, maybe twenty feet, but dark. The cool air hit their wet fur.



"Come here," Dad said. "Both of you."



They shifted in the tube. Mira against his left side, Juniper against his right, both of them tucked under his arms, both their heads tilted up. In the blue-dark of the tunnel, with the light from the exit still seconds away, his muzzle found Mira's first. The kiss was soft. Unhurried. She could taste chlorine and underneath it, the familiar warmth that had been hers since she was small.



Then he turned, and Juniper's mouth met his. Mira watched them find the angle, the way his longer muzzle tilted to meet her shorter one, Juniper's blunt teeth catching his lip for a second before they settled. Juniper made a small sound against his mouth, her paw finding his chest.



Then the girls turned to each other. Mira's sharp muzzle against Juniper's blunt one, the fit they'd perfected in tree branches and school bathrooms and in the private comfort of their sleepovers. Juniper's tongue found hers and Mira's paw cupped the back of her head through the wet fur and they kissed the way they kissed when nobody was watching. Deep. Slow. Meaning it.



Dad's arms tightened around them both. She could still taste Juniper and Dad at the same time, layered on her tongue.



The light grew. Ten feet.



They pulled apart. Settled back into their positions. Just a family in a tube. Wet fur and sunscreen and the easy posture of people who belonged together.



Sunlight hit. A little girl on the bank pointed at them.



"Mommy, those girls kissed!"



The mother, a harried-looking deer with three children, glanced over and shrugged. "They're friends, honey. Friends can kiss."



Mira grinned at Juniper. Juniper's ears went pink to the tips.



"Friends," Juniper repeated.



"The best kind," Mira said.



 ——————— 


The lazy river exit ramp was a gentle slope of textured concrete that fed into a shallow wading area. Dad climbed out first, water streaming from his fur before he shook off, then held the tube steady while she and Juniper clambered over the rim. Juniper's legs wobbled on the concrete and Mira caught her elbow. The late afternoon sun hit her wet fur and she blinked against it, dripping, feeling like she'd surfaced from somewhere deeper than a river.



Dad hauled the big yellow tube out of the water and rolled it on its edge toward the return counter, one paw guiding it down the path, weaving between families heading for the exits. Mira shook off and helped squeeze some of the water out of Juniper's fur. They trailed behind him, leaving wet pawprints on the warm concrete. She wanted to get back to the towels and the picnic spot. She wanted nachos.



At the counter, the teenager took the tube, flipped it over, and frowned at the torn mesh. "Uh, this has a hole in it."



"It tore just sitting in it," Mira said. "Must have been worn out." The teenager looked at the return line forming behind them, shrugged, and tossed the tube onto the damaged pile without another word.



"Girls, go ahead and get dry by the blankets, I'll get some snacks."



Mira found Juniper's paw and tugged her toward their spot on the grass, both of them still dripping, the sun warm on their wet fur.



 ——————— 


The nachos were, as advertised, overpriced and greasy.



They sat on their beach towels in the late afternoon sun, sharing a tray of chips drowning in orange cheese that no one pretended was real. Juniper picked off the jalapeños and ate them separately in small pawfuls, "*more intense flavor!*" Mira ate around them. Dad ate everything, because nachos were nachos regardless of quality.



"We should do this more," Juniper said, leaning back on her palms, the sun warm on her belly. The belly that was hiding something she couldn't feel yet but already loved.



"We should," Dad agreed. He sat between them, legs stretched out, fur almost dry, ears lazy in the sun. His paw found Juniper's knee on one side. Mira's on the other. Just resting.



"Next time, though," Mira said, licking cheese off her fingers, "we bring Danny."



"Danny can't know about the—" Juniper gestured vaguely at Dad.



"Obviously. But I promised I'd be nice to your wolf. And I think he'd actually have fun." She licked the last of the cheese off her thumb. "Besides, I want to see if he can swim. Wolves are supposed to be good at it."



"He'd love it." Juniper's ears softened. "He really would."



"And we can be good for an afternoon."



"Can we?"



"Well, maybe not, but foxes and bunnies can be stealthy." Mira laughed.



The sun was getting lower. The crowds were thinning. The park would close in 15 minutes, the lifeguards already starting to blow final-lap whistles on the slides.



Juniper looked at the lazy river. The current still flowing, the tubes still drifting. She thought about Dad's paw under her back, claw tips barely touching, and then not touching at all. The frog-kick that came from somewhere she didn't know she had. Swimming to the bank for the water gun without even thinking about it, her body just *going,* and only realizing afterward that she'd done it alone.



She thought about the maybe-baby. Four weeks of possibility, still too small to feel, still too new to be sure. But there, probably. Growing in the same body that learned to swim today.



"Daddy?" Small. The register that was just for him.



"Mm?"



"Thank you. For today."



He didn't answer with words. Just squeezed both their knees at the same time.



Mira leaned against his shoulder. Juniper leaned against the other. They all breathed together, not wanting the moment to end. Families started filing out, the moment was nearly passed, but they sat in it anyway, unhurried.



The sun went down over Wild Rivers, painting the slides gold.



Tomorrow they'd take a test. Tomorrow *everything* would become real.



But today they floated.



 ——————— 

Plush

* Chapter 14: Plush *


Week Twelve: Two Lines


Monday


Juniper's mom had texted Sunday evening. *Covering for Linda, early shift tomorrow. Could Silas get Juni to school? So sorry!*



So she stayed. They sat at the kitchen table Monday morning, Juniper eating toast, Mira picking at scrambled eggs, Bear's tags jingling as he paced between their chairs.



Dad set his coffee down. "Saturday," he said.



Both girls looked at him.



"We take the test Saturday. When Juni's here for the weekend." He met Juniper's eyes. "I don't want you reading that alone at your house. Or even worse, having your mom find a pregnancy test in the trash."



Her paw found her belly under the table. She nodded.



"Four and a half weeks is early for a reliable read anyway," he added. "Five more days gives us a better answer and each other."



*Saturday.* Five more days of maybe. She could carry that.



Mira checked her angles in the hallway mirror before they left. Three layers: training bra, camisole with tissue padding, one of Dad's old sweaters past her hips. She pressed the fabric flat against her belly. Turned sideways. Adjusted the drape.



"See?" She met Juniper's eyes in the reflection. "Nothing. As long as I don't raise my arms too high."



"Gym?"



"Cramps. Every time." Mira's mouth twitched. "Coach Rennick stopped asking weeks ago."



Juniper thought about her own body, still flat, still hiding without effort. A month before she'd need the layers.



"I'll need something like that eventually." She nodded at Mira's oversized sweater.



"We should go to the mall and pick some out together. Before it's urgent." Mira tugged the hem of Dad's sweater, adjusting the drape one more time. "Cute ones, not just Daddy's old stuff. Sage already called this my 'lumberjack phase.'"



"You look cute for a lumberjack." Dad flashed a playful grin. "Come on girls, let's get going."



 ——————— 


At lunch, Sage leaned across the table. "So what'd you do this weekend?"



"Hung out," Mira said.



"You *always* say hung out. Details. Did you go somewhere? Juni, help me."



"We floated." Juniper's foot found Mira's under the table. "It was chill."



Sage huffed and stole a fry off Theo's tray in protest, chomping on it and talking with her mouth full. "You're so weird, you practically gave a speech on why water *sucks!* I overheard you at art, 'zero stars'." The coyote pantomimed air quotes.



"Mira showed me... it can be fun, you know, between all the wringing out my ears. It's not really fair, though, you and Mira can just—" Juni plugged her nose, closed her eyes, and wiggled her head, then shoulders, down to her tail. Her ears stopped flopping last even as she stilled, catching Sage's eyes. "And then you're *dry.*"



Sage laughed and pushed Mira's shoulder playfully, leaning her into the rabbit. "Well, glad you learned! Now at least you can go boating without worrying so much about drowning. Best of both worlds: you get to be dry-ish, and wind in your ears feels so refreshing. My family's got a lake house and some summers we get to go wakeboarding!"



"That still sounds kind of terrifying."



"It is, and that's the *point!*" She pointed a fry at the bunny. "I'll invite you both! Boys aren't allowed over though."



Theo didn't look up. Danny nodded sheepishly.



The conversation drifted. Mira half-listened, her eyes on Juni. The rabbit had pulled Danny's plush from her backpack without seeming to notice, one paw holding it against her chest while the other picked at her food. The cream fur on one side had gone flat, pressed smooth from being held against her cheek every night. She brought it to school some days, Mira had noticed, tucked into the front pocket where her paw could find it between classes.



Danny saw it too. His tail gave one slow wag, quiet and proud.



 ——————— 


After lunch, walking to fourth period, Juniper fell into step with Mira. Danny had peeled off toward the science wing, but Juniper kept glancing back at his retreating tail.



"He made that rabbit with his mom's sewing machine and a WeTube tutorial, and a *lot* of help, but I still think it's sweet," Juniper said. "He told me it took him all weekend even with her help and an online pattern. He stitched the ear on wrong twice."



"The droopy one."



"That's on purpose now. He said it looked *emotive* so he left it." Juniper hugged her backpack straps. "He looked so proud just now. Seeing me hold it at lunch."



Mira was quiet for a few steps. She was thinking about Danny's paws, the careful stitching, the way he'd noticed the plush in Juniper's grip before anyone else had.



"He's really sweet with you," Mira said. Not grudging. Actually meaning it.



Juniper looked at her sideways. "Are you being *nice* about my wolf?"



"I promised I would be."



"Yeah, but you're being nice *unprompted.* That's new." Juniper bumped her shoulder. "What happened to the gag face?"



Mira's ears went pink. "I felt bad about that. And he's... he's growing on me. The way he watches you." She paused. "He watches you the way I watch you, Juni. Ears forward, tail going. Like you're the most important thing in the room."



Juniper's ears flushed. "Stop."



"You should invite him over sometime. To ours. Not for... just for hanging out. Video games or something." The thought was still half-formed but felt right. "He's part of your life. I should actually know him."



Juniper squeezed her arm and didn't answer, but her cotton tail bounced.



 ——————— 


Mira's desk. Nine PM. Bear snoring in the hallway, Dad's office light still on downstairs.



*The plush rabbit.*



Danny had looked at Juniper and made what he saw. Stitched it with his own paws.



Mira pulled her sketchpad close. Drew a fox in profile, sharp muzzle, pointed ears, bushy tail. Drew it again, adjusting proportions. Not a drawing for Juni. Something Juni could *hold.* Something that would smell like Mira the way the rabbit smelled like Danny.



Her phone glowed on the desk beside her, fur samples from Howling Fabrics open in the browser. Orange pile, soft, the closest match to her own coat. She added it to the cart and hit overnight shipping before she could second-guess the price. Daddy wouldn't mind, it's why he shared his cards in the first place.



The sketchpad was still open when her eyes closed.



 ——————— 


Tuesday


Between fourth and fifth, Mira caught her arm. One word: "Bathroom."



Arts wing single-stall. Lock stuck, unstuck, locked. Mira pulled her sweater up and Juniper stepped close, already knowing the routine. She latched on and pulled, slow and steady, and Mira's whole body sagged against the sink.



"*There—*" Mira's paw found the back of her head. "Building all through history class."



Juniper swallowed, pulled again. The milk was warm and sweet and familiar now. But today her own chest felt different. A low throbbing behind each nipple that pulsed with her heartbeat.



She pulled off. "Mira."



"Mm?"



"My chest hurts."



Mira looked down at her, eyes soft. Her thumb brushed across the front of Juniper's shirt, just barely, and Juniper flinched at the spark.



"Already?"



"Maybe it's nothing."



"It's not nothing." Quiet. Certain. "It started like this for me too."



Juniper's stomach rolled. Not nausea, not yet. Just the ground tilting under her.



"Other side," she said, and leaned back in.



Juniper murmured something soft against her skin as she shifted, nestling into Mira's growing tenderness and using her upper split bunny lips to suckle while twirling her tongue in between draws.



"Your lips are so fun, I love that you move them independently."



"Yeah?" Juni muffled into her breast, she worked her lower and upper lips in a wave.



"Tickles a little, but... yeah."



When both sides were softer, relieved, Mira tucked her bra back into place. Juniper straightened her shirt. They checked the mirror, slipped out separately.



 ——————— 


The package was on the porch when she got home. Howling Fabrics. She tore it open at the kitchen table and spread the orange fun fur flat, running her paw across it. Soft pile. The closest match to her own coat.



She traced her pattern on the backing, the fox profile she'd been refining since Monday night. Cut two mirrored shapes with scissors. The fabric fought her, the scissors were a little dull. The halves laid together like two kissing foxes. Pinned them right-sides-in. Threaded a needle.



The first stitch pulled fur into the seam. She tugged it free, tried again. The same thing. The pile kept catching no matter how she angled the needle, and the scissors had sheared through the fur at every cut edge, leaving blunt chopped lines that couldn't blend. By the time she'd sewn halfway around the head, the seam was a harsh visible channel of trapped fibers.



She held the result up at arm's length. Two flat pieces sewn together made a flat thing. *Roadkill in the outline of a fox.*



She dropped it on the desk and pressed her paws against her eyes.



 ——————— 


Wednesday


The pancake stared back at her from the desk.



She picked it up, turning it in the lamplight. The muzzle had no width, just the flat seam where two profile pieces met. The ears were single-layer flaps with pale backing visible on the inside, flopping sideways off a head with no skull beneath it. She'd stuffed it until the fun fur strained, hoping volume would fix what the shape couldn't. It didn't. Just a fat pancake with a pointed snout.



"What's happening here?" Dad leaned over her shoulder, coffee in hand.



"It's supposed to be a fox." She held up the pancake. "For Juni. I drew my own pattern but it just... she's missing real *shape* and the seams look terrible. I think I know how to fix it, but, well... what do you think? It's my first try."



He set his mug down. Picked up the failed plush, squeezed it, ran a claw along one of the rough-cropped seam lines.



"Want help, cub?" He set it down.



"Yes, Daddy, but... just show me, I want to do it mostly myself."



He tousled her fur and smiled. "Good girl. Okay, so you've got two sides and nothing between them. There's no width. You have to really think of this in pieces rather than the whole. Think about each part on its own, paws, tail, head, body, draw them from *three* angles, front, back, and side, then you stitch the side angles to the sides of the front and back. The front and back views give volume, and then you can further refine with tapered triangles. These parts are called *gussets* and give the whole thing shape and form. Here, I'll show you with the head."



He sketched the fox's head, quick and loose. Then drew the pieces that would make it: a side panel, front panel, tapered pieces for the snout. Roughly teardrop-shaped. A long tapered gusset that would run from the nose tip, over the top of the skull, to the back of the neck, connective ear cones that would sit nestled between once sewn in. And a small chin piece that would give the muzzle its underside.



He tapped the eraser against the page, satisfied, then pointed to the visible seams on her first attempt. "Also, you're fighting the fur instead of working with it. The pile's getting caught in your seams because you didn't tuck it away before you stitched."



He picked up a scrap of the orange fun fur. Flipped it over, backing side up. "And this is how you cut it. Never from the front. You trace your pattern on the *back,* then use a craft knife, just the blade through the backing. Short strokes. The pile stays intact along the edge because you're not shearing through it." He demonstrated, the blade parting the knit backing while the fur fibers on the other side simply separated, full-length, uncut. "See? Full fibers along every edge. That's what lets the seams disappear later... but, careful, cub, it's easy to slip with a craft blade. I'll cut if you want."



"I want to, Daddy, it's my project. I'll be careful." She leaned close, careful of the knife but curious to watch.



He set the knife down. "When you stitch do it inside out, fur pressed together, but before you pull the thread *tight*, you take a needle and tuck all the pile away from the edge, pull it inward so it isn't getting caught in the seam. Hard to get it all, but do your best."



"And after?"



"After you flip it right-side-out, you take a pin and work further along every seam from the outside. The fur that got caught despite your best efforts, you hook it with the pin tip and pull it free, tuft by tuft. The pile flows over the seam and hides it." He mimed the motion. "That's how you get invisible joins."



He added seam allowance around each pattern piece, a quarter inch. "This is your stitch margin. You sew along the inside edge, and this extra fabric gives you room to work without the stitches landing right at the cut." He tapped the muzzle tip on his drawing. "Now, after you sew, where the seam curves inward, like around the snout here, that extra fabric bunches up when you flip it right-side-out. It can't bend the way the curve wants it to. So you take your scissors and cut little slits through the seam allowance, from the edge toward the stitch line, almost touching it but not quite. Each slit lets the fabric spread apart or curve tight around the curve instead of fighting it. The tighter the turn, the more slits you need." He drew a quick diagram, a curved seam line with little cuts fanning out from the edge like eyelashes. "And the opposite problem, outward curves like the top of the skull, the allowance bunches on the inside instead. So there you notch. Cut small wedges *out* so the fabric lays flat when you flip it."



He sketched only the head. Drawing what he described so she could see each step. Three pieces, gussets for softening the snout, drew arrows showing each flattened piece and how it connected to a quarter view drawing of the assembled piece. "There, like this, little one."



He grinned and watched her study the drawing. "There's 3D software that does the pattern-making from a model. Helps with complex shapes and multi-color patterns. But you can draft it by hand. It's harder, but it's honest, and I think Juni will see the heart you put into it."



"I want to do it by hand."



"That's my girl." He squeezed her shoulder. "Try the head first. Cut from the back, stitch the gusset to both side pieces, the longer front and back parts to the sides, tuck your fur, clip your curves, flip, and stuff. See if the muzzle holds. Make the gusset wider at the top of the head and narrow at the muzzle and you've got the structure of *us.*"



She cut the pieces from the back of the fabric, the craft knife slicing through backing while the pile stayed whole. Picked smaller black fabric pieces for her ear tips, and a faux leather black triangle for her nose. Pinned them carefully, right sides facing, and spent five minutes with a needle tucking fur fibers away from the seam line before her first careful stitch. Stitched small and tight along the curve, gusset to side piece, side piece to chin. Clipped the concave curves. Notched the convex ones. Then she reached inside through the neck opening and pulled the whole thing right-side-out.



The shape was there. The muzzle pointed, the skull wide. But the seams still showed as faint lines where some pile had gotten caught despite her tucking.



She grabbed a straight pin. Worked it along the seam, teasing trapped fibers out through the stitch line. Tuft by tuft. Patient. The fur started to flow over the join, covering it, and where she'd been thorough the seam vanished entirely.



"*Oh.*" She ran her claw along it. Couldn't feel the seam at all. Just continuous fur.



"Now you understand the principle." He tapped her sketchpad. "Body, tail, legs. Same logic. Ask yourself: where does this shape need width? Put a gusset there. Where does it need to project? Give it its own piece. And always cut from the back, tuck your pile, pick out your seams after."



She tried the body that evening. Got the belly gusset right but the legs came out stiff, jointless, a fox standing at permanent attention. She ripped the seams, restuffed, tried again. The second attempt had legs that bent but the proportions were wrong. Torso too long, legs too short, the fox shaped like a dachshund in a costume. She stared at it for ten minutes, then set it beside the sad pancake head.



"Getting closer," Dad said from the doorway. Not helping. Not fixing. Just watching her fail toward something.



She ripped the body apart a third time. Cut new pieces with adjusted proportions. This time she didn't bring the panels to Dad. She measured them herself, held side A against side B, checked the lengths, trimmed a quarter inch.



*Good enough for today.*



Thursday


She couldn't stop drawing foxes.



Not the gesture studies Ms. Chen assigned, the fruit bowl in the center of the table, the draped fabric catching the light. Her pencil kept drifting to the margins where it sketched flat pattern pieces instead: side panels with seam allowance, a belly gusset tapered at both ends, leg tubes that curved at the paw. She'd been thinking about the proportions since second period, running the numbers against what she remembered of last night's dachshund disaster. Torso shorter. Legs longer. The ratio between head and body closer to one-to-three than one-to-four.



"Mira." Ms. Chen paused at her easel. "That's not an apple."



"Sorry." She flipped to a clean page. Drew an apple. It looked like a fox head with a stem.



Beside her, Juniper was mixing a green that wouldn't cooperate, too blue, too yellow, never the shade she wanted. Her free paw drifted to her belly. Just rested there. Palm flat, fingers spread.



Mira caught it. Shook her head once, quick.



*Careful.*



Juniper's paw snapped back to her brush. Her ears burned. Sage was three seats down, focused on her own painting, tongue poking out. Nobody had seen. But Mira held her gaze for another beat.



*I've got you. But be careful.*



Juniper dipped her brush and painted.



 ——————— 


At lunch, Sage was telling a story about her brother's failed attempt to cook ramen without water. Juniper ate steadily through a ziplock of crackers, her color better today than yesterday. Danny had his arm around her chair, not touching, just *there,* and Theo had his nose in a battered copy of *The Pale Leviathan* that looked almost as thick as his fork.



"You look tired," Juniper said, nudging Mira's ankle under the table.



"Late night." Mira yawned wide enough to show her back teeth. "Working on something."



"Art thing?"



"Sort of." She couldn't say more without giving it away. Under the table, her pencil was already moving against her thigh, tracing the curve of a belly gusset on denim. Her paw knew the shape even when paper wasn't there.



Sage stole a fry off Danny's tray. Danny didn't notice. He was watching Juniper eat her crackers. "Really digging crackers lately."



"They settle my tummy, just feeling a little weird lately."



Theo reached across the table without looking up from his page and set a granola bar beside Juniper's crackers. Then turned a page. Danny blinked at the granola bar, then at Theo, then back at Juniper. His ears pressed sideways.



Juniper patted his knee without looking up from her crackers.



Then Mira did something she'd never done before.



She leaned across the table, plucked a cracker from Juniper's ziplock, and held it out to Danny. "Here. You're not eating either."



Danny stared at the cracker, then at Mira. His ears went through three positions in two seconds: surprise, confusion, cautious hope. She'd never offered him anything. In months of sitting across from him, she'd stolen fries off everyone's tray and given nothing back.



He took it. "Thanks?"



"You need to keep your energy up." Mira sat back, her tail swishing once, slow. *Nobody else looking.* She licked her lips deliberately for him. She caught Juniper's eye and held it a beat too long.



Juniper's ears twitched. She recognized that look. Mira was *starting something.*



"Hey, Danny." Juniper leaned into his shoulder, her voice going soft, pitched just for him but not quite. Mira could hear every word. "You should come over to Mira's this weekend. Friday night."



His ears perked. "Really? Like, all three of us?"



"I already cleared it with Mira." She glanced across the table. "Right?"



"My idea, actually, but let's do the *next* Friday, I have a surprise for Juni." Mira shrugged, casual. "I want to hang out though. Together."



Danny's tail started wagging before he caught it. He pressed it flat against the bench. "What would we—I mean, what do you guys usually do?"



The girls' eyes met across the table.



"Movies," Juniper said.



"Games," Mira said.



"*Stuff,*" they said together, and the way their voices overlapped made Danny's ears pin forward and his whole body go still for one beat before his tail broke free and wagged despite his best efforts.



"I'm in." His voice cracked. "Totally in."



Sage was watching the whole exchange with her elbows on the table and her chin in her paws, grinning like she was watching her favorite show. "You guys are aware that I can see and hear everything happening right now? Don't worry, I won't get in the way of your *date.*"



"It's a *hang.* There's nothing happening," Juniper said. But her eartips went pink.



"Your wolf is vibrating. Literally vibrating. The whole table is moving."



Danny's ears flattened. Theo turned a page.



 ——————— 


The afternoon crawled. In English, Mira filled an entire margin with tiny fox silhouettes, each one slightly different, adjusting the leg length, the tail curve, the width of the belly. She grinned and drew one bigger and rounder, a round bunny beside her, and a broad-shouldered fox behind them both wrapping them in a hug. Mrs. Patterson caught her drawing once and she covered the page with her arm.



*I hope she didn't see that.* Mira blushed to her ear tips and wiggled in her chair, she could feel the keeper shift and her lower half tingled. Tail going straight.



 ——————— 


The substitute for science was the grey wolf again, Mr. Harwood, his voice low and unhurried as he walked between desks. His cologne drifted past her and her nose wrinkled at something underneath it. She looked up. *Familiar, weird.* She shook it off and went back to her foxes.



He tapped Mira's desk and caught her eye. "Mira, eyes on your book, please." His nostrils pulled air and his ears swiveled, but then he shrugged and walked on. "Class, please continue reading chapter 18 picking up where you left off."



 ——————— 


On the bus home, Mira's phone buzzed.



    Juniper: Danny hasn't stopped texting me since lunch. He's SO nervous about next Friday.

    Mira: Good. Did you see his face when we said "stuff" at the same time?

    Juniper: His TAIL, Mira. His whole body was shaking. Sage called it out and I got so nervous. We really should hang out with her sometime.

    Mira: Sage gets it. Also, I gave him a cracker. I mean it was yours anyway... but it's the thought. That might be the nicest thing I've ever done for him.

    Juniper: It IS the nicest thing you've ever done for him. He texted me about it. He said "does Mira actually like me now??" with two question marks.

    Mira: Tell him I'm warming up. Slowly. Like a reptile.

    Juniper: You're a fox not a lizard

    Mira: Cold-blooded where wolves are concerned. Warming up for yours though. ;3

    Juniper: He's going to be a MESS next Friday. I love it. I've been thinking about having you both in the same room and I can't sit still.

    Mira: Same. I keep thinking about what it would look like. Him watching us. Or us watching him. Or...

    Juniper: Or???

    Mira: Next Friday is going to be worth the wait. For all three of us. ;3

    Juniper: You're EVIL and I love you

    Mira: Delete these. Night bun. :3

    Juniper: Night fox. <3



She set the phone down, smiling, and picked up the craft knife.



 ——————— 


After school she retrieved her sewing supplies from the rubber bin and laid them out on the table.



She drew the final body pattern. A belly gusset, long and tapered, running from chin to tail between two side pieces for roundness. Legs as tubes, each made from two halves curving at the paw end. The tail she split lengthwise, tapering to the tip. She held the sketched panels up for Dad. He leaned in, tapped two edges with his claw. "These don't match in length. Measure them. If side A is three inches and side B is two and a half, one's going to pucker." She remeasured, trimmed a quarter inch, held them up again. He nodded.



The craft knife moved confidently in her hands, short strokes through the backing, pile separating clean along every edge. She pinned, tucked fur with her needle, stitched tight. Flipped each piece right-side-out and worked the seams with a straight pin, teasing trapped fibers free tuft by tuft until the joins disappeared under her claw.



She ladder-stitched each limb to the body, testing the tension before pulling each loop closed. Stuffed with a chopstick, pushing cotton into the muzzle tip, the ear points, the tail end, packing it firm enough to hold shape but soft enough to squeeze.



Then the clippers.



Dad's old barber trimmers, the ones he used on his own neckline. She'd seen fursuit makers online, the ones who specialized in helping one species cosplay as another, shave their work for definition. The idea clicked the same way the gussets had. Not all or nothing. *Fade it.*



She started at the back, where the fur could afford to be short. Ran the clippers in smooth passes, the pile buzzing down to velvet, the fox's body emerging leaner and more defined. She worked forward, easing off the pressure as she went, letting the fur transition gradually from cropped to medium length across the shoulders. The muzzle she took down close, the bridge of the nose and the forehead clean, the bone structure showing through the way it did on a real fox in summer coat.



But not everywhere. She left the cheek tufts long, those fluffy cheek tufts that give foxes their sharp face shape. The inner ears she kept full too, soft wisps that would catch light. And at the chest, between where a collar would sit, she left a tuft of longer pile, a little ruff that broke up the smoothness.



The tail she didn't touch at all. Full length, bushy, the white tip bright against the orange.



She sat back and looked at it. The shaved areas flowed into the longer sections without hard lines, the way real fur grew in different lengths across a body. Not uniform. *Alive.*



Orange fun fur, faded from velvet on the body to plush at the cheeks, chest, and tail. White belly patch, black ear tips appliqued clean. Green button eyes because the craft store didn't have the exact emerald she wanted, but close enough.



She held it in both paws. Squeezed gently. The cotton gave under her grip and bounced back, the muzzle holding its shape, the ears standing firm. Small enough to fit in a pocket. Warm enough to feel like something alive.



*There.*



She wrapped it in tissue paper and hid it in her backpack.



 ——————— 


Saturday


Juniper arrived before eight, overnight bag over one shoulder, the light blue sundress with the tiny carrots along the straps, the black choker with its carrot pendant warm at her throat. Paint-stained canvas sneakers, her backpack covered in hand-drawn rabbits.



Dad opened the door. Still in his sleep pants, coffee in hand. "You're early, baby bunny. We haven't done our morning yet."



Juniper's ears perked. She'd nursed Mira before, in gym bathrooms, in the arts wing between periods, easing the pressure her friend's body kept building. But she'd never seen *this.* The morning ritual Mira had described in whispered sleepovers: Daddy nursing the pressure from her breasts while filling her from below.



"Can I watch?"



His ears tilted. He looked past her, toward the stairs where Mira was still sleeping. "If Mira's okay with it."



Mira was okay with it. She said so without opening her eyes, reaching for them both from the nest of sheets. "Come."



Dad's bedroom. Warm, dim, Bear lifting his head from his corner with a questioning whuff. Juniper settled against the headboard while Mira climbed into Dad's lap, straddling him, sleep shirt riding up. He guided himself to her entrance and she sank down with a soft exhale that made Juniper's ears go warm.



Then his mouth found her nipple.



The sound Mira made was quiet but *deep.* A sigh from somewhere below her lungs. Juniper watched her whole body relax into the dual sensation: his lips pulling, his cock filling, both at once. Slow rolls of her hips, eyes half-lidded.



"You're so pretty Mira... how does that feel?" Juniper breathed.



"Mm." Mira's voice was thick with warmth. "Everything's connected. When he pulls, I can feel it all the way *down.*"



Dad switched breasts and Mira gasped, her rhythm climbing. Juniper could see the milk: thin, pale beads drawn out with each suckle, his throat working as he swallowed. And underneath, the slow steady thrusts that rocked them both.



"When you start producing," Dad murmured against Mira's skin, glancing at Juniper, "you'll need this too. Your body will build pressure overnight. If you don't relieve it before school..."



"I know," Juniper said, small. "Seeing it makes me tingle."



He pulled Mira closer, his knot beginning to catch at her entrance with each deliberate rolling motion. "We'll take care of you when it happens. Both of us."



Mira came quietly, shuddering against his chest, and Juniper watched Daddy follow, the pulse of it visible through Mira's lower belly. They stayed connected while the knot softened, Mira settled softly against him, and Juniper sat enjoying the gentleness of the moment, the soft sweet subtle scent of milk with the warm earthy musk of sex.



When they finally separated, Dad kissed them both and headed for the office. "I'll make breakfast, maybe twenty minutes. Just finishing a few emails first."



Mira pulled on a black ribbed tank top and ripped denim booty shorts, frayed at the hems like she'd cut them herself. Too revealing to wear out without questions, but fun to tease Daddy and Juniper at home with. Black and white striped thigh-highs against her orange-russet fur, bare digitigrade paws on the hardwood.



Mira pointed at the stuffed rabbit peeking out of her overnight pack. "I need to borrow your bunny."



*Weird.* She thought, but nodded anyway.



Mira caught her wrist in the hallway. "Follow me. Close your eyes."



"What?"



"Close them."



Juniper closed them. Then was guided to the kitchen. Cold tile on her pawpads, the scent of coffee. She felt something pressed into her paws. Tissue paper, soft and pillowy.



"Open it."



Juniper opened her eyes and peeled the paper back. A small fox looked up at her. Orange fun fur, white belly, black ear tips. Green button eyes that caught the hallway light. The muzzle was pointed and sharp, the cheek tufts left long and fluffy, the body clipped close in a gradient that made it look like real fur growing in different lengths. A bushy tail with a white tip, full and untouched by the clippers.



"You *made* this?" Juniper turned it in her paws. The stitching was invisible. She ran her claw along where the seam should be and couldn't find it—just continuous fur flowing over the join, tuft by tuft, picked out with a pin until the construction disappeared. She'd seen Danny's rabbit. Loved it for its lopsided earnestness, the drooping ear, the visible thread. This was different. The detailed work, she couldn't see any stitches, every trapped fiber had been pulled until the fox looked *alive.*



"It's me," Mira said. Quiet. Her ears were pink, her gaze on the floor. "Danny made you a rabbit. A *you.* He looked at you and made what he saw." She reached out and touched the fox's pointed muzzle with one claw. "I made a me. To be there when I can't."



Juniper's chest went tight.



"Here." She held up the little rabbit plush in front of her. "Hold me up just a bit, my plush. Hold her arms open."



Juniper blinked, confused. The rabbit was slightly lopsided, one ear drooping, stitched with love and imperfect paws. Mira held it up beside the fox. "Watch."



She brought the fox close to the rabbit. Juni held the arms open with both her own paws, like the fox plush was open for a hug. When the two got close, Mira used her other paw to bring the fox plush's open paws close together—



*Click.*



The fox's arms snapped around the rabbit. Magnets in the paws, hidden under the felt, pulling closed with a soft decisive sound. The fox grabbed the bunny and held on. Arms locked around the rabbit's middle, the black paw-pads pressed flat against its back.



Juniper stared at it.



The fox holding the rabbit. *Grabbing.* The way Mira grabbed her in hallways. The way she caught her scruff and didn't let go. The magnets didn't ask. They just closed on proximity. The embrace sealed by physics.



And Danny's rabbit, his lopsided earnest heart stitched into rabbit, was the one being held. Folded into Mira's arms. He'd given Juniper herself out of love. Now Mira's fox was fitting into the rabbit plush, claiming her back, arms locking the two together like puzzle pieces.



"Juni?" Mira's voice was soft. Uncertain. "Is it okay?"



Juniper couldn't speak. She was remembering her pillows. The center of the nest she'd built earlier. The stuffed animals in their careful rings, the quilts piled high, and at the very center where she rested her cheek, Danny's rabbit had been sitting alone. Not anymore. Now the rabbit would be *held.* Every night. Arms locked magnetically. The fox at the center-center, the thing that held everything else.



She pulled the magnets apart—they resisted, then released. The fox's arms fell open. Brought them close again. *Click.* Embraced. Instant. Certain.



"The paws can hold the rabbit," Mira said, "or they can clip around your choker." Her eyes found the thin black cord at Juniper's throat, the carrot pendant. "The magnets will find it. It's small enough to hang there like a necklace." She was speaking faster now, ears still pink, her tail doing that nervous curl. "You don't really need the choker though, I bet my little Mira can hug you tight without. Just might be a little goofy, all fox tail pendant." She grinned. "So I can hold you. Even when I'm not there. Even when you're home and I'm with Daddy and we can't be together."



She felt Mira cup her cheek. "I'll be right there, Juni, on the little plush animal that's most *you.* Now we can hug any time you like and you don't have to be alone."



Juniper looked up. Mira's green eyes, bright and shy and brave all at once.



She thought about what Mira heard her say that afternoon with the brush moving through her fur. *You get him every day. And Bear. You wake up full. I wake up alone.*



*She heard me... she sees me.* She felt tears welling up, grateful and in love, the sting of being alone ebbing under the gratitude. Juniper leaned into Mira pressing herself against her fox, crushing the plush animals between them. Juniper breathed in deep and nuzzled against Mira's cheek. She pulled back to look at it again, marvelling at the morning light catching the little fox's fur, still at a loss.



"When you're at home," Mira whispered. Stumbling a little over her words. "At night. When I'm not there. Put her around your rabbit. Or around your neck. And text me." She swallowed. "I'll be hugging Daddy, and I'll think of you. And you won't be alone. You'll be held."



*I wake up alone.*



*Not anymore.*



Juniper pressed the fox against her chest. The paws caught the straps of her dress and clung there, right over her heart, the small arms trying to close around something too big for them. She could feel the pull of them through the cotton. The weight of it. Small and warm and refusing to let go.



"Juni—" Mira's voice cracked. "Is it—Do you—"



Tears, quiet and fast, were running down her grey cheeks and dripping off her blunt muzzle onto the fox clutched against her shirt. She pulled Mira in again with her free arm, fierce, crushing, the fox plush caught between their chests again where the magnets found each other through two layers of fabric and *clicked.*



"I love you," Juniper said into Mira's neck. "I love you, I love you, I love you."



Mira held her and breathed deep, her tension gone. Held her the way the fox held the rabbit. Arms, paws, and chest encircling her and not letting go.



Their breathing synchronized before they let go. Juniper wiped her face with the back of her paw. Looked at the fox. Then, carefully, she unclipped it from her shirt, re-directed its arms back to the bunny plush.



*Click.*



The fox grabbed the bunny.



"Every night," Juniper said. "I'm hugging this every night."



"And I'll know," Mira whispered. "Because you'll tell me. And I'll squeeze Daddy and think of you."



"*Our fox.*" Juniper held the paired plushies against her belly. The belly that was hiding something neither of them could see yet. "God, Mira. You learned to *sew* for me."



"It wasn't easy, I had to try a few times. Dad taught me the rest. But I *did* the work, I'm glad you like it." But Mira was crying too now, laughing through it, wiping her eyes with both paws. "The first one looked like a sad pancake. Or roadkill."



"I love the sad pancake too."



"It's in the trash."



"*Fish it out.* I want the whole collection."



Then Dad appeared in the kitchen. "Did someone say pancakes?"



"Different kind. My first plush, roadkill."



"I don't want to be thinking about roadkill... let's do Fennican Toast instead." Daddy laughed.



"Let's talk first," he said quietly. "About the pregnancy."



They sat in the living room: Juniper curled small on the couch, Mira pressed against her side, Dad in the armchair across from them. Bear padded over and rested his head on Juniper's knee, as if sensing she needed comfort.



"Tell me what you've been feeling," Dad said gently.



"I've been so tired." Juniper's voice was small. "And my chest hurts. And I keep—" She glanced at Mira. "Nesting. Arranging things without thinking about it. Mira noticed before I did."



"She built a whole den in her room," Mira added quietly.



Dad nodded slowly. "Those are signs, yes. Bunny instincts run deep; your body knows before your mind catches up." He paused. "But it could also be stress, or hormones, or your body adjusting to—" He chose his words carefully. "To everything that's changed lately."



"But if it's not that." Juniper looked up at him, eyes bright, not with fear, but something harder to name. Hope, maybe. "If I'm actually—"



"Then we deal with it together." He didn't hesitate. Just held her gaze like it was the simplest thing in the world. "That's what we do."



Her heart was hammering. But Dad's voice was steady, words simple. She breathed in and the air came back out slow. Easy. Her ears relaxed.



"I want to take a test," she said. "I need to *know.*"



Dad nodded. "I'll get one today. But Juni—" He waited until she met his eyes. "Whatever it says. Nothing changes."



"Nothing," Mira echoed fiercely.



Juniper pressed her face into Dad's shirt. Breathed him in. Let the word settle.



"Okay," she whispered. "Okay."



 ——————— 


The test sat on the bathroom counter.



Juniper had done her part: the awkward peeing, the waiting. Eyes fixed on the clock, trying not to look at the stick too early. Nothing to do but think.



*Consequences of wanting.* She mused. She wanted the knot so badly, wanted to remove the barrier. *At least I'm not alone, Mira's with me, Daddy's with me, Bear's with me. Even Danny.*



Now she stood in the bathroom alone. She'd asked for that. "Just me. For the first minute. Please."



Mira and Dad were in the hallway. She could hear his weight shift, Mira's tail brushing the wall.



*It's been enough time.*



The little window showed one line. Then, slowly, the second line darkened beside it. Pink. Certain.



Two lines.



She didn't gasp. Didn't reach for the counter. She looked at the two pink lines and felt what she'd felt at the spice rack at midnight, at the blanket pile on her bed, at the stuffed animals arranged in their careful rings around the fox and the rabbit hugging at the center. *Right. That's where you belong.*



Her paw found her belly. Resting. The gesture she'd been making for weeks idly. Now she knew why.



She picked up the test. Tilted it. Set it back down and straightened it so it was parallel with the counter edge. Then she adjusted the hand towel. Smoothed it flat against the bar.



Her reflection looked the same. Grey-brown fur, blue eyes, darker headfur, paint under her claws from Friday's art class. Still ten. Still small enough to be carried. But also the girl who alphabetized spice racks and built nests from stolen quilts and wanted *exactly this.*



She opened the door.



Mira's face was tight with worry. Dad's ears were forward, reading her.



Juniper held up the test. "I knew," she said, simply. "We knew."



Mira's breath caught. Dad's paw found the doorframe.



"I've known for weeks, really, wanted this since Mira told me." Juniper said. Her voice was steady and small and hers. "My body told me. This is just..." She looked at the two pink lines in her paw. "Paperwork."



She set the test on the hallway shelf, next to the framed photo of Mira at age four, and turned to face them both.



"I'm not scared." Ears level. Paw still on her belly. "I wanted what you have." She looked at Mira. "I pulled that condom off him. I stuffed it inside me. I asked him bare every time after." Her chin lifted. "I *chose* this."



Mira's eyes were wet. Dad's weren't, but his throat worked.



"I know you did, baby bunny," he said quietly. He opened his arms and she walked into them, and Mira was there too, and the three of them held each other in the hallway with the test sitting on the shelf behind them, parallel with the picture frame, exactly where it belonged.



Juniper pressed her face into his chest and breathed him in, cedar and coffee, and felt Mira's arms tight around her from the side, and the thing inside her that had been building for weeks settled into place like a shim under a wobbling corner.



She thought about her nest of pillows at home. The fox and the rabbit would be together hugging at its center, felt arms stitched around each other, button eyes looking at each other. Little plush Juniper and little plush Mira. Both given with love and sitting in the middle of a nest built for Silas's baby.



Danny would bring her soup when she was sick. He'd carry her backpack. He'd write her a poem about her belly getting round and think it was his doing, and his tail would go and go, and he'd be so *proud.*



Her throat ached. Not with guilt exactly. With the weight of being loved more than she deserved by someone who didn't have all the information.



*Ours.*



 ——————— 


That evening, after dinner, the three of them settled on the couch. Mira curled against Dad's side. Bear claimed the rug.



Juniper picked at the blanket pooled in her lap.



"Danny knows about us," she said. "Me and Mira."



Dad's ear tilted. "Mira told me. She was in my lap when she texted you at the park, but I wanted to respect your privacy. Let's talk about it though, tell me anyway."



"Last week. He caught us in the hallway." She didn't look up. "He was upset at first. But we talked. He's okay with it."



"How much does he know?"



"Just about me and Mira. Nothing else."



"But he's been asking about scents." Not a question. Dad's nostrils flared once, reading the air the way he always did. "Wolf nose."



"Yeah. I told him it was a fox thing. Maturity differences."



Dad was quiet for a moment. His paw found her knee. Gentle.



"How much does he understand about us? About the family, about what we do here?"



"Nothing about you. Nothing about Bear." Juniper's paw found Mira's. "Just that Mira and I are together. Sexually. He's okay with it. He chose to stay."



"Good." Dad's ears settled. "He's a good kid. I'm glad you have him." A pause. "We'll figure out the rest when we need to. One thing at a time."



The house ticked around them. Bear's claws clicked in the hallway.



"I already asked him to come over Friday," Juniper said. "Me, him, and Mira."



Dad's ears perked. "That so?"



"Mira's idea. She thought it would be good. Show him more of what we are, without showing him everything."



"And you want that?"



"I want him to feel like he belongs." She looked up. "Because he does. Just... not all the way in. Not like us."



Mira shifted against Dad's side. Her voice was quieter now, directed at him. "He doesn't get me, Daddy. That's not what this is. But if he's going to be with Juni, and we keep the walls a mile high between him and us, it's just going to put tension on everything." She found his paw, squeezed it. "I want things to be easier between the three of us. I wish it could be that easy with you and him too. It doesn't feel fair that we have to hide so much."



Dad was quiet. His thumb traced her knuckles once. She could feel him breathing through something.



"Nothing about our love is fair," he said. Voice soft, expression warm, his ears flopping in that rare unguarded way. "I wouldn't trade it. But what it costs, what we ask of the people around us to keep those secrets... it's heavier than I wish it were." He squeezed Mira's paw back. "But we have each other."



He kissed the top of her head, then looked at Juniper. His tail settled low, his eyes soft but serious.



"He can't know, Juni. Nobody can." His voice was low. Steady. "Even you. Bringing you into this was a risk that could have cost us everything."



Juniper's ears pressed back. She nodded, small. "I know."



"Of course you were worth it." His paw found her cheek, tilted her face up. "And now we're having a baby." His eyes moved between them, amber and warm and fierce. "I would do *anything* to keep you both safe. The four of you now. You're worth every cost. Every day, you're both worth it."



Mira pressed closer against his chest. Reached across him and tugged Juniper in until all three of them were tangled together, breathing each other in. Dad's arms around them both, his chin resting between their heads. Nobody speaking. Just the weight of what they had and what it cost and the choice to keep paying.



Bear's claws clicked in the hallway. He padded over and settled at their feet with a huff.



"So the walls stay up," Mira said eventually. Quiet, her face still pressed into Dad's shirt. "But a little shorter. For Danny."



"Just a little shorter," Dad agreed.



 ——————— 


They ended up in Dad's bed. All three of them tangled together, Bear sprawled across the foot. The test still on the hallway shelf. Nobody had moved it. Cum dripped from the girls who were both stuffed in both holes, Bear licking his softening cock. Mira and Juniper were panting, Daddy breathing deeply, content and spent.



Juniper lay between them, her head on Dad's chest, Mira curled against her back. His paw traced slow lines through her ear fur.



"I keep picturing it from the water park last week." Mira said whistfully, rolling her hips in afterglow.



"Oh?" Juniper asked, idly while Mira idly played with her clit, arms wrapped around and seeking low, dipping into her little bunny's slick folds. *God she knows exactly how to make it feel good.*



"Snot fountain." Mira giggled, pressing her fingers in deeper in punctuation.



"*Clearing my sinuses.*" Juniper wiggled against her and moaned in protest. "Are you trying to make me cum, or gross me out?"



"*Both.* Or... maybe just teasing because you're fun to touch. *Anyway.*" Juni felt Mira's fingers slip inside, finding rhythm while applying pressure to her clit. "You blew pool water and snot three feet, Juni. I saw it arc."



"It was a *foot* at most."



"I was really proud of you swimming, though." Mira's muzzle pressed into her shoulder. "Even if you did squirt me in the head with that water gun."



"Well, you *did* dunk me after. So we're even. But if you keep this up I'll squirt on you again."



"Maybe I like being squirted by my little bunny. We can take turns." Mira's other paw drifted down Juniper's side and she felt her fox squeeze her nipple while stimulating. "But you owe me for my problem solving with the mesh."



"I owe you for *a lot* of things." She closed her eyes, leaned back, then whispered, "faster."



*She's perfect. Yes. This rhythm.*



Her folds parted in rhythmic squelching and she felt herself get warm, cum matting her fur and leaking onto her fluffy tail, soaked from that evening. She came *hard* and squeezed Mira's fingers but the fox only slowed after the last shuddering motion rolled through her body.



When she opened her eyes her vision starred and faded back into focus with a light ringing in her ears.



"*Fuck* you're so good at that."



"The best."



Dad laughed warmly as she faded back into the room. "Girls. Heart cutaway due by morning. Wolf anatomy series, like the knee. Colorists need it before their workday starts." He kissed them each once, then extracted himself from the tangled sheets and padded toward the stairs. Bear lifted his head, considered following, and settled back down with his girls.



Mira shifted into the warm space he'd left, pressing close against Juniper's back. Her breathing slowed almost immediately. One light snore before she settled into easy breathing.



*Out.*



Juniper couldn't sleep, her body was ready, but the test on the ledge in the hall kept her awake. What it meant, knowing.



*I don't even really know how long I'll be pregnant.*



The thought hit her, she needed to know.



She pulled her phone off the nightstand, screen brightness low.



*Rabbit pregnancy timeline* she typed. The blue glow caught the edges of Mira's fur and she angled the screen away.



Twenty-eight weeks. Average for domestic rabbit anthros. She counted forward on her fingers, tapping each one against the phone case. Five weeks in now. Twenty-three remaining. Due date somewhere around... late November. She scrolled. *Weight gain begins to show at 8-10 weeks. For smaller-framed individuals, visible changes may appear earlier.*



Eight weeks. She had maybe a month before her body started announcing itself.



She scrolled to a fox gestation page. Thirty-six weeks. Mira was at twelve. Twenty-four left. Due date early December. But the bump was already there if you knew to look.



She opened the calculator app. Punched numbers. Twenty-three weeks from now for her. Twenty-four weeks from now for Mira.



*One week apart.*



She stared at the number. Counted again. Same answer. A week. Maybe less, if her body ran fast the way it ran at everything else.



Her paw found her belly in the dark. Still flat. Still nothing to feel. But in twenty-four weeks she'd be full and round and ready, and Mira would be right there next to her, just as ready.



*Together.*



She pressed the phone against her chest and breathed.



 ——————— 


Sunday


Juniper was up before the alarm, vibrating with something she needed to say.



Mira stirred beside her, rubbing her eyes. Juniper grabbed her paws before she'd even sat up.



"We're going to deliver within *days* of each other."



Mira blinked, still half-asleep. "What?"



"I did the math. Twenty-eight weeks for me, thirty-six for you, and you're seven weeks ahead, but I'm *faster,* Mira. I counted. We'll be a week apart. Maybe less."



Mira's ears lifted. Then her whole face changed, the sleepiness falling away.



"You're serious."



"Late November for me. Early December-ish for you. But it's so close. We're going to get big *together.*" Juniper was bouncing on her toes, that rabbit-vibration she couldn't control. "We'll be miserable together. We'll figure it all out together. I bet you'll waddle."



"I don't waddle."



"You *will.*" Juniper grabbed her arm. "Come here. Show me."



Mira pulled her sleep shirt up.



There it was. Twelve weeks now. A softness below her navel, the plush fox fur disguising most of it, but visible if you were looking. The curve where her belly used to be flat.



"This is twelve weeks," Mira said. Quieter. Holding the shirt up, letting herself be seen. "For me."



Juniper reached out. Her paw found the swell, warm through the thin fur. She pressed gently and felt the firmness underneath.



"When will I be like this?"



"Sooner than me. You've always been fast, Juni." Mira's paw covered hers on the bump. "You'll catch up to me in this too, I had a feeling."



Juniper's vision blurred. A little vertigo. She pressed her forehead against Mira's chest and held on.



"Not alone," she whispered.



"Not alone."



Juniper's phone buzzed.



    Mom: Warren's home early from the rig! Would you mind staying at Mira's through Monday? We haven't had time alone in two months.



She tilted it to Mira and they shared a grin.



So she stayed.



 ——————— 


Week Thirteen: Our Bunny


Monday


Silas dropped the girls off after their morning routine at the dropoff loop.



Then the nausea started.



Juniper barely made it through first period before she had to flee to the bathroom, hunching over the toilet while her breakfast made a reappearance. When she emerged, pale ears and shaky, Mira was waiting.



"Morning sickness?"



"Apparently." Juniper rinsed her mouth at the sink. "How do you deal with this?"



"Crackers. Ginger candies. And avoiding whatever smells trigger it." Mira produced a small bag from her pocket. "Here. I started carrying extras when mine kicked in."



Juniper took a cracker gratefully. "You're a lifesaver."



"I know what it's like." Mira leaned against the sink beside her. "It gets better. Usually around week twelve or so."



"That's weeks away."



"I know. It sucks. Maybe faster for you?" A pause. "Have you told Danny anything?"



"What would I even say?" Juniper chewed her cracker slowly, letting it settle her stomach. "'Hey, I know we've only done it twice and you wore a condom, but funny story...'"



"You don't have to tell him yet. Or ever, really. Not the truth." Mira's voice was careful. "But you might want to—I don't know. Prepare him? For the possibility?"



"That his girlfriend might get pregnant even though they're being careful?"



"Something like that."



Juniper thought about it. About Danny's sweet face, his earnest worry every time they were together. He'd been so nervous their first time, hands shaking, asking a dozen times if she was sure, fumbling with the condom like it might bite him.



*He'd blame himself,* she realized. *If I told him I was pregnant, he'd think it was his fault. He'd think the condom failed.*



And he'd never know what had already been inside her when he finally pushed in, shaking and sweet and so careful. That his gentleness had slid through what came before it, and she'd held him tighter because of it.



"I'll think about it," she said finally. "But not yet. I'm not... I need time to figure out what I'm feeling first."



Mira nodded. "At your pace, baby bunny. I'm here."



The bell rang. They headed to class, and Juniper made it all the way through second period before the nausea hit again.



*This is going to be a long month.*



 ——————— 


"You've been sick a lot lately," Danny said at lunch, watching her push food around her tray. "Are you okay?"



"Just a bug." The lie came easier now, and harder. She'd have to tell him eventually. "It's going around."



"My mom has this soup recipe. For when you're sick. I could bring you some?"



*He's so sweet,* she thought. *And he has no idea.* Juniper frowned for a moment, but caught herself when Danny cocked his head.



"That would be nice," she said. "Thank you, Danny."



He beamed like she'd handed him a trophy.



Across the table, Sage was telling a story about her failed attempt at learning how to skateboard with her brother, raising her paw to show a scrape. Theo was reading, as usual. But Danny's attention kept drifting, because under the table, Mira's foot had found Juniper's ankle.



The fox traced slow circles against her fur. Juniper's ears twitched, and across the table Danny's nose twitched in response. He knew what that scent meant now. She could see it in the way his nostrils flared, the way his eyes went half-lidded for just a second before he caught himself. Every time Mira touched her, Danny's body answered.



He shifted in his seat, legs crossing under the table. His ears kept drifting toward them even when his eyes stayed on his tray.



Mira leaned over to steal a fry from Juniper's tray, her tail brushing against the bench. "You should eat something," she murmured, close enough that her breath tickled Juniper's ear. "Keep your strength up."



"For what?" Juniper asked, playing along.



Mira's smile was slow and deliberate. "Friday night."



Danny's ears pinned forward so hard they nearly touched. His tail thumped against the bench once, twice, then he caught himself and pressed it flat, the fur along his neck bristling. Under the table, his legs crossed tighter. Juniper didn't need to look to know what he was hiding.



Mira's eyes flicked downward for just a second. Her smile widened. Danny's face burned.



"Passing secrets over there?" Sage called, grinning at them.



"Just telling Juni that Danny's been staring at her all lunch," Mira said breezily, sitting back. "Like a lost puppy."



Danny's ears flattened. "I have *not*—"



"You absolutely have," Theo said without looking up from his book. "It's very obvious."



"Adorable, really," Sage added, and Danny's tail curled between his legs in embarrassment.



"I wasn't... I was just..." He looked to Juniper for help, but she just smiled sweetly and stole one of his fries.



"It's okay," she said. "I don't mind being stared at."



Sage snorted. Theo turned a page. Danny looked like he wanted the floor to swallow him whole, but his tail betrayed him, already starting to wag again despite everything.



Mira caught Juniper's eye, then glanced meaningfully at Danny. Her foot pressed a little harder against Juniper's ankle. *Your turn,* that look said.



Juniper felt a flutter of mischief. She stood, circled the table like she was heading for the trash, and paused behind Danny's seat. Leaned down until her whiskers nearly brushed his ear.



"You should eat too," she murmured, pitching her voice just for him. "Keep your strength up. For Friday."



Danny's whole body went rigid. A soft whine escaped his throat before he could stop it, and the fur on his tail puffed out like he'd been shocked. His claws scraped against the table.



"More secrets?" Sage asked, ears pricking forward.



"Just telling him he looks tired," Juniper said innocently, sitting back. "He should get more sleep."



"Uh-huh." Sage's eyes lingered on Juniper for a moment, then slid sideways to Mira. Not to her face. Lower. To the oversized sweater that used to belong to Silas, the one Mira had been living in for weeks, the way it draped loose over her midsection, pooling in her lap where she sat.



Sage's nose twitched. Just once. Her grey eyes narrowed by a fraction, the sharpness of a coyote sighting movement in tall grass. Her gaze tracked the line of the sweater's hem, the way it didn't fall flat against Mira's belly the way it used to, the way it *tented* just slightly where fabric met body. One second. Two.



Then she picked up a fry, bit it in half, and looked away.



"My cousin ended up in a bush," she said, dropping right back into her story like she'd never left it. "Full-on face-plant. Thorns everywhere."



Her voice was easy. Her ears were not. They stayed a degree too still, angled forward but locked there, the way a predator's ears go when they've spotted something and decided not to chase. Yet. Her tail was down against the bench. Sage's tail was never down.



Juniper watched the coyote eat her fries, one by one, with a precision that had nothing to do with hunger. Sage was thinking. Sage was *deciding.* And whatever she decided, she'd decided it already, because when she glanced at Mira again it was at her face, not her belly, and the grin she offered was warm and deliberate and cost something.



Mira hadn't noticed. She was stealing another fry from Danny's tray, tail swishing, oblivious. Only Juniper had caught it. The calculation behind the easy grin. The thing Sage chose not to say.



*She can smell it. Or she can see it. Or both.*



Mira was thirteen weeks now. The bump was small, but it was there. And Sage noticed everything, and chose what to keep.



*He's a little cute when he squirms,* Juniper thought, glancing back at Danny. His tail was still going despite himself, ears swiveling between her and Mira like he couldn't decide where to look.



Under the table, she rested one paw on her belly. Still flat. Still hiding its secret.



 ——————— 


Wednesday


Danny dropped onto the grass between them at the oak tree, close enough that his knee bumped Juni's. Theo was already on his branch. Sage somewhere on the track, a sandy blur.



"So Friday. What should I bring?"



"Just yourself," Juni said. Her paw found a blade of grass, twisted it.



"And snacks." Mira picked at a dandelion. "Good ones. Not those weird cheese crackers your mom packs."



"My mom's cheese crackers are *fine.*"



"They taste like cardboard kissed a dairy farm."



"That's—" His ears twitched. "Okay, that's kind of accurate." His tail wagged once. "What about, like... should I bring a movie? Or a game?"



"Condoms, obviously." Mira snerked.



"*What?*" His fur bristled, his tail rigid and then swishing frantically behind him.



"Shhh, not so loud."



"Danny." Juni leaned into him, her mouth close to his ear. Not quite whispering. Pitched so Mira could hear every word. "We're not going to watch a movie. Or maybe we will, but not *only* that."



His ears went rigid. Mira could see the heat in them from here, the blood rushing to the thin fur.



"Oh." Small. His tail stilled. Then, quieter: "So when you said *stuff*..."



Mira was already doodling in the dirt with a twig. A fox and a rabbit. And between them, a wolf with his tail straight up, ears flat. She tilted it toward him. "See? That's you right now. Panicking."



"I'm not *panicking.*" His voice cracked on the second word.



Juni kissed his cheek. Quick, soft. "You're going to have fun. I promise."



His tail broke free. Full wag, the kind that moved his whole body. Above them, Theo turned a page without looking down.



 ——————— 


Thursday


Mira texted Juni in second period:



    Mira: Recess. Bushes behind the equipment shed. Bring your wolf.



The privet hedge behind the shed was scraggly and thin, but thick enough to crouch behind. Mulch and old cigarette butts from the custodial staff's breaks. The shed blocked the sight line from the teacher's bench. Nobody came back here.



Mira leaned against the chain-link fence, tail threaded through the links, and waited. Juni appeared first, slipping around the corner with her ears swiveling. Danny followed a minute later, crouching low, looking like he was infiltrating a military compound.



"Relax." Mira pulled her tail free of the fence. "Nobody cares about the bushes."



He settled beside Juni on the mulch, knees drawn up. His ears kept swiveling toward the playground.



"Tomorrow night," Juni said, her voice dropping. "I want to tell you what's going to happen. So you're not surprised."



Danny's claws found the mulch. Mira watched his tail press flat against the ground.



"Mira and I are going to be together first. While you watch." Juni held his gaze. "She's going to touch me. I'm going to touch her. You'll see everything."



He nodded once. Didn't speak.



"And then, when I'm ready, I'm going to want you." Juni's paw found his knee. "And Mira's going to help. She might touch you too. Just enough to get you ready for me."



"*Touch* me how—"



"You'll find out." Mira kept her voice low. She could see every twitch in his face from here, the ears cycling, the way his jaw worked. "You don't have to perform. Don't try to be smooth. Just show up and be Danny."



"I can do that." His voice shook. "That's basically all I know how to do."



"Here." Mira reached for Juni. "Watch."



She pulled the rabbit close by the front of her shirt, right there on the mulch, and kissed her. Not the quick pecks they snuck in hallways. She kissed her the way she kissed her at home: deep, slow, her tongue finding Juni's, the angle they'd learned in the maple tree. Juni made a small sound against her mouth and melted forward, her paws finding Mira's waist.



Danny's breathing went ragged. Mira could hear it even with Juni's mouth on hers.



She didn't stop. Her paw slid down Juni's belly, under the waistband of her skirt, and Juni gasped into the kiss. Mira's fingers found her—slick already, the rabbit's body answering the same way it always did, compact and warm and wet against her paw. She stroked once, slow, and Juni's hips pressed into her hand.



Then she pulled her paw free. Her fingers glistened in the filtered light coming through the short trees above them.



She broke the kiss and looked at Danny. His ears were flat, his chest heaving, his claws dug so deep into the mulch his knuckles had gone pale.



She held her wet fingers out to him. "Taste her."



His eyes went wide. He looked at her paw, at the slick shining on her fingerpads, at Juni's flushed face. His nose was already working, pulling in the scent—Juni's sweetness, thick and close in the warm air behind the shed.



He leaned forward. His tongue found her fingers. One slow lick, his eyes closing, a whine building in his throat that he couldn't stop.



Juni reached between her own legs and brought her paw back wet. She held it out to Danny too.



He tasted Juni's fingers the same way. Slower this time, his tongue tracing each pawpad, his tail going rigid behind him. When he pulled back, his eyes were glazed and his mouth was open and he looked like he'd forgotten how language worked.



"That's what tomorrow tastes like," Mira said.



"I'm—" He swallowed. "I'm definitely going to throw up. In a good way. I don't—I can't—" His tail started wagging despite everything. "How am I supposed to go back to *class* after this?" His pants were tented, and he adjusted as best he could before hiding himself behind a binder withdrawn from his backpack.



Mira checked the playground through a gap in the shrubs and bushes. "Bell in two. Go first. We'll follow."



He stood on shaky legs, brushed mulch off his knees, and looked back at them one more time. His ears were flat and pink. Mira showed her canines. Juni's cotton tail bounced.



"Tomorrow," he said.



"Tomorrow." They said it together, the way they'd said *stuff,* and his ears pinned and he fled.



Mira watched his grey tail disappear around the equipment shed. *Good. Let him stew in that all night.*



"He's going to lose sleep over us," she said.



Juni's paw found hers in the mulch. The one that was still damp. "You're enjoying this."



"Your ears go pink every time you say something dirty to him." Mira brought Juni's paw to her mouth and licked the remaining slick off her fingers, slow, holding her gaze. "It's adorable."



"Shut *up.*"



"Never."



 ——————— 


Mira stole a fry off Danny's tray at lunch. But instead of eating it, she held it out to Juni. "Open."



Juni opened her mouth. Mira placed the fry on her tongue, slow, her fingernails grazing Juni's lower lip on the way out. Juni closed her mouth and chewed, holding Mira's gaze.



Danny's fork clattered against his tray.



"Butterfingers," Sage observed without looking up from the video she was showing Theo.



"Sorry," Danny managed. His paw found his fork and gripped it like a lifeline. His ears couldn't settle: flat, forward, sideways, flat again.



Juni leaned against Danny's shoulder. Her mouth near his ear, whispering. "You're thinking about tomorrow."



"I'm thinking about *right now.*" Barely a whisper. "You two are doing this on purpose."



"Doing what?" Mira traced her foot up Juni's calf under the table. Juni's ear twitched. "I was sharing food with my best friend." She picked up another fry. Bit it in half. Chewed slowly, watching Danny the whole time. "Is that a problem?"



"No. No problem. No problem at all." His tail was going under the bench. He'd stopped trying to control it.



Mira's paw slipped under the table. Found Juni's thigh. *Click.*



Juni's fork froze. Her ears went rigid, her thighs pressed together, her paw gripped the table edge.



Danny's nostrils flared. His eyes darted to Juni, to Mira's arm retreating. His ears pinned forward.



"You okay?" Sage glanced up.



"Fine." Juni picked up her fork. Took a bite. Chewed. Her ears stayed rigid.



Minutes passed. Sage went back to her video. Theo read. Danny kept eating but his nose kept working, quick pulls, ears locked on Juni. She was shifting in her seat now, small rolls of her hips she couldn't quite control, her scent thickening in the warm air between them.



Juni's paw found Danny's under the table. Guided it to her thigh. Higher. Past the hem of her skirt, up to where the hum lived against soaked cotton.



His eyes went wide. His paw stilled against the buzz and the heat and the damp.



Juni shifted his finger to the button. Pressed his paw down. *Click.*



He picked up his fork. His fingers were wet and shaking. He brought a fry to his mouth, chewed without tasting. His nostrils flared at his own paw.



He didn't wipe them off.



Juni reached under the table again. Found Mira's thigh. *Click.*



Mira's tail snapped straight. She gripped her juice box hard enough to dent the cardboard. Juni's blue eyes found hers across Danny's chest.



*Tag.*



She breathed through her nose. Ate a fry. Tasted nothing. Danny's nose twitched toward her now, ears swiveling. She could feel herself soaking through, warmth spreading, and there was nothing to do but sit and let it hum.



Juni let her squirm for the rest of lunch. Mira just let the sensation comfort her, watching Danny noticing she left it on.



The bell. Mira clicked herself off in the shuffle of everyone standing. Her thighs were slick as she walked.



In the hallway, Danny brought his paw to his nose. Quick. Almost involuntary. His ears went pink. He shoved the paw in his pocket.



Juni caught Mira's eye over his shoulder and grinned.



 ——————— 


Final period, Juniper texted him under her desk.



    Juniper: Tomorrow. Don't forget your condoms. =:3



He nearly dropped his phone. She could see him from three rows back, ears shooting straight up, tail going rigid, and she bit the inside of her cheek to keep from grinning. *Definitely cute when he squirms.*



 ——————— 


Thursday Night: Preparation


Juni's mom was working a double. Dad picked them both up after school.



They were on the bed, still in their school clothes, Juni's skirt bunched at her hips. Mira lay beside her, paw tracing lazy circles on her belly.



"I hate that Daddy can't be there tomorrow." Mira's claws caught the hem of Juni's panties, tugged them sideways. "I get him every morning. You should get to carry him too."



"I'm already pregnant with his baby." Juni's ears went sideways, that wry look. "So the practical argument is a little redundant."



"It's not about *practical.*" Mira kissed her belly. "It's about Danny sliding his little condom through *Daddy* and not knowing."



Juni shivered. "That's so mean."



"That's so *hot.*"



"Both." Juni bit her lip. "Bear too?"



"Obviously Bear too."



"God, we're terrible." But she was pulling her panties off, and her ears were flushed, and her tail was already lifting. "Let's be terrible."



"You two are scheming again." Dad leaned in the doorway, coffee in hand, reading them the way he read anatomy. One look at Juni's bare legs and Mira's canines and he had the full picture. "I could hear you giggling from the office."



"We need you, Daddy." Mira's tail swished. "Professionally."



"Professionally." His ears tilted. "That's new."



"Juni needs to be full of you tomorrow. For Danny. Mira's idea." Juni's ears burned but she held his gaze. "Please?"



He set his coffee on the dresser. "You had me at *professionally.*"



Bear knew that scent. He was off his bed and between her thighs before Mira could call him, mounting with the frantic urgency she'd learned to love. His claws pricked her hips, his cock drove deep, and Juni pressed her cheek to the sheets and let him take her. Mira watched from beside them, one paw between her own legs, the other stroking Juni's ears flat while the Akita hammered into her bunny.



Bear's knot swelled and caught and locked. His cum flooded her in hot steady pulses. Juni's eyes rolled back.



When he softened and slipped free, Dad was already there. He ran his thumb along Juni's stretched rim, feeling what Bear had left her. "Messy girl." Warm. Proud.



He pushed in. His cock slid through the dog's cum, and the sound Juni made was different. Not the sharp gasps of Bear's rhythm. A long, low moan, her whole body softening around him as he took his time. Slow grinding that pressed everything deeper. His knot swelled against her and she bore down into it, welcoming the lock, feeling him pulse on top of what Bear had given.



Mira had the keeper ready when his knot finally eased. The moment he pulled free she caught the flood, pressing the silicone cup into place before a drop escaped. Juni gasped at the seal.



"All night," Mira said. "All day tomorrow."



"All day at *school.*" Juni's paw found her belly. She could feel the warmth settling deep, the weight of both of them held against her cervix. "Sitting in class full of Daddy and Bear while Danny passes me notes."



Mira grinned. Canines showing. "And tomorrow night he'll slide right through all of it and never know."



"We're *terrible.*"



"The worst."



Dad kissed Juni's forehead, then Mira's. "My terrible girls." He pulled the blanket over them both. "Get some sleep. You've got a wolf to ruin tomorrow."



Juni pulled Mira close and kissed her, tasting herself and Bear and Daddy all mixed on Mira's tongue. She fell asleep between her foxes with the keeper humming warm inside her.



 ——————— 


Dad's alarm went off at seven-thirty. Juni felt him shift, felt Mira grumble and burrow deeper into the pillows. His paw found her shoulder in the dark.



"Time to go, baby bunny. Your mom's shift ends at nine."



She dressed in the dim hallway, still half-asleep, school clothes from yesterday. The keeper shifted with every step down the stairs and she pressed her thighs together at the front door.



Dad drove quiet streets with the headlights cutting through fog. Juni leaned against the passenger window, watching houses slide past, one paw on her belly.



"You okay?" He glanced over.



"Full." She smiled without opening her eyes. "Really full."



He reached over and squeezed her knee. Three squeezes. *I love you.*



She squeezed his paw back. Three.



He dropped her at the end of the cul-de-sac. She slipped in the front door, kicked off her shoes, and was in bed with the covers pulled up before the furnace clicked on. Her mom would find her exactly where she expected.



The keeper held everything in place. Sealed and waiting for tomorrow night.



 ——————— 


Friday


At lunch, Juniper tilted her phone toward Mira. Danny was right there beside her, ears already pink, his tray untouched.



"You sent these at *seven AM,*" Juniper said, scrolling.



    Danny: I can't control my tail and I keep missing things in class.

    Danny: I'm excited but I'm also really nervous, what if I'm bad at it and just sit there awkward?



Mira snorted so hard milk came out her nose. Danny's ears flattened. "I was having a moment. Those were *private.*"



"You texted my girlfriend." Mira wiped her eyes, already reaching for Juniper's phone. "Nothing is private." Her thumbs moved fast.



Danny's phone buzzed on the table. He looked down.



    Mira: You can sit awkward and watch us have all the fun. When Juni wants you... I'll help guide your cock inside her myself. ;3



His ears went rigid. His whole face flushed under his fur. He looked up at Mira across the table. She wiggled her fingers at him.



His thumbs moved. Juniper's phone buzzed.



    Danny: She's RIGHT HERE. She typed that RIGHT IN FRONT OF ME.



Juniper tilted the screen toward Mira. They both dissolved, foreheads pressed together, shaking. Danny's tail was wagging despite himself, that helpless full-body swish he couldn't fake.



"You three are *unhinged,*" Sage announced, stealing a fry off Danny's untouched tray. "I know tonight's your big date, but you don't have to text in front of us back and forth giggling." She shook her head, but was grinning like this was the funniest thing in the world.



"Completely unhinged," Juniper agreed, still laughing.



Danny picked up his fork. Set it down. Picked it up again. His ears hadn't recovered. Under the table, Juniper's paw found his knee and squeezed, and the look he gave her was so earnest and flustered and *ready* that she had to look away or she'd kiss him right there.



 ——————— 


Friday Night: Inclusion


Dad's truck was warm when they piled in at the pickup loop. Danny climbed into the back seat and Bear shoved between the front seats immediately, pressing his broad muzzle into Danny's lap.



"Bear, *off*—" Danny laughed, pushing at the Akita's head. "Hey buddy, your nose is *freezing.*"



Bear didn't care. He scrambled over the console and fully into the back seat. His whole body did that low wiggle. Danny scratched behind his ears with both paws and Bear's eyes half-closed, leaning heavy into the touch.



"He likes you," Dad said from the driver's seat.



"He likes everyone, right?"



"He's good, but not usually this friendly." Dad's amber eyes found Danny's in the rearview. Held there for a beat. "He's picky with his affection."



Danny sat a little straighter. Mira bit back a grin and looked out her window in the front seat Bear vacated. Juni settled in next to Danny and Bear, laughing at the two of them.



Dad started the truck and pulled out.



"So, um—what do you do, Mr. Blackthorn? For work?"



"Silas. I'm an anatomical illustrator. Textbooks, prints. There's an otter print hanging in Mira's room. You might see it tonight."



"Like, medical stuff?"



"Veterinary. Cross-sections, muscle groups, skeletal overlays. I'm finishing the wolf plates now, actually."



"Wolf plates." Danny's ears perked. "Do you work from photos or—like, how do you get the layers right? The fur over the muscle, and then the bone underneath?"



Dad's ear tilted toward the rearview. "Reference photos for structure. But the rendering is freehand. You have to understand what's *under* the surface before you can draw what's on top of it."



"That's so cool." Danny was leaning forward between the seats. "I tried drawing a dog once and I couldn't even get his ears right."



"Ears are hard. The cartilage folds differently in every breed."



Mira watched them talk, her chin on her arm against the window. Danny's questions were fast and genuine, the way he got when something actually interested him. Dad answered each one the way he answered anyone who was curious. Specific. Unhurried.



At the house, Danny's nose went to work before he'd cleared the front door. Mira could see it, the nostrils pulling in quick wolf-draws, his ears cataloguing. Cedar and coffee and Bear's warm musk, all of it layered into the walls and the hardwood and the air itself. His tail tucked close to his leg for the first few steps, then loosened as the front hall opened into the kitchen.



He stopped at the photos climbing the stairwell wall. A constellation of frames leading up to the landing: Mira as a kit, Dad and Mama at some outdoor market, Bear as a puppy with ears too big for his head.



"Is that your mom?"



"Yeah."



His ears pressed back. Soft. He didn't push.



Pizza arrived twenty minutes later. They ate at the kitchen table, Bear stationed underneath, his heavy head rotating between ankles hoping for drops. Danny let a pepperoni fall and Bear had it before it hit the floor.



"*Stealth mode,*" Danny whispered.



"So your mom's a baker?" Dad leaned back with his coffee. "Juni says the oatmeal raisin cookies were good."



"She stress-bakes. Like, if I mention a girl she makes three batches of something." Danny's ears went pink. "She made snickerdoodles when I told her about tonight. I have a bag in my backpack."



"Smart woman. Bring those out later." Dad grinned.



Danny's tail had loosened against the chair. By the second slice he was laughing, and by the third he'd stopped checking the doorways.



Danny set down his crust. His ears pressed flat. "Mr. Blackthorn—Silas. I should probably tell you. My mom thinks this is a group sleepover. Like, with Theo here too." He stared at his plate. "She wouldn't let me stay at a girl's house. So... please don't mention it's just us. If she calls or anything."



Dad's coffee paused halfway to his mouth. He set it down.



"Danny." Steady. Warm. "Your secret's safe here. I promise."



Danny's ears lifted. "Thank you. I know it's weird to ask—"



"It's not weird. You care about them. That's worth a white lie." Dad picked his coffee back up. "Besides, it's not like you three are having an orgy."



Danny inhaled his pizza crust. He coughed, ears pinned, face burning under his fur. Juni's fork froze mid-bite.



Mira laughed. Bright, easy, the laugh of a girl who found her dad embarrassing in the normal way. "No, obviously not *just* the three of us." She reached down and scratched Bear's ears under the table. "Bear's invited too."



Bear's tail swished under the table at his name.



Danny wheezed. The cough broke into a real laugh. "The dog. Right. Obviously the *dog* is invited to the orgy."



"He'd hog the blankets," Juni added, and Danny lost it completely, his snout hitting the table, shoulders shaking. He rubbed his nose.



Dad sipped his coffee. His eyes found Mira's over the rim. The smallest twitch at the corner of his mouth.



She held his gaze for one beat. *You started it.* Then they both shared a smile.



They moved to the living room. Some cartoon neither girl was watching, the volume low. Danny on the couch between them, Juni tucked against his left side, Mira on his right with her legs folded under her. Bear sprawled across all their feet. Dad settled in the armchair with his book and reading glasses. A family evening with a guest. Nothing to see.



Dad's phone buzzed on the armrest. He checked it, then checked his watch.



"Printshop closes at nine." He set his book down, stood, stretched his shoulders. "I need to grab the proofs for the wolf plates before they lock up." He grabbed his keys off the hook by the door. Looked at Bear. "Come on, boy. Ride with me."



Bear hauled himself off their feet and padded to the front door, tail going.



Dad paused in the kitchen doorway. His eyes found Mira's across the room. One beat. The look she knew. *I trust you. Be smart.*



Then he turned to Danny. Easy smile. "Take care of my girls."



"Yes sir." Danny's ears went forward. Earnest.



Dad ruffled Mira's ears on the way past. Scratched between Juni's. The front door opened and closed. Bear's claws on the porch steps, the truck door thudding, the engine catching and pulling away.



The house settled. Quieter without Dad's weight in it, without Bear's tags jingling. Just the refrigerator hum and the evening light going amber through the kitchen windows and the cartoon murmuring from the TV.



Juni's foot found Mira's behind Danny's ankles. Pressed.



"So," Mira said. She clicked the TV off. "Upstairs?"



Danny's tail went rigid. Then wagged. Then rigid again.



"Upstairs," Juni said, and took his paw.



 ——————— 


They sent Danny ahead. "Pick any spot on the bed, we'll be right there."



His ears perked and he bounded up the stairs. The bathroom door clicked shut behind the girls.



Mira hiked her skirt. Juni did the same. Two keepers, side by side on the sink edge. Mira's came out quick, practiced, a soft sound and a sharp exhale. Juni's took longer. The seal broke and warmth flooded down immediately, Thursday night's load spreading through her, thick and heavy after being held all day.



She gripped the counter. "*God.*"



"Good?" Mira was wiping hers clean, wrapping it in tissue.



"Very." Juni's thighs were already slick. She blotted the worst of it, but there was no catching everything. That was the point.



They checked the mirror. Straightened their clothes. Looked at each other.



"Ready?" Mira's canines showed.



"Ready."



 ——————— 


Mira's bedroom. Door closed. Danny sat at the foot of the bed, paws fidgeting in his lap, ears angled toward the framed otter above the desk. *He found it.* His eyes stayed on it a moment, until she and Juni climbed up and held his paws, pulling them into her lap.



He looked up. Their eyes met and held. Then he looked to Mira, his eyes wide and expression soft. His ears a flitted nervously.



"Ground rules." Mira's voice, warm but firm. "I'm here for Juni. Not you. I might touch you if it helps her." She let that sit. Watched his ears perk and steady. "But you don't get to have me. That's hers."



Danny nodded fast, tail going. "I just want to be here. However that works."



Juni kissed his cheek. "Good boy." Then she turned and crawled across the bed to Mira. "Now watch."



"Hi, little bun." Mira said softly.



She shivered at the words.



"Hi, pretty fox."



Mira's tail swished gentle, pleased.



She kissed Mira and everything else dropped away. Danny, the bed, the plan. Just Mira's mouth, familiar, the taste of fox underneath mint toothpaste. Mira's paws found her waist and pulled, and her body went where they told it to. Into Mira. Against her. Tongue finding tongue, the kiss deepening until she forgot anyone else was in the room.



A sound from the foot of the bed. Soft, whimpering. *Danny.*



She didn't stop, didn't even turn around. Mira's paws were already moving, pulling her shirt over her head, and cool air hit her bare chest and she shivered. Mira's mouth followed the fabric down: throat, collarbone, the gentle slope of her chest.



"She's so sensitive here." Mira said it toward Danny without looking at him. Then her mouth closed over Juni's nipple and *pulled.*



Juni cried out. Her back arched, her paws gripping Mira's ears. She could hear Danny's breath catch. The rustle of him shifting, adjusting himself in his pants.



Mira's paw found Danny's wrist. Guided it to Juni's hip. "Here. Touch her."



His paw landed warm and trembling. Too hard. He gripped her leg like a rail on a bumpy bus ride to prevent a fall. *Ack.*



"Softer." Mira moved his paw lower, along the curve of her hip to her inner thigh. "Feel how warm she is? Follow the heat."



His fingers traced inward. Clumsy. Searching.



"Not there." Mira shifted his paw a half inch. "*Here.* Where she swells. Feel it?"



He pressed. Juni gasped.



"*Circles.*" Mira's voice dropped. "Small ones, pressure against her pelvis. Gentle first and build up as you feel her clit swell. It's subtle, girls aren't as obvious as boys, but we *do* swell a little."



He tried. His finger moved in uneven loops, too fast, then too slow, then finding something that made Juni's hips lift off the bed. Her breath caught and she grabbed his wrist and held it *there.*



"*Right there,* Danny." She could barely speak. "Don't stop. Don't change... anything." She gasped and leaned into Mira.



He didn't stop. His paw was still shaking but the circles steadied, learning her, pressing harder when she pressed into him. Mira watched from behind Juni's shoulder, her chin resting on the rabbit's headfur, small corrections whispered against her ear. *A little left. Slower. There.*



Then Mira's muzzle dipped lower. Past Juni's navel. Between her thighs. Danny's paw retreated and Mira's tongue replaced it and Juni's world narrowed to *that.*



Danny whined. Thin, wolf, helpless.



"You can touch yourself." She managed it between gasps. "It's okay."



She came with Mira's name in her mouth and her paws fisted in fox fur and Danny's desperate sounds filling the room around her.



Mira pulled back. Licked her lips. Looked past Juni at Danny.



"Your turn."



"What?"



"She's your girlfriend too." Mira shifted behind her, pulling Juni back against her chest so she was reclined between Mira's legs. Open. Flushed. "Grab your condom."



Danny stood. His paws found his belt, fumbled, tried again. Button. Zipper. He pushed everything down and stepped out of the pile and stood there bare, his small wolf cock hard and flushed, dripping from the tip, his tail tucked tight against his leg.



Juni looked at him. The way she looked at Mira when she wanted to memorize something. His grey fur was darker along his chest, lighter at his belly. Lean, all angles, still growing into the frame his species promised. His cock stood rigid from his sheath, pink and eager, smaller than what her body knew but *his,* and the nervous trembling in his thighs made her chest tight.



*He's beautiful.*



She caught Mira's eye over her shoulder. The fox glanced down at Danny, then back at Juni. One ear tilted. The look wasn't cruel. Just honest. *He's sweet. He's small. He's yours.*



Juni smiled. *Mine.*



"You look good, Danny." She said it simple and warm because he was standing naked in front of two girls and his ears were flat and he needed to hear it.



His tail uncurled. One wag.



He dug the condom from his jeans on the floor. His claws caught the foil, tore it wrong, packet splitting sideways.



"I have—I brought extras—" Already reaching for the pocket again.



"Here." Mira plucked the second packet from his paw, tore it clean with her teeth, and leaned forward over Juni's shoulder.



Juni *watched.* The fox's longer muzzle taking the wolf's small pink length, her tongue working him slick in three quick bobs. Danny made a sound like someone had stepped on his tail. Mira pulled off, licked her lips, rolled the condom down before he'd started breathing again.



*She's done this before.* She must have practiced on Daddy, probably for fun, certainly not consistency. *Not for him.*



Mira guided him forward. Positioned the tip against Juni's entrance. Her paw warm on his shaft, her other arm still wrapped around Juni from behind.



"Let him in, baby bunny." Mira's muzzle pressed against her ear.



Juni reached for Danny's hips and pulled.



He sank into her and the first thing she felt was the cum shifting. Thursday night's load, finally free, the warmth she'd been carrying all day now coating Danny's condom the moment he pushed through. The wet sound when his hips met hers made his ears pin flat.



*Small.* She felt it and wouldn't make it cruelty. He was warm. He was shaking. He was *Danny,* and he was trying, his hips finding a rhythm, his paws gripping her thighs with the earnest desperation of a boy who wanted to be enough.



Mira's mouth stayed at her ear. "Can you feel them?"



Juni nodded. Her eyes stung.



"He's swimming through Daddy." Only for her. Mira's paw slid down her belly and found her clit, circling with the practiced precision Danny couldn't match. "Through Bear. Through everything we put inside you last night."



"*Mira—*"



"Does it feel good?"



"*Yes.*" Her hips rolled into Danny's rhythm. The condom slid through the thick warmth and she could feel everything. His pulse through the latex, faint but there. The difference of him against the residue of the men she loved. His four inches reaching half the depth Daddy went, but the top of her canal was where the cum pooled thickest, and his tip was stirring through it, churning Bear and Daddy together every time he bottomed out.



"You're doing so good," Mira told him. Louder now. For him. Her paw still working Juni's clit while Danny thrust. "She's so wet for you. Can you feel how much she wants this?"



He whimpered. His hips snapped harder.



"Deeper." Mira's voice dropped. "She can take so much more than you think."



Juni clenched around him and Danny made a broken sound. His thrusts went ragged. His whole body trembling between her thighs.



"Gonna—" He gasped. "Juni, I'm gonna—"



Mira's free paw reached around Juni's hip, found Danny's ass right at his tail base, and *pulled* him deeper.



"Breed our bunny," she whispered.



 ——————— 


*Breed.*



The word hit him somewhere behind his navel and detonated. Something old and wolf, something that tracked scent and read territory and knew what *claim* meant before language existed. His hips slammed forward, burying himself as deep as the condom let him go, and his tip pressed against something warm and thick and *already there,* pooled at the far end of her.



He came so hard his vision went white. His whole body locked, jaw clenching, his knot swelling against the condom's base, too small to tie but *trying,* each pulse filling the latex while Mira's paw held his hip and Juni's body milked him and the word kept ringing in his skull.



*Breed our bunny. Ours.*



He was too far gone to untangle what *ours* meant. Just coming and coming into the condom while her walls squeezed and the thick wetness coated everything.



 ——————— 


He pulled out trembling. The condom was heavy. The outside coated in something thicker than lube. Milky.



His nose worked once. The question didn't form.



He tied it off with shaking paws, and then he was hovering at the edge of the bed, tail going, ears uncertain.



"Can I...?"



Juni reached for him. Mira shifted to make room. Danny curled against Juni's back, his arm draping over her waist, his nose pressing into her shoulder fur.



"Thank you," he whispered. "Both of you."



Juni reached back and stroked his ears. Reached forward and laced her fingers through Mira's. Danny's breathing slowed against her spine. Mira's heartbeat steady against her chest.



She could still feel the cum inside her, thick and warm, Bear and Daddy stirred into a froth by Danny's condom and now settling deep again. His own release sealed in latex he'd pulled free. Separate on the nightstand.



She nuzzled into Mira's neck and closed her eyes.



*Ours.*



 ——————— 


Saturday


Mira woke before the others, slipping out of bed while the sky was still gray.



She found Dad in the kitchen, already starting coffee. He looked up when she padded in, and his arms opened automatically. She went to him, pressing her face into his chest, breathing in the familiar scent of *home.*



"How'd it go?" His voice was soft, just for her.



"Good, I think." She tilted her head back to look at him. "He was so nervous, Daddy. Shaking the whole time."



"And you?"



"I helped." A small smile. She wrinkled her nose. "Not bad. Just... not what I'm used to."



Dad's ears tilted forward, but his tail gave an amused wag. "Curious girl."



She paused, tail swishing. "And I made sure Juni actually felt good. He's not—" She paused, choosing her words. "He tries. But he needed help."



Dad's paw found her chin, tilting her face up. "That's my girl. Taking care of your family."



They stood like that for a moment, father and daughter, the quiet of early morning wrapped around them. Then Dad released her and reached for a pan.



"Go wake Bear. Quietly, let the others sleep. You and I have our morning to finish before our guests are up."



Mira's tail swished. Even with everything else, the rhythm stayed the same. Daddy first. Always.



 ——————— 


Morning light filtered through the curtains.



Juniper woke to the smell of bacon and the sound of someone moving around in the kitchen. Danny was still curled against her back, his arm heavy over her waist, his breath warm and even against her fur. On her other side, Mira's spot was empty, the sheets still warm.



She extracted herself carefully, trying not to wake Danny, and padded out to the kitchen.



Dad stood at the stove, spatula in hand, wearing his usual weekend clothes: soft pants, an old t-shirt. Mira perched on the counter beside him, stealing pieces of bacon as they came off the pan.



"Morning, baby bunny." Dad's voice was warm, easy. Like this was any other Saturday. "How'd you sleep?"



"Good." Juniper hovered in the doorway, suddenly aware she was only wearing one of Mira's oversized shirts. "Danny's still asleep."



"Let him rest. Growing wolves need their sleep." Dad flipped a pancake with practiced ease. "Grab some plates, would you? Breakfast is almost ready."



Bear padded in from the back room, finally released from his crate, and made a beeline for Juniper. She scratched behind his ears, and he leaned into her hand with a happy groan.



"Morning, Bear," she murmured.



Danny stumbled out a few minutes later, fur rumpled, eyes still half-closed. He paused in the doorway when he saw Dad at the stove, ears pressing flat, suddenly aware he'd slept in the man's house after doing things to his daughter's girlfriend that the man had joked about not happening.



"Morning, Danny." Dad didn't turn from the griddle. Easy. Warm. "Sleep okay?"



"Uh." Danny's tail curled tight. "Yes sir. Thank you. For, um. Everything. Last night. The pizza. And the—" He stopped himself before he said *orgy joke.* "Hospitality."



"Sit down. Pancakes are almost done."



Danny sat. His ears slowly uncurled.



He set plates in front of the girls first, a fox pancake for Mira, a rabbit for Juniper. Danny watched with quiet fascination as Dad poured batter into the pan and shaped something new: tall ears set close together, a broad snout where Mira's fox had sharp cheek tufts. A wolf.



"That's for me?" Danny's tail wagged before he could stop it.



"Of course." Dad slid the plate across. "It's shaped like you."



Danny's tail hadn't stopped wagging. Dad's own plate held a plain circle, no animal shape at all.



"I saw the otter, by the way. In Mira's room." Danny's ears were earnest. "It's even cooler in person."



Dad's ear tipped, pleased.



"Did you get everything at the printshop?" Danny asked between bites.



"Got everything I needed." Dad poured himself more coffee. "You three were out cold when I got back." A sip. "Tossed the water balloon on the nightstand for you."



Danny's fork stopped. His ears went flat. The flush crept up through the thin fur of his cheeks.



"The—" His voice cracked. "Thank you. Sir."



"Silas." Another sip. "And you're welcome."



Juni bit the inside of her cheek so hard it stung. Across the table, Mira was studying her pancake with extraordinary focus.



By the second pancake he was sneaking bacon to Bear under the table.



"He *really* likes you," Mira observed.



"Bear?" Danny's ears perked. "He's a good boy. I could tell from the car."



"The best," Juniper agreed, catching Mira's eye across the table.



Danny checked his phone. "I should bike to Theo's. My mom thinks he's here and if I don't smell like him even a little before I go home, she'll get suspicious." He stood, gathered his backpack. Paused at the door. "Thanks, Mr. Blackthorn. For the pancakes."



"Silas." Dad's voice was easy. "And you're welcome anytime, Danny."



Danny grinned, waved, and was gone. His bike rattled down the driveway, tail streaming behind him.



 ——————— 


The house went quiet.



Dad was rinsing plates at the sink. Mira still perched on the counter. Juniper stood in the kitchen doorway, arms crossed, one ear flat and the other forward.



"He'll think about what you said." Juniper's voice was quiet. Directed at Mira.



Mira's tail stilled. "What?"



"Last night. Right before he finished. You whispered something." Juniper picked at the hem of her shirt. "You said *breed our bunny.*"



Mira went very still on the counter. Her ears pressed back.



"I wasn't—" She hopped down. "I wasn't *planning* anything. I just said it because it was hot. I wasn't thinking about—"



"I know." Juniper reached for her paw. "I know you weren't."



"But he *will* remember it." Mira's voice had gone smaller. She was looking at her own paws. "I told him to breed you and now you're... and he's going to think... it was just dirty talk to make it better for him."



The three of them sat with it. Dad had turned off the faucet. His ears were forward, reading the room.



"It still helps us." Dad was quiet a moment. "Even if it wasn't planned."



Mira's tail curled tight against her leg. "It feels... not great when you put it that way."



"Everything I said before." Low. Not the teaching voice. "About being caught. About jail. About this family being torn apart if we're caught. About Danny being safety." He met Juni's eyes. "That's real now."



Bear's tags jingled in the hallway.



"And I know this is wrong." His paw found the counter edge. "We can frame it however we want. But asking him to carry weight he didn't choose, letting him believe he's responsible for something that's ours." His ears set back, brow furrowed, he pulled his lips back and spat out the word. "That's genuinely bad. It's terrible of me. I'm the adult. It needs to be said, but it can't be helped. I don't see other *options.*"



Juni's paw tightened on Mira's.



"This baby is *ours,*" she said. Small and fierce. "Not a cover story." Her ears went low on her back. "I know we are trapped in this. We could tell him, he might keep our secret."



Mira was silent for a moment, her tail tucked low, she couldn't meet either of their eyes. "He might get angry. He might tell." Her lips quivered, voice wavered. "I can't risk losing Daddy and going into foster care. You'd be fine, Juni, your parents are innocent of this. But this would ruin our lives. My life, Daddy's life. Our family would be gone."



"And I'd be alone again, really. If he got angry, Danny would leave too. I'd be a single mom in an absent home." Juniper's eyes teared. "You're right. But she's our baby."



"She's ours. Always." His thumb found her knee. "This costs Danny something real, Juni. You're right about wanting to tell him or soften this, even if we can't afford to. Be good to your wolf. Make the parts he can see worth something."



"He'd want to help," Mira said, her voice careful. "With the baby. He'd want to be a dad."



"Would that be bad?" Dad asked.



Juniper thought about Danny holding a kit. His tail going. That funny poem voice reading bedtime stories. A fox cub with Silas's amber eyes looking up at a wolf boy who thought it was his, and the wolf boy loving it anyway because love didn't know the difference.



"No," she whispered. "It wouldn't be bad."



"He'd love that baby like it was his own." Dad's eyes were soft but steady.



Juniper was quiet for a long time. Bear's claws clicked on the hardwood. The house ticked.



"He stays on the outside of the real thing," she said finally. "Always. The baby, the secret, Bear, you. He gets what I choose to show him. What *we* choose, really."



"That's the rule." Dad's thumb kept that slow circle. "But what you show him can be real. The love you give him is real."



"If it's ever too much," Mira said, taking her other paw, "we figure something else out."



Juniper looked between them. Her foxes. The kitchen warm around them, the smell of bacon and coffee, Bear's tags jingling as he padded back to check on her.



"Okay," she said. Quiet. "Okay."



Dad pulled her against his side. Mira pressed close from the other direction.



"Daddy?"



"Mm?"



"What if the baby looks like you? Instead of Danny?" She pressed her face into his chest. His heartbeat under her cheek, steady. "What if it's obvious?"



Dad's paw found the back of her head, settled there. He was quiet for a moment, thinking.



"Maybe the baby takes after you," he said. "Grey fur, long ears, bunny build. Then nobody looks twice. Wolf and rabbit make grey kits with floppy ears too." His thumb traced through her headfur. "Or maybe a fox tail with your markings instead of mine. Harder to place, but a wolf-rabbit blend throws strange combinations. People see what they expect to see."



"And if she comes out orange? With a russet coat and black ear tips and—"



"Then we adapt." His voice was warm but honest. "But genetics are stranger than people think, Juni. Fox and rabbit, wolf and rabbit—the blending is unpredictable. Ears, tail shape, fur color, muzzle length. Some combinations read clearly. Some are genuinely ambiguous." He kissed the top of her head. "We won't know until the day. And worrying about it now won't change what our baby inherits."



"So we just... hope she looks like me?"



"We hope. And if she doesn't, we figure it out together. The way we figure everything out."



Juniper was quiet for a moment. Then, softer: "I hope she has your amber eyes. Wolves have amber eyes sometimes. Not Danny, but... it would make me happy to see you when I look at her."



Dad's arms tightened. He didn't answer right away. When he did, his voice was rough. "That would make me happy too, baby bunny." A pause, "her?"



She nodded against his shirt. Breathed him in. Mira's arm tightened around her from the other side, their bodies a closed circuit, the kitchen warm around them. "I think so, Mira thinks she's having a girl, I want a girl too, they can be sisters."



Bear padded in and pressed his broad head against all three of their legs at once, insistent, refusing to be left out. His curled tail swished against the cabinet.



"Family meeting," Mira murmured. "Bear makes quorum."



Juniper laughed. It was wet and small and real.



Juniper's phone buzzed on the counter. Her mom.



    Mom: Do you need me to pick you up, sweetie, or is Silas driving?



Dad read it over her shoulder. His ears settled, easy. "I can drive you baby bunny."



Juniper smiled, she didn't want to go just yet, but Mom wasn't home often and would want to share dinner on her day off.



 ——————— 


That evening after dinner, Juniper locked her door. Warren left the day for his hitch on the rigs, no need to keep an open door.



She stood alone in her room, the nest minimal and invisible now. Just a tidy room with a few extra pillows.



She unzipped the side pocket of her overnight bag. Danny's rabbit. Mira's fox, wrapped around it, magnetic paws sealed.



She held the pair in both paws for a moment. The lopsided rabbit with his one drooping ear, cream felt soft from weeks of sleeping against her cheek. The fox with her invisible seams and shaved gradient and green button eyes that caught the lamplight.



She separated them. The magnets resisted, then gave.



Danny's rabbit went back to the pillow. Alone. Ears flopping sideways against the cotton.



The fox she brought to her throat.



The magnetic paws found the back of her neck. *Click.* Her carrot pendant pressed warm and gently against the hollow of her throat beneath the plush. And now Mira's fox was holding on to it with felt arms that wouldn't let go. The plush settled against her collarbone, fluffy tail hanging to her tummy its weight warm and comfortable, the pointed muzzle resting just above the pendant where her pulse lived, tucked under her chin.



She could feel the strength of the magnets holding the embrace. *Mira.*



She lay down. Pulled the blanket up. Danny's rabbit watched her from the pillow, button eyes looking at nothing, alone in the center of a nest that had been built for someone else's baby.



Her phone glowed.



    Mira: Home safe?

    Juniper: Danny's rabbit's sleeping alone a minute, but I'm with you.

    Mira: Oh.

    Mira: Keep her. I'll be hugging Daddy... thinking of us together. :3

    Juniper: I need that. I miss you.

    Mira: It's been less than a day, but yeah. I miss you too. I wish we lived together all the time.

    Juniper: Same. I've got to sleep or I'll fail classes, and if I don't delete these before Mom snoops we're all screwed. How did everything get so hard?

    Juniper: I'll put her back in the morning.



The fox rose and fell with her breathing. Magnetic paws warm from her skin.



    Juniper: Mira?

    Mira: Mm?

    Juniper: I love you. I wish it could just be Silas. But I'm glad I have Danny. Is that okay?



Longer than Mira usually took. Long enough that Juniper's ears pressed back against the pillow and she held the fox tighter against her throat.



    Mira: I don't know. But I wish the same and I love you too.

    Juniper: ...I'd rather not-know with you than pretend it's simple.

    Mira: Yeah.

    Mira: It's not simple. But it's ours.

    Juniper: Ours.



A beat.



    Mira: Delete these. Go to sleep. I'm right there on your neck.

    Juniper: I know. I can feel you.

    Mira: Good. Night, bun. :3

    Juniper: Night. <3



She held the phone for a moment. Read the thread once more, top to bottom. Then cleared it, message by message, watching each line disappear. *Danny's rabbit's sleeping alone.* Gone. *I need that.* Gone. *How did everything get so hard.* Gone. *I don't know.* Gone. *Ours.* Gone.



*Alone.* The weight on her chest grounded her.



*Maybe not alone. Connected, but secret. And secrets are a different kind of lonely.*



She set the phone on the nightstand. Screen down. The room went dark.



The fox's muzzle pressed against her pulse. She pressed her finger between the paws where they gripped her neck, feeling the pull of the magnets through the padding, the small insistent grip that wouldn't let go. *Squeezed.*



Danny's rabbit sat on the pillow beside her head. Close enough to touch, not touching. In the morning she'd clip them back together. In the morning the fox would hold the rabbit and everything would be paired and complete and right.



But tonight Juniper needed the fox for herself. Tonight she needed to be the rabbit held, little plush Juniper could wait.



She closed her eyes. Her paw found her belly. The other found the plush at her throat, pressing it closer. The small certain weight of being held by something that would never decide to let go.



*Mine. Just tonight. I'll give her back.*



 ——————— 

Collar

* Chapter 15: Collar *


Week Fourteen: Ginger


Monday


Monday morning, the smell of her mom's coffee drifted up to her room and hit Juniper before she'd even opened her eyes. Her stomach folded in on itself.



She made it to the bathroom. Barely. Knees on cold tile, one paw braced against the toilet, the sour burn of last night's dinner coming back to haunt her. Six weeks along now, or thereabouts, counting from that first weekend with Silas and Bear. Her body had opinions about the smell of coffee now. And eggs. And anything with cumin.



"You okay in there?" Her mom's voice, muffled through the door. Barely interested, she could hear her already moving from the door preparing for her morning.



"Fine, mom," Juniper managed. "Just... ate something weird."



She flushed, rinsed her mouth. Her inner ears were pale, almost green tinged in the mirror, eyes watering, fur matted. Tired. But her ears stood tall and she held her own gaze until the nausea passed.



Twenty minutes until the bus. She dressed quickly, adjusted the plug that had become as routine as brushing her teeth, and grabbed her backpack.



 ——————— 


At school, Mira was waiting by her locker.



"You look green," Mira said, falling into step beside her.



"Feel green." Juniper pressed a paw to her stomach. "It's getting worse."



"It'll pass. Mine did, around four weeks ago." Mira glanced around, lowered her voice. "Did you manage breakfast?"



"For about five minutes."



"Crackers. I'll bring you some at lunch." Mira's tail swished against her leg, and Juniper noticed the slight hitch in her step. The careful way she moved.



"Plugged today?"



"Always." Mira's smile was small and private. "Daddy filled me up before school. I can feel it sloshing when I walk."



Juniper shivered with envy. Her own plug was just silicone, just for stretching. Mira got to carry their Daddy's cum sealed inside her all day, a warm secret pressed against her walls. She only got to for a day after sleep overs until it absorbed into her, and she spent Sunday with her mom.



*If not his seed, at least I have his cub.* The thought sat warm even as her stomach turned in protest.



"How's the—" Juniper gestured vaguely at Mira's midsection.



"Getting harder to hide." Mira tugged at her oversized sweater, one of Silas's old ones, soft and huge on her small frame. "I'm three and a half months now. There's a bump. Not big, but... there. Glad we went to the water park earlier, I don't know if I'd be as confident in a bikini."



"I'm only six weeks and I swear I'm already showing." Juniper looked down at herself. Her own sweater was baggy too, borrowed from Danny, actually, which he'd found adorable. "Bunny thing?"



"Yeah. Bunny thing." Mira nodded. "You'll catch up to me fast."



"Come on." Mira linked her arm through Juniper's. "First period. Try not to puke on anyone."



 ——————— 


The lunch hall buzzed with too much energy.



Juniper pushed food around her tray, trying to find something that wouldn't make her stomach rebel. The crackers Mira had slipped her helped, bland and dry, settling the nausea enough that she could fake normalcy.



Danny sat beside her, close enough that their shoulders touched. He'd been like this since the sleepover: more attentive, more protective.



"You should eat more," he said, nudging her tray. "You've barely touched anything."



"Not hungry."



"You're usually always hungry though... bunny metabolism. But..." He paused, nose twitching. "You haven't been lately. And tired. And..." His brow furrowed. "Are you sure you're okay?"



"I'm fine, Danny." She leaned into him, letting his warmth steady her. "Just a bug. It'll pass."



Across the table, Sage was squinting at both of them, at Juniper, at Mira, back again.



"Okay, I have to ask." Sage gestured with a french fry. "What's with the matching lumberjack aesthetic? You two look like you raided the same dad's closet."



Mira and Juniper exchanged a glance. The same dad's closet was technically accurate for Mira.



"Comfort," Mira said smoothly. "It's cold."



"It's literally seventy degrees out."



"I run cold."



"You're a *fox.* You have fur."



"This one's Danny's." Juniper held the hem of the shirt out like a tent to show off the blue and grean plaid pattern. It just happened both of them had plaid today even though Mira's was more traditional red.



"Hey, I didn't pick it out, it was a gift from my Grandma!"



Theo looked up from his book. "They've been dressing like this for weeks, Sage. Let it go."



"I'm just saying, it's weird." Sage crunched her fry. "You're both being weird. The giant sweaters, the tiredness, the..." She gestured vaguely at Juniper. "The not-eating thing. If I didn't know better, I'd think you were both pregnant or something."



The table went very quiet.



Juniper's blood turned to ice. Her whole body went still: that deep, prey-animal stillness that rabbits held instinctively. *Don't move. Don't breathe. Maybe the predator won't see you.*



Her foot thumped once under the table. Involuntary. The rabbit alarm signal her body sent before her brain could stop it.



Danny's ear flicked toward the sound, but he didn't look down. His own body had gone rigid, tail pressed flat, tension radiating off him in waves.



Juniper's paw jerked toward her belly before she caught herself, fingers curling against her thigh instead, nails biting into fabric. Her ears had flattened back against her skull without her permission. *She knows. She knows. How does she...*



And Sage was watching them. Not laughing. *Watching,* her eyes flicking between their faces, cataloging every micro-expression, every tell. The silence stretched for one heartbeat. Two.



Then Mira laughed, bright and easy, not a hint of strain. "God, can you imagine? At our age? My dad would *kill* me."



"Same," Juniper managed, forcing a smile. She could feel the air on her whiskers as they twitched nervously. "Danny's mom would literally murder us both."



Danny's tail gave a nervous wag. "She really would. She has *charts* about my future. College, career, the whole thing. A baby would not be on the charts."



Sage snorted. "Fair. You two are disgustingly cute, but it's obviously too early to be actually *doing* stuff." Sage pantomimed one paw in the okay symbol, another finger entering it, then feigned a gag and laughed. She turned her attention back to her food. "Aaanyway, that's the last thing I need to think about while *eating.* Still think the sweaters are weird though." She grumbled and stuffed her cheeks and elbowed Theo, her mouth still full.



He was a little caught offguard. "What did I do?"



She eyed his plate and an unopened bag of chips.



He sighed, popped it open, and poured a few salt and vinegar chips onto her lunch tray. "Fine, scavenger tax."



Under the table, Mira's foot found Juniper's ankle. A silent *that was close.*



Juniper pressed back. *I know.*



The bell rang and they all made their way out of the lunch hall. Juniper was digging in her locker for her next subject's books when a quiet presence appeared at her elbow.



Theo.



He didn't say anything. Just held out his paw, and in it, a small roll of ginger candies. The kind you could find at any pharmacy. The kind people bought for upset stomachs.



Juniper stared at them. Then at him.



"For your stomach," he said quietly. His hazel eyes met hers for just a moment, his ears flicked sharp, he was listening for others and trying to be subtle. No judgment in his eyes, they were soft and seeing.



*When did he think to get these?*



She smiled, confused, but grateful and grasped them.



Then he was gone, slipping into the flow of hallway traffic with that fluid marten grace, disappearing toward the library before she could find words.



Juniper looked down at the candies in her paw. Her throat felt tight.



He hadn't asked. Just noticed and helped.



She texted Mira.



    Juniper: Can I come over tonight? Mom's out till 9.

    Mira: You don't even need to ask! That sounds fun. ;3



She tucked the ginger candies into her pocket and headed to class.



 ——————— 


At Mira's house, they finally breathed.



"That was too close," Juniper said, collapsing onto Mira's bed. The plug shifted inside her as she moved, and she squirmed to find a comfortable position. "Sage almost figured it out."



Mira didn't answer right away. She was busy rearranging: pulling the pillows into a loose circle, tugging the comforter up around Juniper's legs, adjusting the stuffed animals along the headboard. Juniper knew what that meant, she'd felt it herself. She watched patiently and let her fox arrange everything until it was just so.



Juniper smiled and gently tugged Mira's tail. "I thought I was the only one making nests. Fox thing too?"



Mira paused, paw still on a pillow. "...Yeah." She laughed softly. "Daddy says Mama used to do this too. She made a pillow fort in their bedroom." She finished arranging, then curled up beside Juniper inside the circle she'd built. "So now we're both doing it. Together."



"Yeah, I've been trying to tone that down. Catching myself sometimes." Juniper admitted. "I like that you built *me* a little den here though. It's cute... makes me feel cared for and cozy."



"Good, you are." Mira leaned in close her breath puffing against Juni's whispers, and gave her a kiss, then settled back again.



Mira sighed. "Sage almost figures everything out. She's too smart and curious for her own good... well, for *our* own good." She pulled off her sweater, revealing the small but unmistakable curve of her belly beneath her tank top, and winced, her paw going to her chest. The fur on her belly caught the light.



*Beautiful.* Juniper was watching closely. "Full again?"



"Yeah." Mira rubbed at her breast through the thin fabric, grimacing. It beaded, wetting the shirt.



"Daddy drains me every morning now, while I sit on his knot. Filled below and emptied above." Her smile went soft, private. "It feels *really* good, Juni. Everything's more sensitive and connected now. He says the more we do this, the more milk my body learns to produce. Good for when Luna comes, but it means I need this every day and it means I make more every day. I think he likes the taste."



Juniper was already leaning closer. "Is it okay he does, and I do too?"



"Better than okay." Mira pulled her tank top over her head, Juniper's breath caught at the changes. Her nipples were more prominent than before and vibrant poppy pink, puffy and swollen, the areolas wider and flushed.



Juniper felt a warm buzz in her core that made her wiggle and she laid her cheek against Mira's softness. "I know every time at school I'm *helping* but I also *like* it. The taste of you." She saw her breath puffing against Mira's short fur, a bead of milk had already formed on her nipple and rippled lightly. The sweet scent hit her muzzle on each inhale.



"Yeah, I like it too. I like the routine, the sensation of it, not just the relief. When you latch, it makes me feel closer to you." The small swells of her breasts were visibly taut with pressure, small but *there* the bead of milk was slowly building and caught the light like a tiny pearl. She felt the soft pressure against her cheek and pulled back a little to reduce the tension Mira must be feeling. "But Daddy taught me something. A trick that makes it feel even better."



Mira leaned back a moment, squeezed her breast and a thin white jet squirted and splashed against Juniper's cheek. She blinked and laughed loudly, flopping over Mira and gasping for air, Mira was laughing too, just as hard, tears beading in her eyes as Juniper tried to catch her breath.



Mira wiped the tears from her eyes. "Okay well, I didn't mean *that.* Here, bun, lean forward." Mira dabbed it off her with her thumb and licked it clean. "See though? Too much."



"I didn't know you had built in squirt guns. Yeah, I can't see how Daddy would have taught you *that,* so what's the trick?" Juniper's ears perked forward. She was settled now, transfixed by her fox's gentle curves but grinning so hard it hurt her cheeks.



"While you're sucking," Mira said, guiding Juniper's head down, "move your tongue in circles. Around and around the nipple, but keep the seal tight. It stimulates the flow and—"



Juniper didn't wait for her to finish. She sealed her lips around the whole areola. The pink flesh warm and impossibly soft against her mouth. She began tracing slow spirals with her tongue. Around and around the stiffening bud, feeling the texture change as Mira's body responded.



"*Oh—*" Mira's back arched off the pillows. "*Oh,* Juni, yes—just like that—"



The first pulse of milk hit Juniper's tongue and she moaned against Mira's breast. It was thin and warm, sweeter than she'd expected—like honey stirred into cream, with something underneath that was purely *Mira.* She let it pool on her tongue, rolling it around her mouth, savoring the taste before swallowing in a long, slow gulp.



"*Mm.*" Juniper pulled back just enough to lick her lips. "You taste *amazing.*"



"Don't stop—" Mira's voice cracked. "Please, when you circle like that I can feel it all the way *down*—"



Juniper latched back on, hungrier now. She sucked in steady pulls, her tongue never stopping its slow circles, and the milk flowed faster—thin, sweet rivulets that she drank greedily, chasing the taste. Each pull drew a sound from Mira. Soft moans that built into whimpers. Breathy gasps that made Juniper's own core clench in sympathy.



"*God,* Juni—" Mira was panting now, her hips rolling against the bed in slow desperate waves. "Daddy does this every morning and I—*ah*—I get so *wet* from it—"



Juniper could smell Mira's arousal sharpening, that familiar musk flooding the air between them. She slid one paw down Mira's belly, over the small swell of Luna, down further until her fingers found the waistband of Mira's panties.



Soaked. The cotton was absolutely *soaked.*



"Juni—" Mira's hips bucked as Juniper's fingers pressed against her through the wet fabric. "*Please*—"



Juniper slipped her paw inside. Mira's pussy was *dripping*—slick coating her folds, her inner thighs, the heat of her startling. When Juniper's finger found her entrance, Mira's whole body shuddered.



"Inside," Mira gasped. "I need—*please*—"



Juniper pushed two fingers in and Mira *chittered,* her walls clenching immediately, so wet that there was no resistance at all. She was impossibly tight around Juniper's fingers, impossibly hot, her pussy pulsing with need.



"Other side," Mira managed between moans. "The other one's aching—"



Juniper released with a soft, wet sound, a thin strand of milk connecting her lips to Mira's nipple before breaking. She licked it away, savoring those last drops, then moved to the other breast while her fingers stayed buried inside Mira, curling gently while her thumb rubbed her fox's clit.



This breast was even fuller, nipple beaded with milk that had started leaking on its own from raw stimulation of her Mira's body. Juniper lapped at it first, cleaning the sweet drops away with broad strokes of her tongue, then sealed her mouth around the areola and *sucked.*



Once, twice, she felt it churn but not yield. Then a jet of milk pulsed into her mouth. *It's sweet.*



"*AH—*" Mira's pussy clenched hard around Juniper's fingers. Her thighs fell open wider, her hips grinding down, trying to take Juniper deeper. "That's—you're so—*god,* right there, don't stop—"



Mira held her tight against her full tit and with her other paw, squeezed the subtle swell, pulsing more warm milk into her mouth. Felt it spray against her tongue and dribble down her chin.



The milk let down in a rush, flooding Juniper's mouth with more sweetness. She drank deep, swallowing in long hungry pulls. Her lips massaged her fox's nipple with each drag, tongue circling relentlessly while her fingers pumped in and out of Mira's sopping pussy. The wet sounds filled the room: suckling and squelching, Mira's moans building higher.



Juniper curled her fingers deep inside, found that spongy spot, and pressed.



*Mira's core.*



"*JUNI—*" Mira's whole body went rigid. Her pussy clamped down, her nipple pulsed hard against Juniper's tongue, and she came with a wail—gushing around Juniper's fingers, milk flowing faster than before, everything releasing at once.



Juniper drank through it, swallowing the rush of sweetness that flooded her mouth, feeling Mira's walls flutter and clench around her fingers. The milk tasted richer now—thicker, almost creamy—and she rolled it around her tongue, savoring every drop while Mira shook apart beneath her.



When she finally pulled back, her chin was wet with milk and her fingers were coated in Mira's slick. She brought them to her lips and licked them clean, tasting both of Mira's releases at once.



Mira watched her do it, eyes glazed, chest heaving. "*Holy* shit."



"You taste even better when you come," Juniper said, licking the last traces from her fingers. "The milk gets sweeter. Richer."



"We are *definitely* making this a thing." Mira's voice was rough and low, her body still trembling with aftershocks. "End of every school day. Bathroom, empty classroom, wherever."



"Yeah, playing *while* feeding. We could use our vibrators..."



Mira caught her face and kissed her, deep and desperate, licking into her mouth, chasing her own taste on Juniper's tongue like she wanted every drop back.



"Yes, baby bun. A million times yes. And when you start producing..." Mira's paw found Juniper's chest over her shirt.



*Still subtle, almost flat, but not for long.* Juni thought.



Mira continued idly tracing circles around the rabbit's nipples through fabric. "I'll do the same for you. Teach you what feels good. Taste you."



"I like that... but I don't have a daddy to help me in the mornings." Juniper's voice was small. "And we live too far apart for me to come over before school."



Juniper's parents were barely present. *Not like Warren would do -this- for me even if he were, that would be so weird.* The thought caught her offguard, but he was like a stranger to her, not the warmth of *Daddy.*



Mornings were cold cereal, an empty kitchen, and packing her own lunch. This would be hard to suffer alone. Sore breasts and no warm release available.



"Then I'll meet you early," Mira said softly. "At school. Before first period. We'll find somewhere quiet, and I'll take care of you." She traced her thumb across Juniper's chest, where small breasts would eventually swell with milk. "Every morning. I'll be there."



"You'd do that? Get there early just for me?"



"Duh, you're my sister, Juni." Mira squeezed her paw. "You're not facing this alone."



Juniper leaned forward and kissed her again. Softer. *A thank you and a promise.*



Mira sighed and settled back. Juni felt Mira's paws trace her idly through her sweater as they cuddled together.



"Theo gave me ginger candies."



"Oh?"



"Yeah, it felt... nice? Low pressure. I can't believe Sage said that at lunch."



"But she doesn't actually believe it," Mira was tracing a paw under her shirt now, threading a gentle claw that made her shiver. "Pregnant sixth-graders aren't real to her. It's a joke, not a possibility."



"For now." Juniper sat up, tugging off her own sweater. Her belly was softer than it had been, not a bump yet, not really, but the flatness was gone. "What happens when it's not a joke anymore?"



"We'll figure it out." Mira sat beside her, and they looked at each other: two pregnant girls in their underwear, bellies at different stages. "Daddy's already talking about homeschooling me when it gets too obvious. We'll find something for you too."



Juniper's paw drifted to her belly. "I have to tell my parents eventually. And Danny has to tell his." She traced the soft curve. "That's the scary part. All of them in a room, figuring out what to do with us."



"Danny will be really brave about it." Mira bumped her shoulder. "You know he will. He'll say it's his and he wants to help. And *I've been nice.* We'll be a pack for him."



"Maybe. You *have* been nice. But he's gonna be so scared." Juniper almost smiled. "But yeah. He'll try really hard." She exhaled. "It's a lot of lying, though. To everyone."



"It's a lot of keeping our family safe." Mira's paw joined hers on her belly.



"It is. It's just a lot to hide. A lot to lose if I can't."



"Yeah, at least we have each other. You have daddy and you've got time. Months still."



"I know, and I need you both. It doesn't feel like months." Juniper sighed and snuggled deeper into her fox. She pulled Mira's soft tail against her face and breathing in, relaxing into the scent and the softness in the little pillow den. Mira caressed her shoulders and traced simple slow circles on her tummy.



Her brain fuzzed. She breathed fox and let her mind drift for a moment that could have been an hour.



Juni felt Mira's gentle claw-tip tracing lower on her tummy, tickling just a little, lower still and she giggled puffing into the thick tail, then peeked out from under.



Mira had a mischevious glint in her eye. "Let me see how the plug's fitting."



Juniper flushed but shifted, lifting her cotton fluff of a tail. Mira's fingers found the base, pressed gently, tested the stretch.



"Good. You're taking the medium really well now." A little twist that made Juniper gasp. "Maybe we try the large this weekend?"



"Maybe." Juniper bit her lip as Mira played with the plug, pressing it deeper, pulling it almost-out, fucking her with it in slow, teasing strokes. "I want to be ready."



"For Bear?"



"For Bear. For—" She swallowed. "For both of them. Together. Before I'm too big to enjoy it."



Mira leaned in and kissed her, soft, sweet, understanding. "We'll get you there. I promise."



 ——————— 


Wednesday


Sage cornered them at the tail end of recess.



Literally cornered; they were in the girls' bathroom, which felt private until the coyote pushed through the door and locked it behind her.



"Okay." Sage crossed her arms, blocking the exit. "We need to talk."



Juniper's heart lurched. Beside her, Mira went still.



"About what?" Mira's voice was easy, casual.



"About the fact that you're both pregnant." Sage's eyes were hard. "And don't tell me you're not. I'm not stupid."



The silence stretched. Juniper couldn't breathe.



"Sage—" Mira started.



"I've been watching you for weeks. The sweaters. The nausea. The way you both touch your stomachs when you think no one's looking." Sage's tail lashed. "Juniper threw up three times last week. Danny's been bringing you saltines, and I even overheard him tell Tyler you smell different. We can all smell *something.*" She pointed at Mira. "And you're showing. I saw the outline when you reached for something in your locker and once at lunch."



Mira's mask cracked. "It's not what you think."



"Then what is it?" Sage stepped closer, voice dropping. "Because what I think is that my two best friends are pregnant and nobody's talking about it. And I'm sitting here at lunch every day pretending I don't notice."



Neither of them answered.



*She knows.*



Then Juniper exhaled. Let her shoulders drop. "Yeah. We are."



Sage's eyes went wide. She'd been expecting more denial, clearly. "Holy shit. *Both* of you? For real?"



"For real."



"*How?*" Sage's tail was wagging now, not angry, just... overwhelmed. Fascinated. "I mean, I know *how,* but—you're actually—" She gestured at their stomachs. "There are babies in there? Right now?"



"Right now," Mira said quietly.



"Oh my god." Sage pressed her paws to her face. "Oh my *god.* Okay. Okay." She took a breath. Looked at Juniper. "Danny?"



Juniper nodded. The lie came easy—it was barely even a lie. "Yeah. Danny."



"Does he *know?*"



"Not yet. We're... figuring out when to tell him."



"He's going to *freak out.*" Sage's head tilted, ears perking forward with delight. "Oh my god, his *mom.* She's going to have a whole breakdown. The charts! She has *charts* for his future!"



Juniper laughed despite herself. "I know. That's why we're waiting. It's overwhelming."



"Okay but—" Sage turned to Mira. The grin faded slightly, replaced by something more careful. "What about you? Who's the—"



Mira didn't answer. Just looked at the floor. Quiet.



The faucet dripped in the silence.



Sage's ears twitched. She looked between them: Juniper's easy admission, Mira's silence. Her sharp ears angled back. Not alarm, exactly. Just... awareness that there was a line she was brushing against.



"You can't tell me," she said slowly. Not a question.



Mira shook her head. Still not looking up.



"Is it..." Sage hesitated. "Is it bad? Like, is someone—are you okay?"



"No." Mira looked up, and her eyes were bright. "It's not bad. I love him. I *want* this." Her paw drifted to her belly, protective and tender. "It's special to me. It's important. Not just okay; this is exactly what I want."



Sage blinked. Whatever she'd been expecting, it wasn't that.



"I just can't tell you who." Mira's voice softened. "Not because something's wrong. Because talking about it could hurt people I love."



The school bell rang.



Sage held her gaze for a long moment. Then, slowly, she nodded.



"Okay." She let out a breath. "Okay. I don't get it, but... okay." Her tail curled tight against her leg. "You'd tell me if you weren't safe, right? If someone was hurting you?"



"I'd tell you." Mira reached out, squeezed her paw. "You're my best friend. If I was in trouble, you'd be the first person I'd run to."



"Damn right I would be." Sage squeezed back. The fur along her scruff had risen slightly—protective hackles, pure coyote instinct. "I'm going to help. I don't know how yet, but—cover stories, distractions, whatever you need. If anyone starts asking questions, I'll handle it."



"You don't have to—"



"Shut up. Yes I do." Sage pulled them both into a hug, careful, Juniper noticed. Already aware of their bellies. "You're pregnant. Both of you. That's insane. And you're my friends, so I'm going to help you not get caught. At least until you're ready to face it, or..."



"Or?" Mira asked, shy, muffled into Sage's fur.



"Well, it can't be hidden forever. At some point, ready or not..."



"We know." Juniper said, softly into her other shoulder.



"If you don't want to rush into that change. You two just want to be *kids* with me for a little longer... I'll help."



Juniper hugged back and exhaled, shoulders dropping. "Thank you." Sage's shoulder fur matted on both sides.



"Don't thank me yet. I have *so* many questions." Sage pulled back, practically vibrating with curiosity. "Like, how far along? Does it feel weird? Can you feel them moving yet? Do you get cravings? My aunt got cravings for pickles and ice cream when she was pregnant and I thought that was *so cool*—"



"Sage."



"Right, right. Class." She bounced on her heels, tail wagging. "But *eventually.* I want to know everything. Well—" She glanced at Mira. "Everything you can tell me. The secret love stuff can stay secret." A pause. "That's kind of romantic, actually. Like a story."



Mira's cheeks flushed. "It's not—"



"It *is.*" Sage's tail swished. "You're in love with someone you can't talk about and you're having his baby. That's beautiful." She sighed. "I'm a little jealous, honestly. Not of the pregnant part, I mean, *kind of* of the pregnant part? Babies are cute. But I know I should wait." She made a face. "Being responsible is boring."



"You're ridiculous," Juniper said, but she was smiling.



"I'm *supportive.*" Sage unlocked the bathroom door. Paused, one paw on the handle. "Hey. For real though. I'm happy for you. Both of you. Even if it's scary and complicated." Her ears perked forward. "You're going to be really good moms."



Juniper's throat tensed and she swallowed hard. "Thanks, Sage."



"Now come on. We're late."



She slipped out.



Juniper sagged against the sink. "That went... really well?"



"She thinks it's romantic." Mira sounded dazed. "Do you think she was honest about feeling a little jealous?"



"She's Sage. Everything's an adventure." Juniper found her paw. "But she's not going to stop being curious. She also won't stop being a good friend."



"I know." Mira squeezed her fingers. "Do you think she said that to make it easier for us?"



Juniper squeezed back. "Maybe."



"And she might find out... maybe she'll understand." Mira's thumb traced circles on her palm. "She already called it a love story. She's not wrong."



"A love story with a lot of redacted pages."



Mira's smile went crooked. "Yeah. Something like that."



"Let's get to class, we'll get in trouble." Juni tugged her paw and opened the door.



"I think we already are."



 ——————— 


Thursday


After school, Sage dragged them to The Frosty Paw.



"My treat," she said, steering them toward the back patio. Empty, most kids went straight home mid-week and it was too early for the dinner crowd. Just three girls at a wobbly metal table, completely alone.



Sage checked over her shoulder anyway. Satisfied, she settled into her chair, attacked her sundae, and said:



"I've been thinking."



Juniper's spoon paused halfway to her mouth. She felt Mira stiffen beside her.



"About Mira's baby." Sage's eyes were steady, her tail still. *She's definitely been thinking.* "You said you love him. That it's not bad. That it's special."



"It is," Mira said carefully.



"Okay. But you can't tell me who." Sage stirred her ice cream without eating it. "So I've been running through options. Bear with me."



Mira's ears flattened.



"Is it someone at school?"



"No."



"Someone from another school? Like, you met at a thing?"



"No."



"Camp? Your aunt's neighborhood? Online?"



"Sage—"



"Is he older?" Sage's voice didn't change pitch, but her ears locked forward. Coyote-still. "Like, older than us."



The silence lasted half a beat too long.



"You don't have to answer that." Sage set her spoon down. "You just did."



Mira's paw tightened on her cup. Juniper could see her calculating—how much to give, how much to hold.



"He's older," Mira said finally. Quiet. "And he loves me. And I'm safe. That's all I can say."



"How much older?"



"Sage."



"Too old to comfortably answer... I'm asking because I care about you." Her voice was soft, she held Mira's gaze with steady grey eyes. "If someone's taking advantage—"



"He's *not.*" Mira's voice cracked, fiercer than she meant. "He would never. He treats me better than anyone in the world. He's careful and gentle. I came to him, he didn't force anything. He asked me a hundred times if I was sure—" She stopped. Breathed. "It's real, Sage. It's the most real thing in my life."



Juniper watched Sage's eyes. She was watching carefully. The way Mira's paw had gone to her belly without thinking, protective. The way her ears had gone soft when she said *careful and gentle.* Not the body language of a girl being hurt. The body language of a girl in love.



Sage sat, quiet, and absolutely still. The wind blew her ears just a little, the fur of her tail. But otherwise, she was a statue.



"Okay." Sage said. Slower this time. "I believe you. He's lucky, then, that you *chose* him."



"Thank you."



"But I'm going to keep watching." Sage let her tail flit, her ears pointed forward, she leaned in. "Because that's what friends do. If something changes, if you stop looking like that when you talk about him, I'll know."



"Looking like what?"



"Like the sun comes out." Sage shrugged. "It's obvious. You glow when you talk about him. Nobody fakes that."



Mira's cheeks flushed. She didn't have a response.



"Now." Sage picked up her spoon again, and the sharpness dissolved back into curiosity. "The game you two play. The thing you pass back and forth in the hallway."



Juniper's heart stopped. "What?"



"One of you hands something to the other, all sneaky, and then later the other one is squirmy and distracted for the rest of the period." Sage's tail wagged. "I've been watching for *weeks.* What is it?"



Mira was very still. The tag game. The vibrator they passed between them, taking turns wearing it through class. Sage had *noticed.*



"Private," Juniper managed.



"Obviously private. I'm asking if it's *fun.*" Sage grinned. "Because from the squirming, it looks like it's fun."



"...It's fun."



"I knew it." She pointed her spoon at them. "You guys have this whole secret world. The game, the bathroom trips, the matching sweaters, the..." She gestured at Mira's midsection. "Everything. And I'm just out here eating lunch like a normal person."



"You *are* a normal person."



"Boring. I want to be weird like you." She stole a bite from Mira's cup. "Okay. Last question. The love story. The secret older guy who makes you glow." She looked at Mira. "Does he know about the baby?"



"He knows everything."



"And he's happy?"



Mira's smile was small and real. "He's happy."



"Good." Sage leaned back. "Then I'm happy. And I'm going to help you hide it from everyone who doesn't get to know. Just like I said yesterday. Bathroom runs, cover stories, whatever you need. But Mira—" She held her gaze. "If that glow ever goes away, you tell me. Deal?"



"Deal."



Sage nodded once. Then her whole body bounced, the seriousness shedding like water. "NOW tell me about cravings. My aunt used to dip pickles in peanut butter and I need to know if that's a real thing. And baby names? Have you thought of any boy or girl names? What if you have *twins*? What if you both have *triplets?*"



"Triplets? Sage you're going to kill me." Juniper burst out, but immediately started laughing.



Mira burst out laughing beside her. Sage leaned back grinning that coyote smile and laughed with them.



As the giggles calmed down the conversation turned lighter.



The ice cream was sweet, a little melted, but it was perfect and she felt her long ears relax against her back gently for the first time since yesterday.



 ——————— 


Friday Night


Danny's bike rattled into the driveway just after seven.



Juniper heard it from the kitchen, where she was stealing pepperoni slices off the pizza before Dad finished cutting it. His knock was the same every time: three quick taps, a pause, then one more. Like he was building up courage between the third and fourth.



Mira let him in. "You're early."



"I biked fast." He was flushed under his grey fur, ears forward, tail already going. His backpack hung heavy from one shoulder. "My mom thinks I'm at Theo's. I've got until ten thirty."



"Three hours accounting for travel." Mira's canines showed. She took his backpack and tossed it on the couch. "Plenty. Dad's busy in the office with a project, help yourself to a slice." The low hum of ambient electronic music drifted from the office.



They ate pizza on the living room floor, plates balanced on laps, some cartoon murmuring on the TV. Danny sat between them, close to Juniper, his knee warm against hers. Bear sprawled behind the couch, gnawing a rawhide, eyeing the pizza. Juniper tossed him a pepperoni and chomped it down happily, returning to the rawhide after.



Danny talked about the after school robotics club. Juniper was mostly watching. The details were a little over her head, but she smiled and nodded wanting to listen anyway.



Something about a servo motor that kept burning out wired to the wrong type of battery, his paws animated, the pepperoni grease on his fingers catching the lamplight. Juniper listened and didn't listen. She could feel Mira watching them from the other side, her fox eyes tracking Danny's throat when he swallowed, his paws when they moved, the line of his thigh against Juni's.



"You're staring," Danny said to Mira.



"I'm watching." No apology in it. Her tail swished once against the carpet. "You're cute when you talk about gears."



His ears pinned flat. "I'm not—it's servos, not gears. They're different—"



"You're blushing."



"I'm *not*—" He rubbed his face with both paws. "Okay maybe I'm a little—you two keep *looking* at me."



Juniper set her plate aside. Wiped her paws on her thighs. Danny tracked the motion without meaning to—her paws sliding down the bare fur of her legs, her skirt riding up an inch where she sat cross-legged.



"Danny." Her voice dropped below a whisper. She kept it low and intentional, just for her wolf. "Do you want to go upstairs?"



His tail went straight and rigid. Then wagged. Then rigid again, like it couldn't decide. His ears cycled through three positions in two seconds: forward, flat, one-up-one-down.



But then he grinned, and both girls grabbed a paw and guided him up.



 ——————— 


Mira's room. Door closed. The lamp on, casting everything warm. Juniper settled on the bed first, pulling Danny down beside her, and Mira took the floor in front of them, cross-legged, watching.



"Kiss her," Mira said. Quiet. An instruction Danny didn't need but followed anyway. His muzzle found Juni's and they kissed the way they'd learned: slow, his longer wolf snout angling to find the fit against her blunt mouth, the slight scrape of his teeth that she'd come to like.



Juni opened her eyes a moment and saw Mira watching, satisfied, just for a moment. Then she was up, behind Juniper. She felt Mira's paws find the hem of her shirt and let it be pulled up and over, her muzzle separated from Danny's as the cloth pulled over her head. Then peeled beyond, flowing past her long ears as Danny returned to view, his eyes lidded and muzzle held a nervous but somehow easy smile. Mira's small paws found Juni's bare sides and held. *Warm.* Fox warmth through her ribs, soaking in.



Danny pulled back further and his eyes dropped. Warmth flooded her as she sat exposed under his gaze, held by her fox. She looked down at her own bare chest, the early swell that hadn't been there a month ago, nipples flushed more than they had been. His nostrils pulled, his smile widened, and he looked more at ease, even as she shivered at the sudden draft against bare fur. Or maybe it was anticipation.



"Touch her." Mira's chin rested on Juni's shoulder from behind, her voice pitched against the rabbit's ear but meant for him. "She's sensitive right now. Gentle."



His paw cupped her breast so carefully it barely made contact. She arched into it.



"*More.*"



He pressed. The pad of his thumb found her nipple, circled, and her breath left her in a hiss. Behind her, Mira's paws slid lower, unzipping her skirt, pulling it down and away. Then the fox's arms came back around her middle and she was held between them. Danny's free paw wrapped around her middle just above Mira's own. She felt herself held close between the two, warm fur meshing between her fox and wolf. Breath puffing against her from both directions.



"Lie down." Mira guided her back onto the pillows. Juni settled, ears fanning against the cotton, and watched Mira stand at the foot of the bed. The fox pulled her own shirt over her head in one motion, the tank top catching for a second on the swell of her chest before clearing. Her nipples stood pink against the light cream of her belly fur, the small curve of Luna visible in profile before Mira's skirt followed the shirt to the floor. Just underwear now, dark cotton already showing damp at the center.



She stretched out beside Juni. Facing her, shoulders and snouts touching as they lay together. Bare from the waist up, they turned together, looking at Danny still kneeling fully dressed at the foot of the bed.



His eyes moved between them. Two girls in their underwear, caressing each other, lamplight catching the different textures of their fur. They locked eyes with him. Fangs and buck teeth grinning back while their paws explored each other. *Let him watch us.* Juni enjoyed seeing her wolf helpless and happy at the sight of them. His tail had given up pretending and was going full speed.



"Mira, you're looking really—" He tilted his head, nose twitching, searching for the word. "Full. Like, healthy. You look good."



Mira's ears flattened a fraction.



Juni smacked his arm. "Don't comment on a girl's weight, Danny."



"I didn't say *weight!* I said she looks—I meant it as a compliment—"



*Smooth.* Juniper couldn't help but find him endearing anyway.



"Quit while you're behind, wolf." Mira's voice was light, but Juni caught the way her paw drifted to her belly for one second before she crossed her arms instead. The lamplight was on the wrong side now. She angled her body toward Danny, tummy no longer in profile. She leaned forward.



"Come here." Mira hooked a claw in his shirt collar and pulled. He let her strip it over his head, arms up, ears folding flat as the fabric dragged past them. Grey chest fur, lighter at the sternum. Lean, still growing into the frame his species promised. Her paws stayed on him a moment, pawpads against his ribs. She must have felt his heart hammering — Juniper could see it in the way Mira's ears softened.



His belt was next. Juni reached up and found the buckle, worked the pin loose while Mira held his gaze. He shifted his hips closer to add slack. Juni tugged his jeans down past his tail, past his knees. He shifted his knees and shuffled on the bed to accommodate, awkward and eager. He kicked them off the rest of the way. His cock was already straining against his boxers, the fabric tented, a small damp bead darkened the front at the tip.



Mira's claw traced the waistband. She tugged the elastic towards her, five inches from his hips, enough to see. She looked down the front, flashed teeth, and tilted it for Juni to see, his cock pulsed, a thin strand of pre stretching between fabric and tip. *For us.* For *me.* Then Mira let the elastic snap back against his hip with a sharp sound. He whimpered.



"Not yet." She left the boxers on and turned back to Juni.



Then her leg swung over Juni's hips.



Juni felt Mira's belly, *Luna,* press against her own kit. Then her puffy cotton-covered folds against her own clit, both touching. Mira on top, Juni caught her eye and pressed her nose to her fox's as they settled in. Juni felt Mira rotate her hips out, and flip her tail, presenting. *Scissoring.* Belly to belly, Juni on her back, Mira pressed her own snout closer and kissed deeply. Their hips rotating, the contact became a slow crush of pressure—Mira's puffy folds against Juni's compact slit, both of them slick enough that the cotton was already transparent.



Juniper's hips rolled back into Mira's own, once, without permission.



"*Oh—*" Mira's paw gripped the sheets. "Right there. Stay."



They ground together, testing, finding the angle that put clit against clit through two layers of soaked fabric. Juniper watched Mira's face above her, eyes narrowed, fox ears pinned back. She felt the vixen's tail beat once against the mattress when the pressure hit right. Their bellies pressed: Mira's gentle curve and Juni's belly, still flat. *Mostly.* Life against life.



"Danny." Mira's voice had gone thick. "Take our underwear off."



He was shaking. She could hear the tremor in his breathing as he reached for them, hooked a claw in Juni's waistband first, pulled them down her legs and off. Then Mira's—he had to navigate around their tangled thighs and her voluminous tail, easing the fabric past where their thighs pressed. Mira lifted her hip to help.



When the cotton was gone, everything was *wet.* Juniper could feel it, the slick heat of Mira's bare folds finally against hers. Mira was dripping with more than arousal. Thicker than slick, creamier. The warmth she'd been carrying all day, sealed by the keeper that was no longer there, now leaking onto Juni's pussy in slow threads.



*Daddy.* Juni could smell him. Could taste the musk in the air between their bodies. Bear too. Earthier, thinner. Both of them leaking out of Mira and smearing across Juni's folds as they ground together.



Her hips rolled harder.



"Good." Mira gasped. "Now—Danny—behind her."



The mattress shifted as he moved. Juni heard the elastic of his waistband, pulled down this time instead of snapped. The rustle of cotton sliding down his thighs. The whisper of boxers hitting the floor. Then his heat against her bottom, she could see him over Mira's shoulder, close, not touching yet. His breath stirring the fur of her fox's neck. His cock brushed her cotton tail and she felt the twitch of it, bare now, the thin skin fever-hot against her.



"Condom," Mira said. She kept rolling, stimulating Juni while they waited. Tongue wove into her mouth. She tasted Mira and Mira tasted back. A small moan between them while Danny's preparation faded into the thudding of her own heartbeat.



A crinkle in the background. Fox tongue deeper. The sound of latex unrolling. Mira traced her sensitive nipples and she moaned into the touch. A soft grunt as he fit it over himself. Juniper squeezed Mira's subtle breast, milk spattered lightly onto her own chest, sweet, and absorbed into her fur. *Oh. Careful with that.* The tongue worked deep and her mind fuzzed.



His tip found them.



Not Juni. *Mira.* She felt his hips pause at the pressure, and Mira panted into her mouth and let out a light, offended, *yip.* He hadn't gone in, she'd have felt it with her clit against Mira's, but she felt the tip fumble between them and against the wrong entrance above her own. Canine cock tip pressing canine clit into her own compact shape, not entering, but pinning Mira against her, just a degree higher and he'd slide in.



Mira's tail flicked. One sharp swat against the inside of his thigh, hard enough to sting, and his hips flinched back. Before he could push forward again her tail swept low between their bodies, the bushy length settling flat across her own folds like a barrier. Fur against slick, blocking the angle, his cock nudged sideways by the soft wall of it until his tip slid down and found the compact slit below.



Juni's breath caught. His cockhead pressed against *her* entrance now, hot from where it had just been. *There, better.*



"That one's not for you." Mira's voice was quiet. Her tail stayed where it was, a warm weight between his shaft and her body. "My heart belongs to someone else."



"I'm sorry—I didn't mean to—"



"I know. Careful anyway, wolf, I have claws." Her tail lifted, brushed once across his hip, and settled behind her. "She's yours."



He pushed in and everything in Juniper's belly went hot.



*Coated.* His cock slid parallel along Mira's pussy while thrusting *into* Juniper, carrying what Mira had been leaking along the condom with each churning stroke. Thick and warm and heavy, delivered straight into her. With each withdrawal, Mira's folds tugged along the latex, pressing her clit into Juni's, stimulating them both with the motion. Juni could feel the condom growing slicker on every thrust. And what was *on* it was being pushed *in* with every inch Danny took. Daddy's cum pressed home where it belonged.



Danny bottomed out and groaned. "You're so *wet*—"



She was. *Of course I am.* But not only *her* wetness. Every thrust pushed more of what Mira carried deeper—the thick fox-musk warmth was being shoveled into her by her wolf, she couldn't help but squeeze tightly for him at the thought even as Mira moaned and kissed her deeper, making out together to the rhythm and the *knowing.*



Mira hadn't stopped grinding. Her hips still rolled against Juni's from the front, her clit sliding through the mess, and every thrust from Danny behind jolted Juni's body forward into that contact. Clits pressed together by the growing wolf knot. Three bodies linked by rhythm.



And between their joined folds—where clit met clit, where Danny's shaft rode along Mira's slit on each stroke—more warmth leaked free. Mira was *empty* now, everything she'd been carrying displaced by the friction, flowing down across Juni's pussy and coating the condom that pumped through her in steady strokes.



"Can you feel it?" Juniper gasped. Eyes locked on Mira's, one inch away. Their muzzles so close their whiskers tangled. "On him? Inside me?"



"*Yes.*" Mira's voice broke. Juni could hear it in that single word, that Mira felt the displacement too. Her warmth being taken from her body and delivered into her girlfriend's. Every outstroke coated in Mira, every instroke depositing it where she couldn't follow.



Juniper kissed her. Open, desperate, tongues finding each other while Danny fucked the shared space between them.



His rhythm found something. The angle didn't allow fast. Deep, grinding strokes that kept him pressed inside Juni, his knot trapped between both their pussies, massaged by Mira's folds on the outside while Juni gripped the shaft within. Every stroke dragged through all three of them at once. His small knot bumped Mira's clit with each thrust and she gasped against Juni's mouth.



"He's growing," Mira whispered into the kiss. She could feel the swell at his base pressing against her with more insistence each stroke, blood filling the tissue, his wolf body trying to lock even though the angle was wrong for it.



Juni could feel it too. Each thrust pushed the swelling base against her entrance, stretching her a fraction wider, the knot not yet big enough to catch but *building.*



"Harder." Juni broke the kiss. "Danny, *harder.*"



His claws found her hip. He drove deeper and the added force slammed Juni's clit against Mira's and both of them cried out. The sound hit Danny somewhere behind his ribs and his hips snapped forward again, chasing it, wanting to hear them make that sound together, and his cock pulsed hard enough that she felt the condom flex against her walls.



"*Close—*" Danny's voice cracked behind her.



"Not yet." Mira sat back just enough to reach behind them without breaking Danny's rhythm. Found his balls where they swung against their joined folds. Cupped them. Squeezed. Held him there on the edge without letting him fall. "Focus on Juni first, wolf."



His whine was involuntary. High and wolf and helpless, his hips stuttering against Mira's grip on his balls, his cock throbbing inside Juni without release. Mira ground down against the top of his knot, her folds hugging the swollen curve where it sat exposed between them, and he made a sound like someone had kicked him.



"*Mira, please—*"



"Make her come. Work her for me."



His paw found Juni's clit. Two weeks of practice, of learning what made her gasp, and his thumb found the spot and pressed in rough circles while his cock drove deep and Mira's heat pressed against her from the front. His thumb catching both girls' clits even as he focused on his bunny. Mira shivered, but let him work.



*Just touch.* Juniper wiggled into it, stimulating Mira a little more, and felt Mira reciprocate and moan into the sensation.



Everything at once. Danny, his thumb working her, his shaft coated in a family's worth of secrets, all of it building in her belly into something she couldn't hold back.



She came with both their names tangled in her mouth—*Mira* and *Danny*—her walls clenching hard around the cock inside her, her clit pulsing against the thumb that held it, her thighs locking around Mira's leg and pulling Danny's hips close as she gasped and shook.



Her vision went white and she heard and felt what came next in a fog.



"*Now.*" Mira released Danny's balls.



He drove deep. Stayed. His whole body shuddering, hips grinding forward, the knot pressing thick and insistent against her entrance without quite catching. She felt the condom swell with each pulse, his cum filling the latex, the warmth muted but present, his wolf-whine keening through clenched teeth.



Mira ground hard against Juni's convulsing body and came too. Quiet. Her face pressed into Juni's neck, a shudder that traveled through her whole frame and ended with a wet pulse against Juni's folds. The last of what she'd been carrying, squeezed out by her own orgasm, coating the base of Danny's cock where it was still buried in their girlfriend.



Three of them. Shaking. Connected through skin and slick and the latex-sealed space between what the girls shared. *Secret.*



He pulled out slowly. The condom came with him, heavy, the outside coated in a milky film. He looked at it, head tilted, ears forward. The color wrong for what it should be, thicker, heavier than just Juni's arousal.



His nose twitched. He shrugged.



He tied it off and set it on the nightstand.



Juni reached back and found his paw. Pulled him down onto the bed beside them, turning on her side with Mira so all three lay tangled—Danny against her back, Mira against her front. His arm draped over both of them.



"Worth biking fast?" Juni murmured.



His tail wagged against the mattress. "Worth biking *anywhere.*"



Mira's paw found Danny's where it rested on Juni's hip. She didn't pull it away. Just let her fingers settle beside his. Close. Not quite holding.



They lay there catching their breath. Easy intimacy. The afterglow settling warm around them.



It was Danny's paw that found it first.



He was tracing patterns on Juniper's belly, idle, affectionate, when his fingers paused. Pressed. His nose twitched.



"Juni..."



"Mm?"



"You feel different." His paw spread wider, cupping the subtle swell she'd noticed that afternoon. "Softer. Fuller."



Mira's eyes found Juniper's across the pillow, close enough that Danny couldn't see the look from behind her. A question in them: *Do you want to tell him?*



Juni shook her head. Just barely. *Not ready.*



"I've been eating a lot of carbs," she said lightly. "Comfort food. You know how it is."



Danny let out a light huff, didn't sound convinced. His paw stayed on her belly, thumb tracing the curve that hadn't been there a month ago. But he didn't push.



"You'd tell me, right?" His voice was quiet in her ear. Serious. "If something was... if there was something I should know?"



His paw on her belly. She found Mira's eyes again, pressed their noses together, breathed her in. *Calm.* Her thoughts drifted to the condom he always wore because she asked him to. Because he thought it mattered.



"I'd tell you," she said. "If there was something."



She felt him nod slowly, then his breath between her shoulder blades where he planted a kiss. His arms tightened around her.



His phone buzzed on the floor. He sighed on ring one, scrambled on ring three. Checked it, ears flattening.



"One hour warning." He sighed, already pulling on his shirt. "Mom wants me home by ten-thirty. 'Theo's parents were very nice to have you for dinner, don't overstay your welcome.'" The imitation of his mother's voice was spot-on.



Juniper laughed despite everything. "She really thinks you've been at Theo's all evening?"



"Theo texted to cover for me and I showed Mom the message before I left." Danny shrugged, pulling on his pants. "Theo's good like that. Doesn't even ask why I need the cover, just... does it."



"He's a good friend."



"The best." Danny grabbed his jacket. "I'll bike over there now, shower. Hang out for twenty minutes so I smell right before I go home." He tapped his nose. "Wolf mom. She'd notice if I came back smelling like fox and rabbit instead of marten."



"Smart."



He kissed her again, quick, sweet, and waved to Mira on his way out. They heard the front door close, the rattle of his bike being unlocked from the porch railing.



Then it was just the two of them.



Mira pulled Juniper close, their bellies pressing together. "You okay?"



"Yeah. I think so." Juniper's paw found her own belly, the softness Danny had noticed. "He's going to figure it out soon."



"Nervous?"



"A little. But mostly..." She smiled against Mira's fur. "I'm kind of excited? He's going to be so *into* it. And we get to share more with him. Bring him deeper."



"He's already pretty deep." Mira's tail swished. "Coming over here, Dad making him breakfast like it's normal, threesomes in my bed? That's not casual."



"I know." Juniper's paw traced her belly. "And this... I'm glad it's Daddy's. I *like* that it's Daddy's. Is that bad?"



"Why would it be bad?"



"Because Danny's going to think it's his. And I'll let him." She was quiet for a moment. "But also, we *are* having sex. If Daddy didn't make him wear condoms, it could've happened anyway. It's not like I'm lying about being pregnant, just... who."



"Yeah... it's an important detail, but, he gets to have *you.* That's real."



"Right." Juniper pressed closer. "And this way everyone's safe. Danny gets to be part of something real."



*Real?* She shook her head. It *is.*



Mira kissed her forehead.



They fell asleep tangled together.



 ——————— 


Saturday Morning


Juniper woke to Mira's paw on her shoulder.



"Morning routine," Mira whispered. Already bare.



She followed on sleepy legs. The hallway was dark, the hardwood cool under her pads, she knew the exact number of steps from Mira's room to Daddy's even if she closed her eyes. The master bedroom where the sheets smelled like cedar and both of them.



Bear was in his corner. He lifted his head, registered them, and settled back with a huff.



Silas was propped against the headboard, coffee on the nightstand. He smiled when they came in. "Morning, girls."



Mira crossed the room and climbed into his lap, pulling her shirt over her head on the way. They kissed without preamble, his paws on her waist, and Juni crawled onto the far side of the bed and burrowed into the warm sheets. She knew this part. The first few minutes were theirs.



Mira reached between them, guided him, and sank down with a sigh. The rhythm started slow, the sounds reached Juni's ears, rhythmic, wet, and *home.*



His mouth found her breast. The first pull drew a sound from Mira that was half relief, half pleasure, the pressure of the night releasing as he swallowed. Her paws found his headfur and held him there, rolling her hips, and for a few strokes there was just that. The wet sound of nursing, the creak of the bed, Bear's breathing from the corner.



Then Mira spoke between thrusts.



"Danny almost found me last night."



Said it easy. Like weather. Her hips didn't stop.



Dad's ears went sharp. His paw tightened on her hip. He pulled off her nipple with the audible release of suction. "Found you how?"



"Aiming blind." A slow grind that made them both shift. "His tip caught my folds instead of Juni's. Pressed my clit into hers."



Juni lay curled in the sheets beside them, listening. She'd felt that moment. The fumble that pressed their folds together and Mira's offended yip.



"He didn't get inside." Mira rocked forward, taking him deeper, working against his swelling knot. Her voice stayed level. "I tail-whipped him before he could push. Told him I have claws."



"And?"



"He apologized before I finished the sentence." She kissed him, then pulled back. "He's a nervous pup, Daddy. Harmless. Juni's the one he wants."



His paw slid up her spine. Pulled her flush against his chest, and his hips drove up. Hard. One thrust that wasn't about rhythm. Mira gasped.



"Nobody gets to be inside my mate." Low. Into her neck.



"Nobody. Only you." Mira pressed her forehead to his. "I teased him with pressure while he was inside Juni. That's all he gets of me." She rolled her hips, squeezing him. "He's not having what you're giving me right now."



"That's my mate. Love you, cub." He rolled his hips hard, punching the wind out of Mira as she moaned into the motion. Juni watched envious, but happy for her sister.



"I *needed* this, Daddy."



His mouth found her other breast. Pulled. The combination of thrust and suction drew a moan from Mira that Juni felt in her own belly.



"I guided him in pleasing Juni, Daddy." Mira's voice went thick between rolls. "Coached his paw. Held his edge. Grabbed his balls to stop him until she finished first." She ground down. "He did everything I asked."



"He was sweet about it," Juni murmured from the sheets, pulling closer, her cheek against Daddy's arm.



Silas's ears tilted toward her.



"And when he finished?" he asked against Mira's fur.



"Condom. Every drop sealed." Mira's paw found his jaw, turned his face up to hers. "He fills the latex. You fill *us.*"



Juni pressed her nose into Daddy's shoulder. She could feel his pulse through the fur.



"He's sweet with me, Daddy." Quiet. "Careful."



Silas's paw found her ear. Stroked it once, slow, without taking his mouth off Mira's breast.



Mira's rhythm was urgent now, close. "He's good for her?"



Silas pulled off. His ears forward. Something settled behind his eyes.



"He's good for her."



"Then he stays." His paw found Mira's belly. Luna between them. "But this is ours."



Mira covered his paw with hers and ground down, bearing onto his knot. His ears pressed flat, claws pricking into Mira's hip. His hips drove up and held, and Mira's moan broke into a gasp as the knot caught and locked inside her.



Juni watched from the sheets. The shudder that traveled through Daddy's body, the way his claws retracted and his grip went soft on Mira's fur. She could see the pulse in his cock through the stretched skin of Mira's entrance, each throb pushing warmth deeper. Mira collapsed against his chest, panting, her tail limp, and for a few seconds the only sound was breathing.



Then the leak. Thin and warm, seeping around the seal where his knot held, running in a slow line down the underside of his shaft. It caught the morning light, milky against the darker fur.



Juni didn't decide to move. Her body just went. She slid down the mattress until her muzzle was level with where they joined, the scent of both of them thick and close. She leaned in and licked.



Salt and musk and the particular sweetness that was Mira underneath. His cum was warmer than the air, thicker on her tongue than Mira's slick, and the taste of them mixed together was something she'd stopped being able to separate months ago. She traced the seal with her tongue, lazy, unhurried, catching what leaked, and felt his cock pulse once in response. Mira whimpered against his chest.



She licked again. His shaft twitched against her tongue and she heard him exhale through his teeth.



"Come here, sweetheart." Rough. His paw finding the back of her head, not pushing her away. Guiding her up.



Juni crawled past Mira and straddled Daddy's tummy in front of her sister glancing back, she gave Mira a kiss before turning to catch Silas's brilliant amber eyes. His chest, warm. His heartbeat, fast but slowing. She settled against him above where Mira was locked at the hips. His arm came around her.



Mira rocked forward and her belly pressed against Juni's back. Then lower on the backstroke, her slick folds catching against Juni's cotton tail.



Both of them went still.



"Oh." Mira's voice pitched up. "Juni, your tail, it's right on my—"



She could feel it. The soft puff pressed against Mira's clit, wetness soaking through from the tie. Each rock dragged it across the spot and the sound Mira made was not planned.



Juni wagged her fluffy scut. Testing. Teasing.



"*Stay.*" Mira's paw gripped her hip. "Don't you dare move."



She stayed. Daddy's warmth beneath her, Mira's heat against her tail, her own slick folds grinding against his stomach fur. He tilted her chin up and kissed her. Coffee and cedar and milk.



He pulled her shirt over her head. His eyes dropped to her chest and went soft.



"You're changing." His thumb traced the underside of one breast, cupping the new fullness. "Already."



The tenderness in his voice caught her more than the touch. She shivered under his gaze and he kissed her again, deeper this time, his paw warm against her chest. Mira's pace climbed behind her, paws on Juni's waist for leverage. The three of them moving together. Mira riding the knot, Juni's tail working Mira, Daddy's warmth beneath her.



She felt Mira come behind her, belly pressing against her back, the shudder traveling through Juni's tail and into her spine. The pressure of it, Mira's paws tight on her waist, Daddy's heartbeat hard under her cheek.



She came, "*Daddy, please.*" Falling out of her, not sure what she was asking for, but her body shivered and she collapsed against him and he breathed her in, deep and happy.



Mira, still tied, flopped over on her back making a fox and bunny sandwich on the bed.



 ——————— 


When the room stilled, she turned her head.



Mira draped on her, knotted, ears flat. His paw around both of them. Juni eased herself next to them, curled with her cheek finding the hollow of his shoulder. She let her free paw pet Mira idly. *My spot.*



Juni sat quiet for a moment. Her paw found her own chest. The tenderness building for days.



"Could you..." She bit her lip. "I know it's too early. Nothing will come out. But could you try? Like you do for her?"



He looked at her. Mira looked at her.



"So I know how it feels." Quieter. "When it's the caring part. The morning part."



His paw found her cheek.



"Come here, baby bunny."



She shifted into his lap. He cradled her the way he cradled Mira, her back against his arm, her head against his shoulder. His mouth sealed around the small puffy bud and pulled.



Nothing came.



His tongue circled in slow spirals, and the tenderness that had been building responded like a string being plucked. Not milk. Just the ache being *answered.* His mouth telling her body *I'm here for when it's time.*



Her eyes stung. A tear tracked through her cheek fur.



"That's what she feels every morning?"



"Mm-hm." Against her skin. He switched sides. Same patient circles. Her body had nothing to give him but he drew on it anyway, and the care of tending something that wasn't ready yet settled through her like warm water into dry ground.



Mira reached out and brushed the tear from Juni's cheek.



"Welcome to the morning club, bun."



Juni laughed. Wet and small.



He held them both after. Mira still knotted. Bear snoring. The room gray with pre-dawn.



"Can you read to me?" Juni's voice was barely there. "I know it's morning. But I liked it when you read to us." Her ears pressed back. "I don't get read to at home."



Silas's paw found the worn copy of *Fairy Tails* on the nightstand. Spine cracked, pages soft from years. He opened to a random page.



Mira nestled closer. Bear's ear twitched.



Silas took a breath and began:



"In the days when the hills still belonged to the wolves, a wolf came down in the lean weeks of winter and found a dog sleeping against a farmhouse wall. The dog was plump and warm, and around her neck she wore a collar of soft brown leather, with a little brass tag that caught the light.



"'I know this story,' said the wolf. 'You will tell me of your warm bed and your full bowl, and then I will see where the chain has worn your neck bare, and I will choose my hunger and keep my hills.'



"The dog considered this. 'There is no chain,' she said. 'The gate stands open all night. Look.'



"The wolf looked, and it was true.



"'Then why wear the collar at all,' the wolf asked, 'if nothing holds you?'



"'A chain is for an animal someone is afraid will run,' said the dog. 'A collar is for an animal someone has promised to keep. Wherever I wander, whoever finds me, the collar says: this one is not nobody's. Someone feeds her when she is hungry. Someone comes looking when she is gone. Whatever trouble she finds, it is someone else's trouble too.'



"The wolf was quiet for a long while. 'And what does it cost?'



"'Everything,' said the dog. 'But not from me. The collar was never my promise to make. The one who buckled it on made it and pays it fresh every morning. I only carry it where everyone can see.'"



Silas closed the book.



Bear's breathing. Mira's heartbeat. Juni's paw had found her own throat, pressing against bare fur where a collar would sit.



"Read it again," she whispered.



He did.



 ——————— 


When Juniper woke again, the light had shifted. Late morning, golden instead of grey. Mira winced as she pulled on her training bra.



"You okay?" Juniper asked from the bed, watching her dress.



"Tender." Mira adjusted the fabric carefully, trying to find a position that didn't press against her nipples. They'd gotten puffy lately, swollen and sensitive in a way that made even soft cotton feel like sandpaper. "Everything's tender. My chest, my belly, my..." She gestured vaguely. "Everything."



"Same." Juniper sat up, rubbing her own chest through her sleep shirt. Her nipples had started doing the same thing, not quite sore, but *aware.* Every brush of fabric a small announcement. "Is this normal?"



"Daddy says it's hormones. The pregnancy ramping up." Mira finally got the bra situated and reached for a shirt, one of Silas's old flannels, soft from a hundred washes. "It gets better eventually. Or you just get used to it."



"Great."



Mira tugged the flannel's hem, checking the drape in the mirror. Turned sideways. Adjusted again. "We can't keep raiding Daddy's closet. Sage is already razzing us, we don't need any *more* attention."



"I mean, you do make a cute lumberjack." Juniper pulled Daddy's oversized plaid sweater tighter, looking down as she tugged it tight against her flat tummy. She didn't have Danny's sweater today, so she really was raiding the same closet. "But yeah. We need actual clothes."



"Let's hit up the mall, then, like we planned. It's time. Before it's urgent." Mira was already texting. Juni watched.



    Mira: Mall run. You're on bag duty. Meet at the food court in 30.

    Danny: Do I get a say in this?

    Mira: No. Bring opinions though.



They gathered up their backpacks and headed to the door, calling for Dad.



 ——————— 


Dad dropped them at the entrance, window down, sunglasses on. "Card's in your pocket, cub. Don't go crazy."



"Define crazy."



"Don't buy a car."



"That's a *lot* of bunnyhugs, Daddy."



"Exactly." He grinned and pulled away.



Juniper caught Mira's eyes. "Mall trip! This is exciting, I haven't ever been on my own."



Mira grinned, ruffled her head fur. "Race you?"



They ran to the entrance. Juni was ahead, but when she turned around, Mira was gone. She felt a tap on her shoulder and spun. Mira was right there, muzzle to muzzle, and kissed her before she could react. "*Oh!*"



"You're fast, Juni."



"How?"



"Fox stuff."



They made their way into the mall. Juniper wove between shoppers, her world nothing but belt buckles and swinging bags until the crowd thinned and the food court opened up around them.



Danny was already there, fidgeting with some small fries and water he'd picked up to look busy. His tail started going the second he spotted them.



"Hey." He fell into step, fries abandoned on the table. "Want some water?" She took a sip.



His eyes caught on Juniper's backpack, the fox plush riding the shoulder strap, its magnetic paws clipped around the nylon, orange fur bouncing with each step.



He reached out, touched one of the button eyes. His claw traced where the seam line should have been. Couldn't find it. Just continuous fur flowing over the join. "Where did you get this? It looks like Mira."



"She *made* it!" Juniper unclipped the fox from her strap and held it up. "All by herself. Learned to sew and everything." She brought it to her neck, the magnetic paws finding each other behind her nape. *Click.* The fox hung at her throat, green button eyes catching the mall light. "She wanted to be able to hug me when we can't be together, see?"



Danny's tail stilled. His rabbit had visible thread. A drooping ear. Honest stitches that showed where he'd pulled too tight or not tight enough. This fox had invisible seams and shaved gradients and felt paws with magnets strong enough to hold. He looked at it with awe. His ears pressed back, and he held the breath he'd forgotten to take.



"It's really good," he said, frowning to himself. "The bunny plush is so much rougher."



"I love your bunny, silly wolf, now I have two. One from each of my favorite people." Juniper unclipped the fox and settled it back on her backpack strap, paws clasping the nylon. Proud.



"I like that. You're my favorite people too... but why am I here again?" he asked, falling into step behind them.



"Because you have opinions." Mira linked her arm through his, casual and friendly. "And because Juni wants to look cute for you."



"Juni always looks cute."



"See? Opinions." She steered him toward a store with oversized bunnyhugs in the window display. "Now help us pick."



The store was having a sale on what the tags called "boyfriend fit" sweaters, loose, cozy, designed to swallow you whole. Perfect.



"What about this one?" Danny held up a moss green bunnyhug, soft and enormous. "It matches your fur, Juni."



"Try it on." Mira was already pulling options off the rack. Burgundy, cream, a soft heather gray. "We need like four each. Different colors so it doesn't look weird."



"Why do you need so many?" Danny asked, but he was already hunting for more greens and soft pinks.



"Comfort," Juniper said. The same answer they always gave. "It's been cold."



"It's literally July."



"I run cold."



In the fitting room, the girls squeezed into one stall while Danny waited outside.



"How's this?" Juniper pulled the green bunnyhug over her head and turned to the mirror. The fabric draped loose over her midsection, hiding the soft curve that had been getting harder to disguise. She looked... normal. Just a girl in an oversized sweater. It had a cute orange robot bunny on the front, perfect for her.



"Perfect." Mira was trying on the burgundy, it had a bright blue lighting bolt stitched on it. She was checking her profile from every angle. At fifteen weeks, her bump was more pronounced, but under the heavy fabric, it disappeared entirely. "God, that's such a relief. I was starting to panic about gym class." She flipped the hood up, and her pointed fox ears popped through the cutouts at the top—little slits in the fabric designed for exactly this. "Oh, cute! Ear holes."



Juniper tried hers too. Her long rabbit ears threaded through easily, standing tall above the hood. "That's adorable. We look like actual bunny hugs."



"You *are* a bunny hug." Mira grinned. "The cutest one."



"Are you still doing gym?"



"Modified. Daddy wrote a note about a knee injury." Mira smoothed the fabric over her belly, watching it stay hidden. "I just walk laps while everyone else runs."



"Smart."



There was a soft knock on the fitting room door. "You guys okay in there?" Danny's voice, muffled through the wood.



"Just helping each other with zippers," Mira called back. "Girl stuff."



"...there are no zippers on bunnyhugs."



"Shush."



Juniper stifled a laugh. In the mirror, she caught Mira's eye, both of them in their new camouflage, bellies hidden, secrets safe. Mira reached over and squeezed her paw.



"We match," Mira whispered. "Bump buddies."



"Bump buddies," Juniper agreed.



They emerged with armfuls of bunnyhugs, eight total, four each, enough variety to get them through the next few months without raising suspicion. Fun prints and designs on several. Danny insisted on paying for Juniper's, which made her heart twist in a complicated way.



"You don't have to—"



"I want to." His tail lifted. "You're my girlfriend. And you said you've been cold. So."



*You're so sweet,* she thought. *You're so sweet and you have no idea why I need these.* The thought made her a little sad, so she hugged him extra tight.



"Thank you, Danny."



He beamed like she'd given him a gift instead of the other way around.



 ——————— 


The pet store was three doors down from the clothing outlet, wedged between a phone repair kiosk and a place that sold nothing but candles.



Juniper drifted toward it while Mira and Danny argued about whether the cream bunnyhug was too close to white. ("It's *ivory,*" Mira insisted. "It's *white,*" Danny said. "It's going to show everything when you spill on it." "It's IVORY, Danny. And I'm not some clumsy wolf, foxes are careful!")



The automatic doors parted and the smell hit her: kibble and cedar chips and the particular rubber-and-rawhide scent of a thousand chew toys. A cockatiel screamed from somewhere near the ceiling midway into the store. Two hamsters on a wheel watched her with professional disinterest.



She wasn't looking for anything. She was looking at everything. Her paws finding objects before her brain assigned them purpose. Squeezed a rubber bone. Sniffed a bag of freeze-dried liver treats. Chased out the intrusive thoughts of stuffing them in her mouth, she set them back with suspicious care and took three steps back. Ran her fingers through a bin of tennis balls, feeling the fuzz, sorting the colors: green, green, yellow, green.



The collar rack was at the end of the aisle.



Rows of them on little hooks, organized by size. Nylon in every color. Reflective strips for night walks. Rhinestone-studded ones that caught the fluorescent light and threw tiny rainbows across the kibble bags.



And on the second row, between a plain red leather and a blue plaid, a collar she couldn't look away from.



Mottled leather, green and black, the two colors marbled together like they'd been mixed while wet and left to dry however they pleased. Not dyed flat—*textured,* the grain of the leather visible through the color, ridges and valleys that caught light differently depending on the angle. The edges were finished clean, beveled and sealed, and the single-prong buckle was brushed copper, understated, the kind of hardware that didn't announce itself.



But the carrots.



Stamped into the leather—six of them around the circumference, each one pressed clean into the hide, the tapered root and feathered tops crisp in their shallow wells. And then hand-painted: bright orange for the roots, green for the tops, the paint sitting vivid in the stamped impressions against the dark mottled leather. No two painted exactly alike. Same stamp, different hand.



Juniper took it off the hook.



The leather was heavier than she expected. Not stiff like she expected. Supple, quality leather. The kind that would soften with wear, that would mold to whatever it lived on. She bent it, watched the mottled color shift as the surface flexed, green catching the fluorescent light, black absorbing it.



She turned it over. The inside was dyed black, soft frayed leather, the raw hide that would press against fur. It smelled like new leather, chemical-sharp, not yet belonging to anyone.



The D-ring sat at the center of the strap, mounted on its own rivet, separate from the buckle at the end. Stainless steel, functional, heavier than it looked. It caught the light with a quiet *tink* when she turned the collar in her hands.



She ran her thumb across a carrot. Felt the stamped well, the paint inside it, the crisp edge where leather met impression.



"Find something?"



Danny had appeared beside her. Shopping bag in one paw, all eight bunnyhugs paid for. He smelled like the pretzel place they'd passed on the way in.



"Look at this." She held the collar up. The carrots caught the light, orange on green-black, and she watched Danny's face do the thing it did when she showed him something—that full-attention focus, ears forward, head tilting, as if whatever she was holding was the most important object in the store.



"Those are hand-painted," he said, taking it from her, turning it the way she had. "You can see the brushstrokes. That's actually really cool."



"I know, right?"



He ran his finger along a carrot. Nodded, impressed in the genuine way Danny was impressed by things, without performing it. "This is nice. Like, actually nice." He checked the tag quick. "Huh. Not cheap, either."



"I like it." Juniper took it back, her thumb finding the same carrot. "I don't have a dog, but... do you think Bear would like it? Maybe for when I take him on walks with Mira?"



"For Bear?" Danny held the collar up, gauging the size. "Yeah, I think this would work. The green and black would look good on him."



"How much?" Juniper asked. She hadn't checked, was just drawn to it.



Danny flipped the tag to double check. His ears did a small calculation—the flick-and-settle of a boy running mental math against a number he already knew wasn't comfortable. She saw the moment the price registered, the brief tightening around his eyes. The quick inventory of what was left in his account after the bunnyhugs.



He'd checked his balance at the ATM near the food court. She'd seen him do it, leaning close to the screen, his tail dropping a degree before he straightened and said "we're good" with the confidence of someone who had decided that *enough* was whatever his girlfriend needed.



The collar was too generous. "I can help." She said, small.



"I got it," he said. His voice didn't waver.



"Danny, you don't have to—"



"It's okay, I want to, you haven't asked me for anything before." He was already heading for the register, the collar in one paw and the bunnyhug bag in the other. "Bear's a good boy and you spend lots of time at Mira's with him. I know this will make you smile every time you see it on him."



At the counter, the cashier—a bored teenage iguana—scanned the tag without looking at it.



"Collar's for a medium breed," she said. "Won't fit anything over fifty pounds."



"It's for an Akita," Danny said.



The iguana looked at him. Looked at the collar. Looked back at him.



"That's not going to fit an Akita."



"It'll be fine," Danny said, with the unearned confidence of a twelve-year-old wolf who had never measured anything in his life.



The iguana shrugged and rang it up. Danny tapped his card.



The machine made the wrong sound.



His ears flattened. He stared at the reader for a second, then dug in his pocket and produced a crumpled bill and some change. "Can I split it?"



The iguana sighed the sigh of retail workers everywhere and punched in the partial. Card for most of it. Cash for the rest. Danny's pocket was empty when the receipt printed.



"Thank you," Juniper said outside, the pet store bag warm in her paw. Then: "Danny."



"Yeah?"



"You spent your smoothie money."



His ears went sideways. "I don't need one, I had water earlier, I'm not thirsty."



"That's not what I mean..." They looked at each other, his eyes drew her in. She clutched the collar tight. She took his hand. Squeezed three times.



His tail did a slow, uncertain wag. He didn't know the code yet. But his fingers closed around hers and held.



"Three squeezes means I love you."



His tail picked up. "I—I love you too. Is... am I allowed to say that? Do you mean it?"



"I do. Thank you for the collar, Danny."



"For Bear," he said. Quieter now.



"For Bear," she agreed.



They walked out arm in arm, the game store caught their attention and they spent a few minutes playing Wacky Wheels 8 on the display console.



 ——————— 


Mira was three sections deep into the menswear of Threads & Thorns when the voice found her.



"*Caught you a-gai-ain!*"



Sing-song. Bright. Projected from the diaphragm as if they were in a theater even in the mall where clothing racks muffled sound. Mira's ears snapped sideways before she turned.



A bunny girl stood at the end of the rack, one paw on her hip, the other holding a smoothie, her free finger wagging in time with the sing-song. She was grinning like she'd won something. White fur, black headfur with a braid hanging over the right side of her face, a black star-shaped marking visible at her collar above the neckline of a purple crop top. Maybe nine or ten. She looked entirely too pleased with herself.



*Who is she?* Just a kid, bright-eyed, radiating main-character energy in a store full of wolf-cut joggers and fashion tees.



Then the girl pressed one finger to her lips. Held it there. Tilted her head.



*Shh.*



The water park crashed back. The lazy river. The neon green pool noodle hiding everything. And a naked bunny girl on the bank, toweled by her dad, peeking over his shoulder—she'd *laughed,* bright and delighted, and pressed her finger to her lips and—



Mira's blood went cold. Her paw tightened on the charcoal jacket she'd been holding.



"You—"



"Me!" The girl bounced on her toes, delighted. Not threatening. *Performing.* Like she'd been rehearsing this reunion in her head and was thrilled the blocking worked. "You were on the tube. With the noodle. And the other bunny, the grey one with the long ears." She took a sip of her smoothie, casual as a curtain call. "You looked *really* comfortable."



"I don't know what you're—"



"Mhm." The girl's ears waggled. Not buying it. "Big green pool noodle across your lap. Your dad holding you in a *fun* position. And you were *very* wiggly for someone who was just *flo-o-oating*." She *sang* the word.



Mira's tail went rigid and tucked against her leg. She scanned the store. Empty except for a clerk folding graphic tees near the front. Nobody listening. Nobody close.



"Relax." The girl softened, her performance dimming to something warmer. She stepped closer, lowering her voice without losing the sparkle. "I already told you I wouldn't say anything. That's what the *shh* was for." She wiggled her smoothie. "I'm Aria, by the way. We're visiting my grandparents. Been here a month."



"Mira." It came out before she could decide whether to give her real name. Something about Aria's certainty made lying feel pointless.



"Pretty name." Aria's eyes dropped to the bunnyhug. Mira watched them trace the drape, the way the oversized fabric pooled around her midsection. Aria's nose twitched once—a quick rabbit-read—and her grin shifted into something knowing.



"*Cute* bunnyhug." She reached out and pinched the fabric at Mira's hip, testing the looseness. "Very roomy. Very... strategic." Her eyes came back up, bright and unblinking. "My aunt wore these a lot last year. Well, for about seven months, anyway." Her grin widened. "Now I've got some cute cousins!"



Mira's ears went flat. Her paw moved to her belly before she could stop it, then jerked to the jacket on the rack instead. Too late. Aria tracked the aborted gesture and her grin grew even further, delighted, buck teeth and sparkling eyes behind them. But she softened.



"I'm not going to say anything about *that* either." Quieter now. Still warm. "Promise."



Mira stared at her. This bunny kid who'd seen her knotted on a lazy river and was now reading her pregnancy through a sweater in a mall. Who wasn't scared, wasn't scandalized, wasn't even particularly surprised. Just... delighted to have found her again.



"How do you—" Mira stopped. Started over. "You're awfully calm about all this."



Aria shrugged, one ear flopping with the motion. "My family's kind of like yours, I think." Said simple. Said like weather. "Not exactly. But close enough that I know what *comfortable on a tube* looks like."



Mira's eyes flicked to the store entrance. Still empty. The clerk hadn't moved.



She left it there, but circled Mira with a slow flourish, one claw tracing shoulder to shoulder without catching the fabric. "Not that I've been *that* comfortable, I'm a bun but I don't have one in the oven," she glanced at Mira's midsection. "How's it feel?"



Mira's arms hung by her sides. Aria held her gaze. She exhaled. Hadn't realized she was holding her breath. "Full? A little exposed though."



Aria nodded, thumb and forefinger on her chin, eyes closed, ears flopping. "But do you feel seen? Because sometimes that's more valuable than the risk."



Mira paused, stuttered, then closed her muzzle and nodded simply.



Aria snapped back with volume and a grin. "So!" The spotlight finding her again. She spun toward the racks with the decisiveness of someone who had opinions about fabric and wasn't afraid to use them. "Who are we shopping for? Because that—" she pointed at the jacket in Mira's paws, "—is really nice, actually. Good eye."



"How did you know I'm buying for someone?"



"You're in the men's section pulling canine cuts." Aria winked. "And you had a grey bunny and a lazy river and now you're shopping alone. I'm guessing the bunny's busy somewhere with a coyote or a wolf and you're doing something nice."



Mira found herself almost smiling despite the adrenaline still buzzing under her fur. "Sharp read. I promised to be good to Juni's wolf. Help me pick something that makes him look like himself instead of his grandma's closet."



"Oh, *grandma's closet.*" Aria's whole face lit up. "Say no more. That's my specialty. I dress my brother every morning or he'd wear the same game shirt until it decomposed. I do theater, costuming is half the job." She took the jacket from Mira's paws and turned it over, running her claw along the shoulder seam. "This is solid. Classic. But maybe not enough *flourish?*" She hung it back on the rack and dove deeper, hangers clicking, her braid swinging. "Have you considered something a little more avant-garde?"



She emerged holding a different jacket. Sleek, fitted, dark charcoal like the first, but with an asymmetrical wrap across the chest and decorative straps at the shoulders. She held it against herself, modeling with one paw, smoothie in the other.



"Feel the shoulder seam—it's set high on purpose. The wrap makes narrow shoulders read wider. The whole silhouette says *wolf* without saying try-hard." She tilted her head. "It's a statement piece."



Mira took it, felt the fabric. A herringbone weave that only showed when the light caught it. Softer than the first jacket. More interesting. "That might work."



"*Might?*" Aria's ears went flat with mock offense. "Okay, let's build the rest and you tell me if *might* upgrades to *absolutely will.*" She pulled a black tee off the adjacent rack and held it up. A single white brushstroke slashed across the chest, spattered at the edges like it had been flung. "This. Under the jacket. The stroke reads like a claw mark, very wolfish, but the spatter keeps it artsy."



Mira studied the brushstroke. The spatter was asymmetrical, heavier on the left, trailing off into fine dots on the right. Her artist's eye tracked the weight distribution. "That's actually a really good print. The negative space on the right balances the heavy side. It reads like motion even when he's standing still."



Aria blinked and smiled. "You *see* it?"



"My dad's an illustrator. I grew up staring at composition." Mira was already moving to the next rack, her paws flipping through hangers with purpose now, reading the cuts the way she read gesture lines. She pulled a pair of slim black cargo joggers and held them up, turning them, checking the line. Angular zip pockets at the thigh. Buckled cuffs that cinched at the calf. "These. The cuffs are the whole point, see how they cinch? His calf fur will spike out above the hardware. Show some of those wolf muscles. Balance the edgy top with athletic and sharp legs. Reads *animal.*"



Aria took the joggers from her, held them at arm's length the way a director holds a costume piece against the light. Her ears went tall.



"Reads *animal,*" she repeated, tasting the phrase. "You're... *directing* him. Edgy on top, athletic below, the cuffs frame his legs like—" She held the joggers against the jacket and tee, stepping back to see the full picture. Her ears snapped forward. "Oh, these *match* good work. Cunning like a..."



"Don't say it." But Mira was *grinning.* "Thanks for helping. He's a good wolf, but *too* good sometimes, maybe this'll give him some confidence and *edge.*"



They browsed together after that. Aria talked with her whole body, ears conducting, paws swooping, her braid swinging when she turned. Mira matched her energy differently, quieter, more precise, holding pieces at arm's length with a squint that was pure studio habit.



"Your brother," Mira said, checking the store entrance over Aria's shoulder. Still clear. "The little one from the park. With the juice."



"Hymn." Aria's ears softened. "He stayed at Grandma's today. Malls are too much for him, all the noise and people, he does better when it's quiet." A pause, something protective moving behind her eyes. "He's doing really good though. Just... on his own terms."



"That's sweet, that you look out for him."



"That's my job." Said simply. Completely. "He's my twin. I make sure the world doesn't get too loud for him. He's *always* there for me in ways words can't track." She grinned. "He's a good listener. What's a performance without an audience? Balance."



They brought the pile to the register. The clerk, a bored young deer, scanned the tags without looking up. "Card?" Mira tapped Dad's visa. The machine beeped. The bag went over her arm and they walked out together, tail swishing and ears bouncing.



 ——————— 


They hit the smoothie counter at the edge of the food court. Mira ordered strawberry-banana for Juni, mango, and a mixed berry for herself. Aria got a refill, rattling her empty cup at the barista with a grin.



They stood by the pickup window, leaning against the counter, waiting. The mall hummed around them. Quieter here, away from the main corridor.



Mira pulled the brushstroke tee from the bag and turned it over in her paws. The white slash across the black fabric, heavy on one side, dissolving to spatter on the other. Motion frozen on cotton.



"Is it lonely?" she asked. "The secret part."



Aria was still for a beat. The longest Mira had heard her go quiet.



"Not for me." She said it easy, but quiet. "I've got Hymn, and Mom and Dad, and more friends than I can keep track of." She paused. "But you don't have that."



"Before Juni, it was just us." Mira folded the shirt without looking at it. "Mom's gone. No siblings. Dad and me and the quiet."



Aria didn't try to fix it. Just stood there, smoothie in her paw, her ears lower than they'd been all afternoon.



"You found your bunny, though," she said. Softer.



"Yeah." Mira smoothed the folded tee. "I did."



Their smoothies appeared on the counter. Mira gathered all three, balancing them against the shopping bag. Aria took a long pull of hers.



Her phone buzzed. She checked it, ears flicking. "Grandma. I gotta go before she sends a search party." She pointed at the clothes. "Wish I could see it put together, we're heading home on Monday. Wolf boys clean up so well when someone bothers to try."



"Thank you. For the help. And for..." Mira gestured vaguely at everything.



Aria stepped closer. Her voice dropped a register. Private and real.



"You looked happy on that river. All three of you did." Her eyes held Mira's. "Take care of your bunny, fox girl."



Then she was gone, braid swinging, her step bouncing with confidence.



Mira stood by the smoothie counter holding three drinks and a shopping bag full of someone else's confidence, her heart hammering against the bunnyhug that hid everything.



*We're not the only ones.*



 ——————— 


Mira was waiting at the food court with smoothies and a shopping bag Danny didn't recognize. The bag was matte black with silver lettering.



Danny's ears perked at the smoothies. "You got smoothies?"



"I got smoothies." She handed him the mango. Then she pushed the black bag across the table. "And this."



He looked at it. Looked at her. "What is it?"



"Open it."



He pulled the tissue paper out. A jacket, first. Sleek, fitted, dark charcoal that would sit close against his grey fur. Decorative straps at the shoulders, an asymmetrical wrap, clean hardware. The fabric was soft with a herringbone weave that only showed when the light caught it. Under it, a black tee with a single white brushstroke slashed across the chest, spattered at the edges like it had been flung. And at the bottom of the bag, slim black cargo joggers with angular zip pockets at the thigh and buckled cuffs that cinched at the calf.



Danny held the jacket up. His ears cycled through three positions.



"This is for me?"



"You can't keep wearing your grandma's button-ups to dates, Danny." Mira sipped her smoothie. "Grey fur looks good in dark clothes. It makes you sharper instead of washing you out."



"I can't afford—"



"I didn't ask you to. Don't monopolize being *nice.* Let me do something to be good to you too, wolf." She tapped the bag. "Go change. Men's room. Try the jacket with the sleeves pushed up, it'll look better on your arms."



He stared at her. Juni watched the two, Danny looked overwhelmed, but grateful. He looked to her and back at Mira.



"Mira, you didn't have to—"



"I wanted to. We hang out all the time. I want you to look good." Her tail swished once. "Go change."



He went.



When he came back, Juniper's ears shot up. The charcoal jacket sat close across his shoulders, sleeves pushed up to the elbow the way Mira had said, the asymmetrical wrap crossing his chest and the decorative straps pulling the line of his shoulders wider, sharper. He looked *built.* The white slash cut across the black tee like a claw mark, spatter trailing off one edge, and every piece of dark fabric made his grey fur *pop* in ways she'd never noticed before. His arms, the silver guard hairs catching the mall light where his sleeves were rolled. His neck, the thick wolf ruff framed by the jacket's collar instead of swallowed by a button-up. And at his calves where the joggers cinched, his fur spiked out above the buckled cuffs, coarse and silver against black hardware. The whole look followed the shape of him, the lean wolfish frame that had been hiding under his grandma's clothes this entire time.



*Handsome.* She caught herself staring. Let her gaze linger anyway.



"Wow." Juniper's cotton tail bounced. "*Danny.*"



His ears went flat with embarrassment, but his tail was going. "Is it too much? It feels too much. I've never worn anything that actually—"



"It's perfect." Juniper was already circling him, tugging the jacket's collar flat, smoothing a wrinkle at the shoulder. "You look *so good.*"



Danny turned to Mira. His throat worked.



"Thank you," he said. Quiet. Meaning more than the clothes.



"You're with us now, it's kind of official." Mira shrugged, like it was nothing. Like she hadn't just told him he belonged by dressing him in it. "If we aren't going to be formless lumberjacks anymore, I want you to look like a real *wolf.* Gotta guard my rabbit."



Juniper felt her skin flush under her fur. She shivered lightly. *My rabbit.*



Mira picked up her smoothie. "Now. What's in the bag?"



"Collar for Bear." Juniper pulled it out, held it up. The carrots caught the food court light—warmer here, yellower, and the orange paint glowed against the mottled leather. "Danny bought it."



Mira took it. Turned it over in her paws. Her thumb found a carrot, traced the painted stamp the way Juniper's had. Her eyes moved across the leather—the marbled color, the quality of the stitching, the brushed copper buckle.



The D-ring.



Her gaze settled on it for a moment. A heavy silver loop, functional, standard, hanging steady from the collar's hardware. Her ear twitched. Just the left one. A micro-movement that Juniper caught.



"It's pretty," Mira said, handing it back. "Bear's going to look great."



She went back to her smoothie. Juniper put the collar in the bag. Danny slurped his mango and told a story about his sister and a shopping cart that nobody was fully listening to. The bustle of the mall was captivating in its own way, people buzzing about chores, getting food at the stalls, and a group of teens lounging on some of the coin operated mall rides.



Under the table, Mira's foot found Juniper's ankle. One press.



Juniper pressed back.



Danny pressed against Juniper's side, all three of them slurping through straws. Normal kids on a normal Saturday.



"These bunnyhugs are really soft," Danny said, reaching over to feel the fabric of Juniper's new purchase. His paw brushed her side, and she held very still. "Like, really really soft."



"That's why we picked them."



"You should wear the green one Monday. I want to see it on you at school. Robot bunny suits you."



"Okay." She leaned into him, letting his warmth steady her. "I will."



Under the table, her paw found her belly. Still mostly flat to anyone who didn't know to look. But not for much longer.



At least now she had something to hide it in.



 ——————— 


Silas picked them up after shopping, loading Danny's bike into the truck.



Back at the house, Juniper pulled the collar from the pet store bag while Danny wrestled Bear on the living room floor.



"Hold still, you big oaf." She knelt beside them, the mottled leather in her paws, and Bear's ears pricked at the new object. He sniffed it once—leather, chemical newness, the ghost of the store—and held still with that Akita patience that meant *I'm allowing this.*



She wrapped the collar around his neck. Buckled it at the tightest hole.



The leather barely met. Bear's neck was a different architecture entirely—thick, muscled, the dense ruff of an Akita bred for mountain work. The collar sat high and snug, the buckle straining, the carrots compressed against fur that swallowed them. Bear huffed once, then coughed—a short, sharp sound, his body rejecting the constriction—and Juniper's paws were on the buckle immediately, fingers working the pin free.



"Sorry, sorry—" The collar came loose and Bear shook himself, his ruff resettling, dignity restored. He licked her face once, forgiving, and went back to Danny.



"A little too small," Mira said from the couch, where she'd been watching. Her voice was light, casual. "But it's so pretty."



Juniper held the collar in her lap. The leather was warm from Bear's thirty seconds of wearing it, the faintest trace of his scent already in the grain. She ran her thumb along a carrot.



"Maybe it could be a necklace?" She said it to the collar more than to anyone. Then, quieter: "It's the first one I've ever been given."



Danny looked up from the floor, Bear's head in his lap. His ears went soft.



"You should keep it," he said. "It probably looks better on you anyway."



He meant it as a compliment, but it was a *dog* collar. "It's... for dogs, Danny." But Juniper's paw closed around the collar and something warm and *right* settled in her chest.



"It has carrots, Juni. It can be a necklace." Mira caught her eye. *She sees how I'm squeezing it.* "I bet it's cute on you."



Juni relaxed her grip. "Yeah," she said. "Maybe it'll suit me?"



The collar went into her backpack, tucked between her math binder and sketchbook.



"Mr. Bl—Silas, we should probably head out soon," Danny said.



Silas nodded, "I'll drive you home. Don't want your mom to worry. Juni, your mom called as well, wants you home for dinner."



 ——————— 


Saturday Evening


Mom had made stir-fry. It was trying. The vegetables unevenly cooked. Hurried, with half-frozen peas in burnt pods. Warren made good stir-fry when he was home and trying to be a good father. Mom tried but usually got take-out after her shift. Instant rice, soy sauce from the bottle with the cap crusted shut. She'd set the table with four places even though one was Warren's and Warren was three states away.



Lily sat across from Juniper, earbuds in, one out, the compromise she and Mom had reached about phones at dinner. Rose was beside her, kicking the table leg in a rhythm that had no apparent source or end. *Thunk. Thunk. Thunk.*



"So," Mom said, settling into her chair with the particular exhale of someone who'd been on her feet for eleven hours. "How was everyone's week?"



Lily shrugged. "Fine."



Rose launched into a detailed account of a dodgeball incident that had apparently reshaped the entire social hierarchy of her grade. Mom nodded along, asking follow-up questions, her ears tracking Rose's voice even as her eyes drifted to the clock on the microwave.



Juniper ate her rice and waited.



"And June, sweetie." Mom turned to her. "How's band? Lily said there's a recital coming up?"



Juniper's fork paused.



"I'm not in band, Mom."



"Oh." Mom blinked. "I thought you had rehearsal last—that was Rose?"



"Yeah, that was Rose and Lily." Juniper stabbed a piece of frozen broccoli. "I'm more in art."



"Right, right, I know that." Mom waved her paw, embarrassed. "Last year, right? Last year something about a clarinet?"



"Yeah, I didn't join because I wanted to play guitar and they don't do that in band."



"I'm sorry, honey. I remember, we couldn't afford a guitar for you. Rabbits have small fingers for it anyway. I've been mixing things up. The shifts have been crazy." She reached over and squeezed Juniper's arm. "How's art, then?"



"Good. Ms. Chen says I'm improving a lot." She wanted to tell her about the gesture drawing, about the crosshatching Mira had taught her, about the comic they were making. She wanted to say *I'm good at something, Mom, really good, and people have noticed.* "She might recommend me for the advanced program next year."



"That's wonderful, sweetie." Mom was already turning to Rose, who had started a second dodgeball story. "Rose, elbows off the table."



*But she doesn't even ask to see what I've made.*



Juniper watched her mom's ears swivel toward her youngest. The automatic tracking of the loudest signal in the room. Rose was loud. Lily was difficult. Juniper was easy, and easy meant invisible.



She ate her stir-fry. It was edible. Mom had cooked. Had set the table. Had asked about her week. She had a safe home, food, and a place to sleep.



*She tries.*



 ——————— 


After dinner, Lily disappeared to her room, door shut, music on. Rose sprawled on the couch with a tablet. Mom was asleep in her chair by eight-thirty, the TV still murmuring.



Juniper covered her with the afghan from the back of the couch. Stood there for a moment, looking at her mom's face in the blue light. Tired. Older than thirty-eight, the years pulling at her in ways that weren't just about time. Her ears twitched in her sleep, tracking sounds that weren't there.



*Maybe I wouldn't be invisible if you were here more to see me.*



Her ears drooped and eyes watered, but she tucked the blanket around her tired mother with care.



*Silas knows I do art.*



She went to bed early. Fell asleep before her head hit the pillow, the collar still in her backpack, waiting.



 ——————— 


Sunday Night


It was eleven PM. Door closed. Her sisters were asleep down the hall. Mom had been working all day at work, gotten home at nine-thirty and was in bed an hour later.



Juniper pulled the collar from her backpack and set it on her desk under the lamp, between a half-finished sketch and a jar of dirty paintbrush water. She turned it over in her paws.



She set the collar on her desk under the lamp, between a half-finished sketch and a jar of dirty paintbrush water. It was long, too long.



She picked it up again. Held it against her neck, then inspected the carrots the way she had at the store. The leather was cool, having picked up the ambient temperature of the house. The material, the carrots, and the D-ring caught lamplight.



The excess length hung past the buckle by nearly two inches, the leather designed for a neck that wasn't hers. She buckled it at the tightest hole and it sat loose, sliding against her fur when she swallowed, gapping at the sides. A collar that was still trying to be for a dog.



She opened her desk drawer and pulled out her sewing kit. The small one Mom had given her last Winter Holiday, the one she used for buttons and torn seams on her art smocks. Needle, thread, the good scissors with the orange handles. And the leather punch set she'd bought for a bookmark project in fourth grade. A small plastic case with graduated drive punches, a steel backing plate, and a rubber mallet. She hadn't touched it since.



She measured first. Same distance as the other holes. She triangulated the center and marked a small + where the lines crossed with a sharp pencil. *That's the mark.*



The punch. She chose a size to match the existing holes, set the steel plate under the collar, lined the drive punch over her mark. Smacked the mallet down. *One. Two. Three.* The punch bit through with a clean pop, a circle of mottled green-black sitting in the plate's well like a piece of confetti.



She repeated it with one more evenly spaced hole further in for an even tighter fit. *Just in case.*



She tried the buckle at the new innermost hole. The pin pushed through and seated. Snug. *Right.* The leather pulled firm against her palm when she tested it—no gapping, no sliding. Room for one finger between the strap and her fur, the fit she'd been calculating without knowing she'd been calculating it.



Now the excess. She couldn't just cut for today's fit. In a year her neck would be bigger. In two years, bigger still. She needed the leather long enough to reach the looser holes when she grew into them.



She buckled the collar at the smallest original hole, two notches above her snug fit, the loosest she'd ever wear it. Checked the mirror. The tail of the leather stuck out past the keeper loop, too long even at this size. She marked where to cut so the tail tucked clean, then unbuckled and laid the collar flat on her desk.



The collar's end was finished the way good leather was finished: the outer layer folded over the raw edge and stitched clean. She picked the stitching apart with her needle, a few threads at a time, until the decorative layer separated from the rough strap underneath. She cut the rough strap shorter but left the outer layer long. Enough to fold back over and re-hem once she'd shaped the end.



The scissors parted the strap with a soft resistance, mottled green-black giving way to pale tan at the cut edge. An inch and a half of excess fell to the desk. She picked it up, turned it over. No carrots on this piece. Just leather that had never been part of the collar's purpose.



She dropped it in the trash.



The cut end was blunt. A flat square edge that looked like what it was: scissors through leather. She trimmed the corners at angles, cutting small wedges from each side until the end tapered to a gentle point. Shaped and beveled, like the original collar tip.



The cut was pale tan where the scissors had exposed raw hide between the dyed surfaces. She grabbed her inkwell, she had been using for black watercolor painting, and painted the raw edge to match the dyed back. Careful. Thin coats. The ink soaked into the grain and darkened it black.



She set it aside to dry and cleaned her brush.



She sat with it, blowing and fanning until the ink had set. She ran her thumb along the edge. Dry, smooth, black all the way around, checked her fur, no black smudges. *Can't even tell.*



Now the hem. She folded the outer layer back over the shortened strap, tucking the raw edge under the way Mom had taught her to hem a skirt, and pinned it flat with her thumb.



The needle went through leather harder than through fabric. She had to push with her thimble, each stitch requiring intention, the needle finding its path through material that wasn't designed to be sewn by hand. But she was patient and brought her full focus to the task.



Small stitches. Even. The thread was dark green, the closest match she had to the collar's mottled color, pulled from the sewing kit's tiny spool. Each stitch drew the folded edge tight, the dyed hem tucking clean against the dyed back. She sewed the way she drew. Patient. The back of a thing mattered as much as the front.



Twelve stitches, doubled up, tripled up. She knotted the thread, bit it free, and held the collar up to the lamp.



The sewn edge was visible if you looked. *Handmade.* The stitches small and even, the green thread nearly invisible against the dark leather, but there if someone ran their finger along the end. The new holes punched clean beside the factory ones.



She buckled it around her throat.



She'd buckled it at the front, the copper pin pushing through the innermost hole and seating firm. She looked in the mirror. Frowned. The buckle was the first thing she saw. Functional, practical, the working part. Not the part she wanted to show.



She rotated the collar, sliding the leather around her neck until the buckle settled at her nape, fur ruffling around it. The D-ring swung to the front and hung at the hollow of her throat. Steel catching the light. The pretty part.



*There.*



The leather settled against her fur, the mottled green-black warm from the lamp and her paws, and the fit was—*oh.*



Snug. *Present.* A constant gentle pressure. She could feel it when she breathed. Feel it when she swallowed. The collar rising and falling with her pulse, the leather warming to her body temperature, becoming the same heat as her skin. The smell of oiled fresh leather settled into her fur and she breathed deep.



The carrots sat along her collarbone. Six small shapes she could feel if she ran her fingers along her throat. The D-ring caught the lamplight—a pretty silver loop.



She looked in the mirror.



A rabbit in a sleep shirt, wearing a collar. The leather dark against the lighter fur of her throat, the D-ring silver at the hollow. The carrots bright orange against mottled green and black leather. But the shirt covered everything else, hanging past her hips.



She really just wanted to see herself alone with the collar.



She pulled the shirt over her head. Slow, watching herself in the mirror the whole time, the fabric rising past her belly, past the small softness of her chest, clearing her ears. She dropped it on the floor.



The leather sat differently on bare fur. The weight settling against her collarbone the way a hand settles on a shoulder. She turned slightly. Watched the D-ring catch the light as she moved. Her belly was barely visible in profile, the gentle curve she'd gotten the bunnyhugs for.



Grey-brown fur. Long ears. The compact body she'd spent most of her life thinking was too small, too flat, not enough of anything. Small breasts, not even breasts really, just a chest. Slim hips. The cotton-puff tail she used to think was embarrassing, the way it twitched when she was nervous or happy. Too emotive and not enough in the same breath.



She looked closely. Seeing herself the way she actually was, standing in lamplight with a collar at her throat and a baby growing inside her.



*I'll grow into it.* She hooked a finger behind the collar and tugged lightly.



Her underwear was last. She hooked her thumbs in the waistband, watching her own paws in the mirror, and slid them down. Just fur, leather, and lamplight.



*Oh.*



The collar completed her. Her ears moved softly, she caressed her chest, her tummy. Watched the lamplight flicker against the shiny metal of the D-Ring. *Mira said I'm pretty, Daddy told me I have exactly what I'm supposed to have.*



She turned in the mirror, tugged on the collar again.



*Maybe I am pretty enough.*



Her eyes stung. She didn't know why. Her paw pressed flat against her chest, feeling her heartbeat under her palm, fast, too fast. She blinked and her vision blurred, tears running down her face because the collar fit her neck the way nothing had ever fit anything.



She reached for her overnight bag. Found Mira's fox by feel, the soft plush body, the invisible seams, the shaved gradient. *I need to not be alone right now.* She brought it to her throat. Guided the magnetic paws to the D-ring.



*Click.*



The fox hung from her collar. Its small weight warm against her collarbone, felt arms clasped through the silver ring. *Mira.*



Her own paws came up. Fingers threading through the D-ring alongside the fox's grip, curling around the metal loop, holding everything together at her pulse. She watched herself in the mirror. Naked. Collared. The fox at her throat. Tears drying on her cheeks.



She didn't take it off.



She got into bed. Danny's plush rabbit on the pillow beside her, its button eyes catching the last of the lamp light. She pulled the covers up—all the way up, past her chin. If mom came in to check on her in the morning, she'd see a sleeping rabbit bundled in blankets. Nothing underneath.



The leather matched her body temperature, snug and *part of her.* She couldn't feel where her fur ended and the collar began.



The lamp clicked off. The room went dark.



The fox rested warm against her chest.



 ——————— 


Leash

* Chapter 16: Leash *


Week Fifteen: Last Week of School


Monday Morning


The bus smelled like vinyl and old gum. Juniper sat in the back row, backpack on her lap, head against the window, watching mailboxes slide past. She'd been zoned out since she sat down.



Sage's voice cut through from a few rows up. *Must have gotten on while I was drifting.* Talking at one of the upper class baseball players, paws flying. No sign of Mira. Dad must be driving her.



Juniper slumped low in her seat and pulled her backpack onto her tummy.



The collar lay coiled in the front pocket right next to her pencil case. She missed the feel of it against her neck. The weight, the leather warming to her temperature, the way her pulse pushed against the D-ring. But she felt too shy to wear it at home in the common areas.



Today she was taking it outside. *My sisters can give me a hard time at school if they want to, they won't tell.*



Her fingers found the buckle. Cool metal. She traced the stitches she'd sewn, green thread on green-black leather, invisible unless you ran your finger along the trimmed end.



The bus lurched over a speed bump. Her stomach rolled. The morning nausea was becoming routine. She swallowed it down and pulled the collar free, held it against her chest. The carrots caught the overhead light, little chips of orange in the stamped wells. The leather was cool from the backpack.



She could put it on right here. Sage would say something loud and perfect about it if she saw. But Juni wanted to *see* it for herself first. In a mirror, in real light, not the lamp glow of her bedroom at midnight. She wanted to know what she looked like wearing it in the world before she let the world see her wearing it.



The bus pulled into the loop. She carried the collar in both paws the whole walk to the doors. The leather warmed in her paws and a smile warmed on her cheeks as she followed Sage out the door, both distracted.



 ——————— 


In the East Wing Girls' bathroom, the one with the flickering light, Juniper pulled the third stall door closed.



She held the collar, reverent, in both paws.



The leather had softened in her warm paws on the walk here. It conformed to the coil she'd held it in. She straightened it, soft leather complying with little resistance. She ran her thumbpads over the front, feeling the six painted carrots ripple under her touch.



She lifted it to her throat.



The buckle found her freshly punched hole. The pin seated with a subtle click. The leather wrapped her neck and *held,* firm against her pulse, the same pressure she'd felt Sunday night but different now. Brighter. The fluorescent light flickered and flattened the color, made everything look plain, but it felt electric, no shadows pulled at the edges.



What would everyone think? She felt... *exposed.*



The D-ring hung at the hollow of her throat. Silver and shining. She flicked it with her claw and it rang lightly and confidently. The feeling was right.



*Not exposed. Visible.* Her ears flicked up and back, smile beaming at her own reflection until her cheeks ached.



She touched it again. Hooked one claw through the loop. Felt the weight pull against the leather, the collar shifting a fraction before catching against fur.



*I'm wearing a collar to school. It's a necklace, right?*



Her reflection looked back, cheek turned left, then right, the metal ring hanging still and confident where she checked from different angles. Same grey-brown fur, same blue eyes, same long ears. Nothing different except the thick green black band at her neck. Carrots, *works for a rabbit, right? Has to.* Anyone who saw it would see a statement piece. A necklace. *Cute,* maybe. Sage would say something. Danny would notice... but *Mira.*



The D-ring would hang there all day. Against her pulse. Through math and lunch and art class and the bus ride home. And every time she swallowed, every time she turned her head, she'd feel it. Hear its gentle jingle.



*Mine.*



She unclipped the fox plush from her backpack strap. Guided the magnetic paws to the ring. *Click.* The fox hung from her collar, felt arms clasping the silver loop, green button eyes looking up at her chin. *A fox pendant.* Well, too big to be a pendant... but little Mira felt comfy against her.



She looked at the mirror one more time. The collar. The dangling fox. Her blue eyes above both.



She unlocked the stall and went to class, Mira bouncing against her chest with each step. Warmth embracing her uncertainty and turning it to comfort.



 ——————— 


Danny checked himself in the boys' bathroom mirror one more time. Adjusted the sleeves the way Mira had shown him, pushing them up to the elbow. The charcoal fabric sat close against his shoulders. The white brushstroke slashed across the black tee underneath. He'd kept the jacket in his backpack until now, he wasn't sure he should wear it at all.



*Okay. This is either really cool or really stupid.*



He pushed through the bathroom door into the hallway. The fluorescents hit the jacket's hardware and something caught the light, a flash at his shoulder that made a passing sixth-grader glance.



At his locker, Tyler stopped walking. Just stopped, mid-hallway, a tater tot from breakfast still in his paw.



"Dude."



"What."



"*Dude.*" Tyler circled him. The way you'd circle a new car. "Who *dressed* you?"



"Nobody dressed me. I dressed myself."



"You did not dress yourself. You've never dressed yourself. Last week you wore a Hawaiian shirt your grandma bought at a garage sale."



"It was—"



"It had parrots on it, Danny. *Parrots.*"



"Fine. Okay, Mira got this for me." Danny grasped the back of his scruff, embarrassed.



"Dude, leave some girls for the rest of us, a rabbit *and* a fox?" Tyler was grinning and slapped his shoulder playfully, he stumbled a half step.



"It's... she's—"



Tyler poked the jacket's shoulder strap. "This is, like, actual fashion. And those *pants* techwear? Where do you even find something like that? So cool."



Wei next to him, red panda ears swiveled. He took one look at Danny, tilted his head, and pulled out his phone.



"Hold still. I need to document this."



"Don't you *dare*—"



The shutter sound went off three times. By the time the last flash faded Wei was already texting it to the group chat.



He grinned to himself and made his way to class.



 ——————— 


Mira had been staring at her own plush hanging from Juni's D-ring since first period. Three classes. She'd noticed in homeroom and hadn't been able to stop noticing since.



Juni was already sitting when Mira got to the table, Danny's arm around her, his new jacket sharp against the cafeteria light, the charcoal fabric catching at the shoulder wrap and straps.



She slid into her usual spot next to her bunny, dropped her tray, reached under the table for Juni's paw. Found it, squeezed, automatic. Her eyes settled on the collar again. The shining metal under her girlfriend's chin.



Leather. Dark, mottled green and black. Sitting snug against the fur of her neck, stamped carrots painted bright orange, a D-ring hanging at the hollow of her throat. Silver. Catching the light every time Juni swallowed. Plush fox arms holding the ring and hanging in front of her. The plush she made.



Mira set her unwrapped fork down.



*She's wearing it to school.* The thought settled on her, warm and *right.*



Sage dropped across the table, tray first. She'd been vibrating since homeroom and everyone in a three-desk radius knew it. Her eyes swept the scene. Danny in the jacket, Juni in the collar. Her mouth opened twice before she picked a target. Her mouth closed. She shook and then grinned full and yipped, tail going at full speed, paws clenched and shaking like all of the energy in the room was being channeled through her body.



"Oh my *god.*" She set down her fork. Actually set it down, tines on the tray, both paws free for gesturing. "Danny Martinez. You look like a *person.*"



"I always look like a person."



"You looked like your grandma's favorite mannequin. Now you look like—" She waved a paw at him, searching. "Like a wolf in a music video. The brooding one who leans against walls."



"I don't brood."



"You could *start.*" She stole a fry off his tray, the way she stole everyone's fries, but she did it slower, like the jacket had earned a more respectful theft. "Seriously though. What brought this on?"



"Mira," Juniper said, not looking up from her crackers. "She picked it out."



Sage's eyes slid to Mira. Mira shrugged, tail swishing once. "He needed an upgrade."



"He needed an *intervention.*" Sage turned back to Danny. "Tell your grandma I'm sorry for her loss."



"I'm still going to wear the Hawaiian shirt."



"Please don't."



"On special occasions."



"Please spare us, Danny. I don't know if I can go back to parrots every friday."



Theo looked up from his book long enough to register the jacket. His hazel eyes tracked the asymmetrical wrap, the hardware at the shoulders. He looked, carefully, squinted and leaned in.



Theo nodded once. "Better." Then leaned back to focus on his page.



Then Sage's gaze drifted from Danny's jacket to Juni's throat. Danny's fry paused halfway to her mouth. "Fun collar." Her voice was light. Too light. "Mira, you tried walking her yet?"



Mira's arm went around Juni's shoulders before the sentence finished. Danny's arm slipped away. Mira pulled her close, firm, possessive. Juni's small frame tucked against her side, the collar warm under Mira's forearm, ears draped over her shoulder.



"She follows perfectly well off-leash already." Mira looked at Sage over Juni's head. Canines showing. "Right, bun?"



Juni's foot thumped once under the table. "Mhm." She didn't look up. Her ears were blazing pink but she pressed deeper into Mira's side.



Danny's ears had gone sideways, his tail twitching once before curling close to the bench. *Poor wolf.* Juni frowned toward him, but pressed even closer to Mira, nuzzling into her shoulder.



"It's a *necklace,*" Juniper managed from under Mira's arm, her paw going to the collar. Mira saw her touching a carrot, tracing the leather. "Danny bought it. It was supposed to be for Bear but it was too small."



"Uh huh." Sage glanced at Danny, who was studying his tray with great interest. "It's cute. The carrots are cute. Just kind of reads *pet.*"



She let it go. But Mira watched Sage's eyes linger on the D-ring.



"You're staring," Theo said quietly, not looking up from his book.



"I'm eating." Sage stuffed a fry in her mouth.



"You're multitasking then."



"They're being cute. It's disgusting." She made a face. "I'm judging them."



Mira's arm stayed around Juni. Her thumb found the leather at the back of Juni's neck and traced it, slow. It felt right on her.



Danny coughed. "Sorry, back in a second..." He scrambled up, placed a paw on Juni's head for a moment as if he were going to kiss her but then turned the wrong way, corrected himself, and headed to the bathroom.



Mira watched his tail disappear through the cafeteria doors. His silhouette was sharp, the techwear rolling across the lunch area. And yet, he was slumped, sad, and small.



Juni's paw tightened on hers where it rested against her shoulder. She didn't pull away. Mira could feel her pressing closer, choosing to stay even as her ears tracked Danny's exit.



Mira's thumb continued tracing the leather at the back of Juni's neck, slow. She'd make it up to him. But right now, the little rabbit against her chest needed her more.



*My bunny.*



 ——————— 


After lunch, in the hallway. Mira caught her wrist.



"Come with me."



She tugged Juni insistently into the bathroom. They were alone, she barely got the door locked before Mira turned and looked at her.



Mira's eyes were focused, tracking the silhouette of the collar. She moved around Juni. The trimmed end. The D-ring in front, her plush's paws still threaded through the loop. Mira's ears pressed forward, she showed playful teeth.



"Pretty," she said. "It fits. How?"



"Last night. I trimmed it."



Mira stepped closer. Her paw came up, just short of the collar. Hovering by the silver D-ring. Hesitant, as if it might be hot...



"You punched a new hole." She could see it. "And sewed the end."



"Yeah. Two, to grow into."



Mira's claw found the trimmed edge. Traced the twelve stitches, green thread on mottled leather. Juni felt a gentle tremor through the contact. Mira's paw, shaking against the leather.



"You didn't tell me." But her voice was soft. *Wonder.*



"I didn't plan it. I just—" Juni swallowed. Felt the collar shift against her throat. Felt Mira's claw still resting on the stitched hem. "It was there and it fit—well, I made it fit. You, Danny, saying I should keep it, felt right. And I didn't want to take it off. And I wanted you to hold it." She gestured at the plush in the loop.



Mira's eyes returned to the D-ring and the fox plush clasping it.



"The ring faces out," Mira said. Quiet.



"Yeah."



"You know what that means." The words rang through Juni like a tuning fork finding her frequency.



"I know what it means to *us.*"



Mira's paw closed around the D-ring. *Holding.* Her finger curled through the loop alongside the plush. Possessive, warm, certain. The collar tightened a fraction and Juni's ears dropped, chin lifting, her whole body going still under the attention.



Mira pulled her forward into a deep kiss. Fox tongue pressed into her mouth, warmth radiated through her brain as she felt her ears go soft. *Feels different with the collar on.* She pressed back against Mira, tasting her. She pulled back when Mira let her and opened her eyes to her fox.



"You collared yourself," Mira whispered. Her green eyes were bright. "Then you put me on the lead."



"Yeah... Sage wasn't wrong. About, *pet* energy."



"My little pet bun."



Mira tugged the ring. Gentle. Just enough to feel the collar pull taut. Juni's breath caught.



"*Good girl.*"



The words landed in Juni's belly like warm soup. Her soft ears went flat. Her cotton tail pressed against the sink behind her. Mira's paw stayed on the ring, holding. *Present.* Her heartbeat hammered through the leather, through the metal, through the small space between their bodies. She felt Mira's pulse humming back through the ring in reply.



"Does Danny know what it is?" Mira asked.



"He thinks it was for Bear—it *was.* But he got it to make *me* happy. And it does...."



"That's not what I mean."



"No. He doesn't know..."



"But you do."



"I looked it up before school." Juni's ears burned. "Before breakfast. I just... searched why people wear collars." She swallowed. "There's... people who wear them for someone. Like, for the person who... keeps them. And the ring is for attaching..." Her paw found the D-ring at her throat. "Things."



"Like a leash."



"Yes. *Your* leash." Juni's paw met Mira's, then began tracing a carrot beside it. "When I looked, there were stories and pictures... bunnies, puppies, even wolves, Mira." Her ears drooped sideways, unguarded. "All with collars. And they looked so... *happy.* They had someone who took care of them and they just got to *be.* I *want* that..."



She trailed off. Looked up. Green eyes met hers. "You *have* that." Fox tongue caught her snout, Juni blinked.



"I *do*... I belong to two foxes." Her voice came out quiet. "I *love* that." She bit her lip. "Is that okay?"



Mira's thumb traced the D-ring. Her eyes were wet.



"You're *mine,* Juni." Her voice broke on it. Juni could hear her teeth behind the word. "My partner. My pet. My bunny. I want all of it. I want to *own* what we are."



Juni's paw found Mira's where it held the ring. Pressed it closer until the leather bit into her throat.



"Then *own* me." She held Mira's gaze. "I'm asking you to. Gate open, I want to be *here.*" She pressed her palm against Mira's chest.



Mira's paw stayed on the ring. Firm and steady.



"He spent his last money on this." Juni's claw found a carrot, traced its painted edge. "And I turned it into yours."



Mira's thumb found the same carrot. Stilled against Juni's claw.



Mira's paw slid from the carrot to Juni's shoulder. The fur was matted where Danny's arm had been. She pressed her palm flat against it.



"I pulled you in and he slipped away."



"Yeah." Juni's ears pressed back. "You did."



"And you let me. He let me."



"I *wanted* you to." Her voice went soft, thin. "Am I... bad?"



Mira didn't answer, not right away. Her thumb fell from the collar and smoothed the matted fur where Danny's arm had been. Pressing it flat. Erasing him. "Not to me." Her grip tightened on Juni's shoulder. Her voice shook. "I'd take you from him again. I'm going to be nice to our wolf, he's mine now too in a way... but it's you and me first bun."



"I know."



"Every time." Mira pressed her forehead into her bunny. Her paw was shaking on her shoulder. "You have no idea how fierce you make me. I would give my last breath to see you smile."



The bunny whimpered into Mira's attention.



"I just want to hold your paw at lunch." Barely above a whisper. "Just once. Without it being the secret thing. I want to love you out loud."



Juni opened her eyes and took Mira's shaking paw off her shoulder. Held it in both of hers. Brought it back up to the D-ring and pressed Mira's fingers around the silver loop. Wrapped them tight.



"You're holding it right now." Quiet. Certain. "I'm wearing you around my neck in front of the whole school. Your fox is hanging from my collar. Sage saw it. Danny saw it." She pressed Mira's fingers tighter against the ring. "This is loving out loud. I want *you* Mira. I love you."



Mira's chin dropped. Tears on tile. She smiled.



Juni guided Mira's forehead down against hers. The collar pressed between them, leather warm from both their pulses.



"I'm your pet, Mira. At the table. In the hallway. When his arm is around me and when yours is." Her thumbs traced Mira's knuckles where they gripped the ring. "He gets to hold my paw. You get to hold my throat."



Mira's ears went flat. Her body folded forward into Juni and she pressed her wet face against the rabbit's neck, right above the leather. Juni's arms went around her. Her small paws found the scruff at the back of Mira's neck and pressed. Mira went still under it. Went heavy. Let herself be held.



"I'm right here," Juni whispered into orange headfur. "I chose you. I collared myself for you."



She felt her breath puff warm against Mira's snout, and as she drew her next breath, Mira's scent flooded her lungs. Cedar soap from Silas's bathroom, the sharp sweetness of fox musk, and underneath, the milk-and-warmth smell that was Luna. Juni breathed out and Mira breathed in, pulling rabbit-grass and clean fur and the leather between them deep into her chest. They traded air until Juni couldn't tell which scent was hers. Mira's shaking settled under her paws.



Mira's paw tightened on the ring. Just a fraction. The leather pressed on all sides, Mira tugged harder and it pressed beyond limits—



"*Mira.*"



"Shh." Mira leaned in, pulled the plush off the ring and stuffed it in Juni's bunnyhug pouch. Her muzzle found the tender throat above the D-ring, paws tugging her by the collar into her fox's jaws. Canines against fur. A tiny rabbit's throat held in a fox's mouth, careful, firm, the jaw that could break her choosing not to.



Juni's knees went soft. She grabbed the sink behind her with both paws.



Mira released. Flicked the D-ring with her claw, it rang metallic. Stepped back. Her muzzle was wet. She wiped it with the back of her paw.



"Wear it every day," she said. "I want to feel it when I catch you. I don't care if Sage was *joking.* I want to walk *my bunny.*"



Juni nodded. Her voice wasn't there.



The bell rang. Mira smoothed her bunnyhug, checked the mirror, unlocked the door. Held it open.



Juni walked through. Plush in pocket, collar at her throat. Mira's saliva cooling on her fur.



*Hers.*



 ——————— 


Tuesday


Recess. The bell dumped everyone into hallways, Mira's chest throbbed. *Too full.*



The pressure had been building since first period, a tightness behind both nipples that sharpened every time she shifted at her desk, the training bra's cotton catching and dragging across flesh that was too swollen to ignore. By second period she'd given up on the worksheet entirely. Mrs. Patterson had asked her something about decimals and Mira had stared at her like she'd been addressed in a foreign language, her whole awareness locked on the two hot points radiating through her shirt.



*I need Juni.*



She followed her bunny to the lockers, found her kneeling, stuffing her math binder into the bottom shelf. The collar sat snug against the back of her neck from this angle, the buckle visible through the short grey fur, the leather dark against the grey of her neck. Silver hardware on the other side... she had been thinking about it since yesterday. Since her claw first found the loop.



Mira leaned over and gave Juni a tap, she spun, ears flowing behind her. Mira grasped the loop and pulled her up.



The metal was warm from Juni's pulse. Claw hooked through the loop she felt Juni's heartbeat transmitted through steel into the pad of her finger.



"Follow." She pulled firm and steady, directing.



The leather went taut against the back of Juni's neck, the D-ring directing her towards Mira, she felt the moment resistance became surrender. Juni's weight shifted toward her, her body answering the ring before her brain caught up. She followed, her backpack forgotten, her ears bouncing gently behind them. Quiet.



*Following.* Mira grinned. *Perfect.*



Heavy like a weighted blanket. The ring pulled and Juni came and the distance between them equalled the length of Mira's arm, steady, the rabbit matching her pace. Through the corridor, past the water fountains where two kids were shoving each other, past the classroom doors. Nobody glanced twice. Best friends. Paw hooked in a necklace.



Her tail swished and her chest felt full and light at the same time. Loving out loud, leading her bunny. *This is what Daddy feels.* She turned and saw Juni's blue eyes looking at her, soft and happy. Mira gave her a wink and her bunny smiled back, tentative and following. Mira turned and helped navigate her bunny through a small crowd, claw on ring. *Leading.*



She passed the East Wing bathroom. She could feel Juni's ears flick toward it, the automatic expectation, a usual spot. But the bathroom was tile and fluorescent flicker and the third stall with the lock that stuck. Today the pressure in her chest wanted air. Sky and earth.



Through the push-bar door, a sudden pressure change and the burst of air and outdoor scent. July warmth on her fur, the smell of cut grass, bugs, and warm concrete. Her claw stayed in the ring, guiding them along the building's edge to the back of the equipment shed where the privet hedge grew scraggly and thick and nobody came during recess.



The compressor hummed through the cinder block. Mulch crunched under their paws. The shed and the brush blocked every sightline from the teacher's bench. Just them within filtered light within the privet and the mechanical drone and the distant thwack of a kickball on the far field.



She let go of the ring.



It hummed as her claw released, a small loss of signal. Juni's ears stayed soft. Her cotton tail was pressed flat. Juni held her paws, shy. She had been *led* and now stood still, waiting.



*I could get used to this.*



"Shirt up, bun."



"Out *here?*"



"Yeah. I'm full so I'll go first. Nobody comes back here." Mira was already pulling her bunnyhug over her head, ears catching on the neckline before springing free. The training bra underneath was damp at both peaks, dark circles spreading through cotton that she'd soaked during second period. She unhooked it with one paw and the pressure shifted, her tiny breasts settling free, small swells that hadn't existed three months ago. The nipples were flushed dark, the areolas wider than last week, puffy with blood and milk and the ache of a body producing faster than she could empty.



Cool air found the wet spots and she hissed through her teeth. The relief of the bra coming off was instant but the *pressure* was still there, deep, the milk sitting heavy behind the flesh and fur, waiting.



"It's been building since first period." She leaned back against the cinder block, the rough texture catching her fur between her shoulder blades. "Mrs. Patterson asked me to solve a division and I just... nothing. My entire brain was in my chest."



Juni was already close. "I saw... I wanted to help right there in class." She stepped through the mossy space between them, one paw bracing against the shed wall beside Mira's shoulder, and her mouth found the left nipple without preamble. The split upper lip sealed, both halves working independently against the areola, and then the suction caught and pulled and Mira's spine hit the wall and every thought she'd had since first period dissolved.



*Oh god. Oh thank god.*



The first let-down was a rush. She felt the ducts open, felt the pressure break like a small dam giving way, and then the milk was flowing and Juni's tongue was doing the spiral, the taught technique, slow circles that coaxed the flow wider and faster. Thick and rich. She could feel herself emptying into her bunny. Each draw travelled from the nipple through a network of sensation that ran down through her belly to the base of her spine, lighting up pathways that connected nursing to arousal in ways she was still mapping.



Her paw found the back of Juni's head. Held her there. *Keeping.* The weight of her rabbit in her palm, her ears folded warm against her forearm, the steady rhythm of suckle-and-swallow vibrating through Juni's jaw from Mira's chest.



"*There—*" She exhaled. "*God,* that's better."



The privet rustled in the wind. Playground sounds drifted over the shed roof, kids shouting, the whistle, all of it thin and far away. The compressor cycled and the warm air smelled like mulch and milk.



Her free paw found Juni's wrist. Guided it down between their bodies, under the hem of her own skirt, past the waistband. Juni's small fingers slid around the fabric without resistance, familiar now, and found the slick heat where the vibrator sat nestled between Mira's folds.



"Tag me."



She felt Juni's finger find the button through the wet. The click was nearly inaudible against the compressor drone. But the *buzz*... the buzz traveled up through her folds and into her clit and she felt her hips roll forward before she could stop them, a motion that pressed the vibrator harder against herself and pressed her belly against Juni's chest and made the nipple in Juni's mouth shift and the suction catch at a new angle that drew a sound out of her that was definitely too loud for a school playground.



She caught it. Juni hummed against her breast, dual upper lip working her expertly, a small vibration of her own that answered the one between Mira's legs, and the dual sensation made her brain fuzz, *mouth above, buzz below.*



She reached down with her free paw. Past Juni's hip, under the hem of her skirt, claws hooking the fabric of her panties and tugging sideways exposing the gentle ripple of her pussy. The short fur was already damp. Her fingers found the vibrator first. The toy nestled snug against Juni's folds, silicone warm from hours of body heat. She clicked it on. Low. It hummed to life. Juni's breath hitched against her nipple and the suction stuttered before catching again, harder. Then Mira's fingers slid alongside the buzzing toy, through those compact rabbit folds, and the slick met her immediately, warm and light. She pressed two fingers flat against Juni's clit, the vibrator humming between her knuckles, and felt the small bunny jolt against her, felt the suction stutter and recover.



They found a rhythm without deciding to. Juni's tongue spiraling above, her fingers on the vibrator below. Mira's fingers working Juni's pussy in slow circles that matched the draw-and-release of each suckle. The milk flowed in tandem with the touching, her body linking the sensations into a single pulse: each pull of Juni's mouth made her hips press into Juni's hand, the steady buzz of the vibrator made her fingers press harder against Juni's clit, and the rabbit moaned against her breast. The moan traveled through the sensitive flesh directly into Mira's bloodstream.



"Switch." Her voice was thick. She guided Juni's mouth to the right breast, the one that was heavier, fuller, the nipple straining, beading, and the first pull on the fresh side drew a thin cry from her that she couldn't catch. This side was more sensitive. The ducts wider, the flow faster, and when Juni's split lip worked her nipple and her tongue pressed flat and circled, Mira felt the orgasm building from both directions at once. The vibrator pulsing below and the suction pulling above and both of them meeting somewhere behind her navel where Luna pressed against her from the inside.



*Not yet. Not here.* She pulled back from the edge. Focused on Juni's fingers against the vibrator, on the circles she was drawing on Juni's clit, on the exchange of care that was the whole point. The milk thinned as both breasts emptied, the heavy pressure fading to a softer warmth, and she let herself settle into it. The relief. The ease. The two of them against a wall behind a shed while the school day continued without them.



A crow called from the chain-link fence. Neither of them flinched.



When both sides were soft, *manageable.* Mira eased her fingers free from Juni's folds. Slick on her pawpads, warm, the sweetness of rabbit arousal. She wiped her fingers on the inside of Juni's skirt hem where the dampness wouldn't show against the dark fabric.



Then she tucked herself back into the training bra. Adjusted, wincing at the cotton against tender flesh. Pulled the bunnyhug down. Breathed.



*Now her.*



"Shirt up, bun."



Juni's paws found her hem. Paused. Her ears pulled back, that shy angle Mira knew by heart.



"You know nothing's going to—"



"I know." Mira crouched in the mulch in front of her. Her knees found the soft ground, the damp smell of old wood chips rising around her, and she looked up at Juni framed against the sky. Long ears, blue eyes, the collar dark at her throat. "I want to try anyway. This is going to be our routine soon enough, but... I want to *taste you* even if there's nothing to taste yet."



Juni lifted the bunnyhug, bunching it under her arms. Her flat chest bare and open. Nipples pointed and present against the cream of her chest.



Mira looked. *God she's beautiful.* She couldn't help but stare. "You're so pretty."



"I'm... you're..." she couldn't speak.



"You're *mine.*"



Juni's chest was barely different from a month ago. The flat plane of a girl whose body hadn't caught up to what was happening inside it. But Mira knew her bunny intimately and there *was* development. Her nipples were darker. Not the vivid pink of her own, not yet, but a deeper shade than the pale buds they'd been. Puffier, the flesh around them slightly raised, the areolas widening by fractions. And there was a firmness underneath that hadn't been there before, the earliest swelling of tissue that was preparing for something it didn't know how to do yet.



*I know what that looks like. I looked like that weeks ago.*



"Try me?" Juni's voice came out small. Her ears were flat against her head, her chin tucked but her chest was out. Her whole posture was shy about offering something she wasn't sure she had. The collar shifted against her throat as she swallowed.



Mira leaned in. Her breath puffed warm against the short grey fur and she saw the nipple respond, the tiny bud tightening before she'd even touched it. She sealed her lips around the left one and pulled.



Nothing. Just skin and fur and the faint salt of sweat. The nipple firmed against her tongue but gave nothing back, the ducts behind it still closed, still weeks from opening. She circled anyway and felt her bunny shiver, her flesh pulled into her maw soft and supple. Tits too small to grip, but suction pulling into the warmth of her tongue with intent. Slow spirals, the same technique, her tongue tracing the same path she felt from Daddy every morning, the same path Juni traced on her. The flesh was warmer than she expected. Reactive. Juni's heartbeat hammered through the thin skin, fast enough that Mira could count the beats through the contact.



She pulled again. Harder. Drawing on tissue that resisted, the suction meeting firmness instead of flow. Her tongue pressed flat and she held the pressure, cheeks hollowed, and tried to coax something from a body that was still learning what it would become.



Juni's paw found her head and pulled her close supporting the angle. The same gesture Mira made when Juni nursed her. *Keeping.* Juni's claws curled gently through the fur between Mira's ears and she felt the rabbit's whole body trembling.



"Anything?" Mira pulled back. Looked up.



Juni looked down at herself. At the nipple, wet from Mira's mouth, flushed darker from the suction. Her expression was raw, open, the particular vulnerability of a body being tested and found not-yet.



"No," Juni said. Then her eyes changed. "Wait—"



Mira looked. At the tip, catching the filtered light through the privet. The faintest bead. Clear. Not white, not milky, barely there at all. A single drop that could have been saliva, could have been sweat, could have been nothing.



She leaned in and licked it. One slow pass, her tongue flat and warm, collecting whatever sat on the surface.



*Nothing. Maybe nothing.* But her tongue knew what early milk tasted like now, the sweet density, the way it sat heavier than spit on a taste bud. And there was something... the *idea* of something. A ghost-flavor. Like catching a familiar scent on the wind.



*Her body's trying.* Mira could feel it in the tissue under her tongue. A tension and readiness, something beyond the flat chest of her bunny from a month ago. The ducts behind the nipple were *there,* forming, and the flesh around them was both firming and filling.



"Not yet," Mira said. Honest. "But you're different than last week. It won't be long." She kissed the small bud once, felt it pulse against her lips, and moved to the other side.



The right nipple was the same. She pulled, circled, held the suction against flesh that couldn't reciprocate. And the *absence* of milk, the emptiness against her tongue where flavor should have been, made her think of Daddy again. How he'd nursed Juni's empty breast earlier. *Promising to be here even before it matters.*



She felt Juni's body shaking under her mouth. Shuddering in caught and uneven breaths. She pulled back and looked up and Juni's cheeks were wet, tears tracking through short grey fur.



"What's wrong?"



Juni didn't answer. She pulled Mira's head against her chest and held, both paws pressing the fox's muzzle into her breastbone, tight enough that Mira's next breath came through fur. She stayed. Let herself be smothered. Felt the heartbeat hammering through skin and bone against her lips, fast, then slower as Juni's breathing steadied.



When Juni finally pulled her back, her paws on Mira's cheeks, her eyes were bright and wet but her ears had lifted and she was smiling warmly.



Juni kissed her. Slow, with tongue and focus. "I love you so much. I'm not ready yet, but I'm glad you'll be with me when I am."



"Of course, baby bunny. Always." Mira hooked Juni's bra closed. Tugged the bunnyhug down. Smoothed the fabric over her belly. "Sisters, remember?"



She stood. Brushed mulch off her knees. The compressor hummed, then sputtered. Out of gas. The crow flew from the fence at the kick-back.



Her claw found the D-ring. The metal was warm from Juni's pulse. She hooked it, felt the heartbeat, and tugged once—gentle, just enough to lift Juni's chin. Their eyes met. Green and blue, fox and rabbit, the collar taut between them.



"Wear it every day," Mira said. The direction felt familiar. *Like Daddy and me.* Her core felt warm and right, directing *her* bunny.



She reached between Juni's legs one more time, found the vibrator's base through damp cotton. "Here, let me help adjust..." She clicked it twice, cycling to max.



Juni *yelped.* Her knees buckled, one paw slapping the cinder block, the other grabbing Mira's wrist. Her ears went flat and the D-ring jingled where her whole body jerked against it. She sagged against the wall, thighs pressing together, panting, still jelly from the tears and the tenderness and now *this* on top of everything.



"*Mira—*" Half whimper, half accusation.



Mira flicked the D-ring. It rang. "Tag. You're *it,* baby bunny."



Juni's jaw set. Her ears were still flat and her legs were still shaking and her cheeks were still damp, but something fierce was climbing up through the wreckage. She pushed off the wall on wobbly legs.



"Oh, it's *on.*" Her voice wobbled with the rest of her. "You won't even see it coming."



"Catch me first." Mira let go of the ring and ducked through the privet. Behind her she heard Juni push off the wall, the wet *pat-pat* of slick hitting mulch between her feet, a whispered "*ugh, what a mess,*" then the scramble of rabbit paws finding purchase before the hedge closed between them.



 ——————— 


Danny had been attentive all day in the margins. His paw on Juni's lower back going up the stairs. A chocolate set on her desk in third period with some crackers and a little heart and scribbly smiling wolf and bunny drawn on her notebook. He positioned himself between her and the crowded hallway between class and recess, his body carving a channel of quiet through the noise.



After school he walked with her toward the bike racks. His backpack was over one shoulder. Hers was over his other. He'd taken it during fourth period when he saw her rubbing her lower back, slipped it off her shoulder and added it to his without breaking stride.



They stopped in the shade past the racks where the fence met the breezeway wall. His back against the chain link, her standing close, near enough to smell the pine soap on his neck and the mint gum on his breath he must have been chewing and discarded just before the bell.



His nose dipped. Below her chin, past the collar, along the drape of her bunnyhug where it hung loose over her belly. He breathed in. Slow.



"You feel different," he said with curiosity. "Softer. Fuller."



"Just been worried about math." She pulled back a half step. "Been eating comfort food."



He accepted it. His ears didn't. They stayed forward and locked.



"You'd tell me, right?" He looked at her. Brown eyes unguarded. Soft and searching. "If there was something I should know?"



Her chest tingled, sensitive against her bunnyhug, and her wet panties tugged at her fur.



"I'd tell you," she said.



His ears held another second. Then relaxed. He kissed the top of her head and handed her backpack over when Silas's truck rumbled into the loop.



 ——————— 


Wednesday


At lunch Sage had claimed the corner seat and was building a tower out of tater tots while making her case against her brother's new band name. She had a clipboard with a tally sheet, columns for *Feral Reverb* vs. *Super-Rabid Electric Coyotes,* and twenty-three hash marks under SREC against four under FR. "I polled the entire sixth grade hallway before homeroom. Twenty-three to four. The data is *clear.* He just won't listen because he thinks *reverb* sounds cool and he's fourteen and wrong about everything."



"Statistically significant," Theo said without looking up from his book. "Maybe show him a pie chart."



Sage pointed her clipboard at him. "See? *Theo* gets it. I need visual aids. He responds to visual aids."



"Uncertain. I was being a little sarcastic."



"Too late, you're on my side now." She tucked the clipboard back into her backpack with the finality of someone who had just won a court case. Danny sat beside Juni, their shoulders touching. Mira across from them, sketchpad open beside her tray, doodling between bites.



Mira leaned across Juni for the ketchup. Her arm passed close to Danny and his nostrils flared before he could stop them. The same warm undertone he'd been catching on Juni for weeks. Not identical. Different base notes, fox where Juni carried rabbit, something sharper underneath that he couldn't place. But the same *category.* The same warmth layered below the surface scent like a second pulse broadcasting through skin and fur.



Theo kicked him under the table. Quiet. Precise.



Danny shook himself. Looked at his tray. *Stop it. You know they're together and this scent isn't new. You're being weird.* He bit into a tater tot and chewed until the thought dissolved in his throat.



Sage's tot tower collapsed. "Come on Danny."



"Hey, I may be spacing out, but I didn't touch your tower!"



"Fine, fair!" Sage swept the fallen tots into a pile and started stacking again, wider this time, three on the bottom row instead of two.



Theo glanced at the new base. "Triangular would distribute weight more evenly."



"I don't want *engineering,* Theo. I want *height.*"



"Engineering is a prerequisite for height."



Sage ignored him and kept stacking, tongue poking out, her tail swishing with each tot she placed. Four high. Five. She balanced the sixth with the delicacy of a surgeon, held her breath, and let go. It held. She crowned the tower with a single fry and sat back to admire it. Nobody touched it. Even Sage's scavenger instincts respected her own architecture.



Mira stole it. Ate it while making eye contact with Sage.



"You *monster.*"



"Scavenger tax." Mira crunched the fry.



Sage's ears went flat with outrage, then perked immediately as she remembered something. She pulled her phone out, scrolling through photos. "Okay but *actually* important. Lake house. August. My uncle's place on Sable Lake." She held up a photo: a dock stretching into blue water, trees crowding the shore, a firepit made of stacked river stones. "There's a dock and a firepit and the water's freezing and it's going to be *perfect.*"



"Define freezing," Theo said.



"Refreshing. Brisk. Character-building."



"Those are also different things."



"Girls' trip though." Sage pointed at Juni, then Mira. "You two are coming. My parents are going up Monday to open the cabin. Three bedrooms, a dock, and my mom makes the best campfire food. She does this thing with tinfoil packets and butter that'll change your life."



"What about us?" Danny looked between Sage and the girls.



"Boys aren't invited." Sage said it cheerful and absolute. "Mom's rule, mom's place, mom's policy. Take it up with her."



Danny's ears drooped. Theo turned a page without visible disappointment, but his bookmark shifted between his fingers the way it did when he was thinking.



"It's just a weekend," Juni said, squeezing Danny's paw under the table. "We'll be back Sunday night."



"A weekend with no phone signal," Sage added brightly. "My parents don't believe in WiFi at the lake. It's a whole thing."



"No *WiFi?*" Juni's ears went flat. She glanced at Mira. No texts.



"It'll be good for you," Sage said. "Fresh air. Stars. Disconnecting. Bring a sketch book and some board games."



"I'll check with my dad," Mira said.



"Tell him there's adult supervision."



"My mom specifically asked if Silas could come up for the first day or two. Help my dad with the water pump or something." Sage shrugged. "Parents being parents."



 ——————— 


Later in art class. The big shared tables, three kids per side, supply jars clustered in the center beside the still-life fruit bowl. Ms. Chen had them on still-life studies, the room humming with the quiet scratch of pencils and the low murmur of kids who'd rather be talking. The jar of dirty brush water sat between the fruit bowl and the communal marker cup, its murky surface catching the fluorescents in a dark mirror.



Juni sat in the middle of the long art bench. Mira on her left, Danny on her right, both girls in summer skirts, bare legs under the table's apron where nobody could see past mid-thigh. Mira could feel the keeper's stem pressing against the vibrator's base where she sat on both, the low hum she'd been carrying since Juni tagged her at lunch settling into background noise her body refused to ignore. She shifted her weight. The bench was hard in all the wrong places.



In the brush water, a blurred shape moved at the far end of the room. Ms. Chen, leaning over a student's easel. Her back to them.



Mira picked up a fat permanent marker from the communal cup. Uncapped it, sniffed the tip, wrinkled her nose at the sharp chemical ink. Recapped it. Rolled the thick barrel between her fingers, the girth registering against her pawpads. Her thumb traced the circumference.



Her right paw dropped below the table and found Juni's knee.



Juni's ear twitched. She kept drawing.



Higher. Past the hem of the skirt, along the bare fur of her inner thigh. The heat found Mira's pawpads before the wetness did. The vibrator had been doing its work all period, humming on low since she'd tagged Juni after lunch. Her fingers found the damp cotton and Juni's scent hit her, sharp and thick under the table's apron. The cotton was soaked through. Her fingers came away wet just from pressing against it.



In the brush water, Chen's reflection shifted. Moving between easels on the far side. Three tables away. Mira's left ear tracked the soft tap of shoes on tile, cataloguing the rhythm. Stop, lean, critique, move. About forty seconds per student.



She laid the marker barrel against Juni's thigh through the skirt. The weight and tapered shape of it resting against warm fabric. Juni's pencil paused, then resumed. Her ear tilted toward Mira without turning her head.



Mira pressed the barrel harder. Rolled it once against the inside of Juni's thigh, feeling the heat through cotton. Juni's leg pressed toward the pressure instead of away.



The shoes reflected in the brush water moved further. Toward the window side. Away.



Her own skirt was already hiked from shifting on the bench. She slid the marker under the hem and found herself, the capped end pressing between her puffy folds, the plastic cold for one second before her heat swallowed it. She was soaked. Had been since her fingers found Juni's cotton. She dragged the barrel through her own slit, slow, coating the cap and the first two inches with slick that was thicker than Juni's, muskier, the fox arousal that had been building against the keeper all period. The barrel came away glistening.



*Mine first. Then hers.*



Mira's claw hooked Juni's panties and tugged them sideways. The slick hit her fingers immediately, warm, abundant, pooling in the crease where thigh met body. The vibrator's curved base sat nestled between those compact folds, silicone coated and glistening. She pressed the capped marker alongside it, flat against bare folds, already slick with fox, the plastic sliding through the mess of both of them. Juni's thigh clamped against hers. A sharp exhale through the nose.



A chair scraped three rows up. Mira pushed.



The cap met resistance for half a second before their combined slick eased it past—the smooth plastic gliding alongside the vibrator, her walls parting to take both at once. The hum traveled up the barrel into Mira's grip, her knuckles slippery with what leaked around both shafts. Juni gasped and her pencil skidded across the page. Her ears went rigid. A thin hiss caught behind her front teeth as she exhaled. *Two things inside her now.*



"Shh." Mira angled the marker deeper, the cap sliding easily now through the wet heat, finding the spot she knew by heart. The cap nudged past the vibrator's bulb to press against Juni's front wall, and everything was so slick that the smallest movement shifted both at once—the marker pushing the vibrator against one wall while sliding along the other. She held. Felt Juni's whole body go taut on the bench beside her, the hum conducting through the marker into her fingerpads, her grip slipping on the wet barrel. She twisted it slow, the plastic pen clip nudging the underside of her bunny's clit, teasing.



Mira's left ear swiveled and tracked the shoes. Still on the window side. Still far.



Her left paw reached past Juni's lap and found Danny's free wrist under the table. His pencil stopped. She guided his paw to Juni's right thigh, his arm dropping naturally to the girl beside him, and pressed his fingers against Juni's clit through the soaked cotton. His ears pinned flat. His nostrils flared in quick wolf-pulls, the fur along his neck rising.



She caught his eye past Juni's shoulder and pressed his fingertip harder through the fabric. Showed him the pressure, the angle, the small circles. Let go of his wrist. *Your turn.*



Danny's finger moved. Clumsy at first, too hard, then finding the rhythm she'd set. Juni's thighs were trembling. Her pencil hovered over her page, pretending to draw, the line wavering. Mira's right paw kept the marker buried inside her, making tiny rocking motions that pressed the cap against her front wall with each of Danny's circles.



Both of them working her. Fox on the inside, wolf on the outside. In art class. Twenty kids drawing fruit.



Juni's breathing had gone shallow and fast, her ears flat, her tiny puff of a tail rigid behind her. She was gripping her pencil so hard the wood creaked. A bead of slick ran down the marker's barrel and dripped off Mira's knuckle onto the bench beneath her.



The tent in Danny's joggers pulled the black fabric taut at the fly. His ears were flushed pink to the tips. She caught his eye and glanced down, then back up. *Take over.*



His left paw, the one already slick from circling Juni's clit, slid lower and found the marker's barrel where it disappeared between her thighs. His fingers replaced Mira's, slick coating his pawpads. He held it the way she'd been holding it, steady, and when he rocked it experimentally Juni's ears went flat and her hips pressed into the bench.



*Good wolf.* Mira's right paw was free.



She found Juni's idle paw in the rabbit's lap, took it, and guided it across to Danny's thigh. Juni's fingers went stiff for a second, then softened as Mira pressed her palm flat against the tent in his joggers. The heat of him radiated through the thin fabric into both their paws, Mira's on top of Juni's. His cock jumped against their layered palms and Danny strangled a sound into a cough.



They pressed. Both paws working him through the thin black fabric, Juni's small fingers learning the shape while Mira's guided the pressure. She could feel him pulse through the joggers, his hips making small involuntary twitches that pushed him against their palms. The dark fabric hid the wet spot that was spreading from the inside where his tip leaked against his boxers, but the texture changed under their pawpads, the cotton going slick and warm where pre soaked through. Mira pressed the heel of Juni's palm against the warm patch and felt it soak through. Danny's scent sharpened in the air between them.



Not enough. The fabric was in the way.



Mira found his zipper. Eased it down, tooth by tooth, her claw hooking each ridge, the soft metallic whisper lost under the scratch of pencils around them. Danny's ears pinned flat. His free paw grabbed the edge of the paint-stained canvas drop cloth draped over the table and bunched it into his lap, the heavy fabric settling over his thighs. A kid fidgeting with the tablecloth. Nothing to see.



Under the canvas, through the fly gap, her fingers found the slit in his boxers. The fur of his sheath was damp, the heat startling against her pawpads after the cool fabric. She pressed in alongside Juni's fingers, both of them slipping through the gap together, and the tip of his cock met them halfway. Just the tapered point, slick and flushed, nosing out of his sheath into their waiting paws.



He was so *hot.* The flesh burned against her pawpads, fever-warm, the pulse hammering through the thin skin at a rate that raced the beat her own heart. She curled her fingers around the emerging tip and felt Juni's do the same, their fingers entwined around him, his cock growing into the space against their pawpads as more of it slid free. Each heartbeat pushed another fraction of shaft past the sheath's edge, the slick pink flesh thickening against their tangled fingers. She could feel the ridges of him through Juni's grip, could feel his pulse conducted through her bunny's small knuckles into her own.



Juni's thumb traced the slit at the tip. Mira felt it. Pre welled immediately, a thick bead that broke and ran warm down both their fingers, pooling where their paws met around his shaft. The salt-musk of wolf hit Mira's nose, sharp and young, and she felt her own slick pulse in answer. She guided Juni's grip tighter. Showed her the stroke, short and slow. From the elbow, not the shoulder, keeping as still as they could in plain sight. Their interleaved fingers milked his tip while the canvas hid everything underneath.



His left paw faltered on the marker and Juni whimpered at the shift. Mira caught his eye past her bunny's shoulder. *Keep going.* He steadied. Marker rocking, the rhythm uneven now, jerking inside Juni when his own hips twitched against their paws.



More of him slid free. The sheath retracting under their shared grip, his shaft thickening, and at the base something firmer pressing against the open dual fly of his boxers and techwear. His knot, small, beginning to swell, blood filling the tissue as their fingers worked the shaft above it. She could feel the bulge growing against the cotton, straining at the fly gap that wasn't wide enough to let it through.



Danny coughed again. Set his pencil down and leaned over his sketchpad like he was studying the shading. His hips were making tight grinding motions under the canvas, pushing himself through their grip, and each thrust forced more of his swelling base against the boxers' elastic. The fabric stretched. The knot pushed against it, warm and insistent, and Mira felt the moment his bulb sprung free—the firm mass squeezing past the slit in his underwear and emerging into the open air beneath the canvas, his full length now free from sheath to knot, throbbing in their tangled fingers under the paint-stained cloth.



*All of him.* Her paw was warm and slick, she squeezed the bulb of his cock with Juni and felt the spongy mass twitch, releasing a jet of seed under the table that coated their paws and spattered against their calves.



In the brush water, Chen's reflection had moved. Center of the room now. Mira's left ear found the shoes, closer, the tap louder, the rhythm different. Not stopping at easels anymore.



The shoes went quiet.



*CRACK.*



Ms. Chen's ruler hit her desk. "Eyes on your work, everyone. I'm seeing a lot of wandering attention today."



Danny panicked. His left paw yanked the marker free and slapped it onto the table beside his sketchpad, wet barrel catching the light. Juni's paw flew to the table surface. Both of them staring at their pages, rigid, performing calm.



Mira glanced at the marker on Danny's side. The barrel was slick but the cap was gone.



*Where's the—*



Her right paw dropped under the table. Found Juni's thigh, slid between, fingers searching through soaked cotton and swollen folds. There. The cap, lodged just inside, her bunny's body gripping the small plastic cylinder. She hooked it with two fingers and eased it free with a soft wet sound she covered by shifting on the bench.



The cap came out full. Juni's slick pooled in the hollow like a tiny cup, clear and warm, trembling with the motion of her paw.



"Danny, are you okay?" Ms. Chen was looking right at him. Three feet from their bench. "Do you need to see the nurse?"



Mira couldn't set the cap down—the slick would catch the fluorescent light on the table surface. Couldn't keep her fist closed under the table with Chen right there.



She brought her paw to her mouth. Tipped the cap against her lower lip. The slick slid onto her tongue in one warm rush, thicker than water, sweeter than she expected after an hour of vibrator and marker and Danny's fingers. Pure Juni. She swallowed the arousal. Kept the cap palmed, not needing to be quite so careful of the angle.



"I'm... okay, just didn't sleep great." Danny's voice cracked on *great.* His paws were flat on the table, claws white against the wood. "Sorry, Ms. Chen."



She moved on. Under the canvas, Mira could hear Danny fumbling, the wet tip catching on fabric as he worked himself back through the fly gap. The knot was the problem. Still swollen, too wide for the slit in his boxers, and his paws were shaking. She reached under the cloth without looking, seam of his fly, stretched it wide while he pressed the knot through. It caught, held, and then squeezed past with a soft sound he covered by clearing his throat. His zipper went up, but the tension remained. The tent and the dark patch weren't going anywhere.



Mira reached across, and recapped the marker on Danny's side of the table. She slid it back into the communal cup with the others. The barrel glistened under the fluorescents, slick among the dry markers, waiting for the next paw that reached for a fat permanent.



Under the table, Juni's paw found hers. Held it between them, their fingers glistening with the same slick, Danny's cum still warm on both their pawpads.



She leaned down. Under the table, below the apron, her tongue found Juni's fingers and licked them clean. Slow, deliberate. Wolf. Young. Thinner than Daddy's, less rich. Her eyes stayed on Juni's the whole time, green locked on blue, her tongue working between rabbit fingers while Chen discussed shading techniques three tables away.



She released Juni's paw. The taste stayed.



The rest of the mess was still there. Juni's thighs, her own calves, Danny's joggers. Evidence drying on fur and fabric while Chen circulated.



Mira grabbed a paint rag from the supply bin at the center of the table. Dipped it in the jar of dirty brush water, the murky brown swallowing whatever the rag carried back into it. A girl cleaning her paws during still-life. She wiped her own fingers first, the charcoal-stained cotton hiding what she was actually cleaning off. Then the rag went under the table.



Juni's thighs first. She was a mess, the vibrator still seated, her folds swollen and slick from the marker and Danny's fingers and an hour of her own arousal pooling in the heat. Mira pressed the wet rag between her legs and wiped, thorough, the cool water making Juni flinch once before she settled. The worst of it came away on the cotton, slick and cum and the faint pink tinge of overstimulated flesh. She wiped Juni's calves where the spatter had caught her fur, working it out of the short grey pile before it could dry stiff and visible.



Her own calves next. Quick passes, the rag already heavy with everything. The spatter had hit her lower, closer to the ankle, a streak she could feel tightening as it dried. The wet cotton caught it before it set.



She passed the rag to Danny under the table. His paw found it, gripped, and she felt him wiping at his joggers where the mess had dripped onto the black fabric. Dark material, dark water. Nothing would show once it dried.



The rag went back to the supply bin. Wet, paint-stained, carrying everything it had collected into the pile of dirty cotton that smelled like turpentine and linseed oil. Invisible.



Danny's paw found Juni's knee under the table. Squeezed. Juni squeezed back. He'd bunched the canvas drop cloth tighter over his lap, the heavy fabric hiding what his half-zipped joggers couldn't. He'd need his backpack when the bell rang.



Mira looked at her still-life sketch. The apple she'd drawn had a line through it that looked like a seismograph reading. She erased it carefully and started over, her own thighs pressed together, the taste of wolf and bunny warm on her tongue.



 ——————— 


The bell rang. Mira knocked her water bottle off the table and the clatter turned heads long enough for Danny to swing his backpack off the bench and hold it against his front as he stood. The canvas drop cloth fell back to the table, paint-stained and innocent. He held the backpack low, covering the half-zipped fly and the dark patch beneath it, and walked toward the door like a boy carrying too many things.



At the supply lockers along the back wall, she was tucking her charcoals into their slot when Juni appeared beside her. The rabbit slid her own supplies onto the shelf, reached past Mira for a rag to wipe her paws, and then her small body pivoted into the narrow space between Mira and the open locker door. The metal panel blocked them from the room. Juni's paw caught the back of Mira's neck and pulled her down.



She kissed her before Mira could react. Deep, pressing, her blunt tongue pushing past fox canines with purpose. Juni's mouth worked against hers, tongue tracing her teeth, the roof of her mouth, the space under her tongue where flavor pooled. Tasting, pulling liquid into her own mouth. Chasing what Mira had swallowed. Her own sweetness, faint now, dissolved into fox spit. Danny's salt underneath. And deeper, the traces Mira always carried from the morning, Daddy and Bear layered into her the way cedar soaked into wood.



Juni pulled back. Licked her own lips once, slow, cataloguing what she'd recovered. Her blue eyes held Mira's for one beat. Said nothing. Slid her locker shut with a click and headed out of the art room for homeroom, her cotton tail bouncing once.



Mira stood there with her charcoals half-shelved and the ghost of her bunny's tongue still mapping the inside of her teeth.



*She just drank me back.*



 ——————— 


That evening while Mira lay in Daddy's bed the group chat lit up.



    Mira: You better not have ruined those joggers.

    Danny: It was YOUR fault! They cleaned up fine though. Dark fabric.

    Mira: Smart wolf. ;3

    Juniper: Someone is going to pick up that marker tomorrow.

    Danny: I mean, we had to put it back...

    Mira: It'll dry.

    Juniper: I'm never using that marker again. Danny, the cap was full when she fished it out and she drank me!

    Danny: She WHAT??

    Mira: Did you want me to spill Juni all over the floor?

    Danny: You both spilled me all over the floor!

    Mira: Someone had to. ;3

    Juniper: I'm still buzzing btw. SOMEONE left my vibrator on.

    Mira: Oh did I forget that? Sorry bun. :3

    Juniper: You did NOT forget.

    Mira: You have the button, you can turn it off, you know.

    Juniper: Thats against the rules and you know it.

    Mira: Good bun, grab your scruff for me while you buzz.

    Danny: Hey, I'm right here... you'll both be the death of me.

    Mira: Only if we get caught. I'm sneaky like a fox. ;3

    Danny: Well, you're both lucky my tail didn't go crazy, I'm definitely not sneaky. But really, what if we -were- caught?

    Juniper: Ugh, Mom's calling me to do the dishes. I'll talk later.

    Mira: Love you, bun. Delete these.

    Juniper: Love you fox. <3

    Danny: Love you, Juni. <3



Mira smiled as the messages cleared and she pressed her ass back into Daddy's lap, clenching at his tie.



"Looks like you had a fun day at school, cub."



"Yeah, it was. Juni and I have been playing tag for weeks under Danny's nose. It felt better including him. Not that I have feelings for him, not really. I just want Juni to feel complete and I know he's important to her."



"I'm glad, just be careful. If Ms. Chen smelled or heard something..."



"Of course, Daddy, I know. We were careful, but, you're right. I'm just trying to be nice, but I should really be *more* careful."



"Both of us, cub. Seeing you makes me reckless." His knot jumped squirting another warm jet inside her.



Mira clenched tight, milking him while gyrating. "Oh? I can't imagine why." She tugged and pushed back against him, testing the tie. Seed spilled around her stretched pussy, but most stayed right where it belonged.



Her tummy felt rounder, "Daddy, is it okay that I touched Danny like that? You know I only love you."



"It's okay, cub. You're there for Juni, just like I'm there for you... with Juni."



"Good. I'm always yours, love. Only yours." Mira turned, tugging on their connection, and licked his nose before settling back, adjusting her hips to snuggle in. "And with Juni, and you and me, I'm glad our cub will have a sister." Mira pulled another thick jet of hot cum with a clench. "I'm glad they'll have each other. And I'm not lonely, I think everything is *just right.*"



"I love you, baby girl."



"I love you, Daddy."



She slept. Filled with warmth, love, and dreams.



 ——————— 


Thursday Morning


Her phone buzzed at 6:12 AM.



    Danny: Can you meet me at the playground? Before school. <3



She stared at the message.



    Juniper: Everything okay?

    Danny: Yeah. Just have things on my mind. Please?



She dressed fast. Bunnyhug, leggings, the collar buckled before she'd finished pulling her ears through the hood. She paused at her desk. The fox plush sat where she'd left it last night, green button eyes catching the early light. She picked it up carefully and tucked it into her backpack's front pocket.



A note on the kitchen counter—*went early, meeting Danny*—and she slipped out into crisp air, dry and cutting her throat as she dashed along the sidewalk.



Past the mailboxes. Left at the fire hydrant with the chipped paint. Her paws hit the concrete in quick rabbit-steps and her brain ran faster.



*Things on my mind.* Not *something happened* or *we need to talk.* Just things. Plural. Sitting in his head since last night, heavy enough to text at six in the morning. Danny didn't text early. Danny texted at midnight when he couldn't sleep and at lunch when he had a joke. Six AM meant he'd been awake for a while, turning something over, deciding whether to say it.



*Is he upset about art class? Did he tell someone? Did his mom smell something on him?*



Her foot caught a crack in the sidewalk and she stumbled, caught herself, kept going.



*Maybe he just wants to see me. Maybe it's nice. Maybe he has another cookie.*



But the *please* in his text hadn't sounded like cookies. It sounded like the merry-go-round the first time, when he'd asked if she and Mira were together and his tail had gone still against the metal. Danny said *please* when he was bracing for something.



*Maybe he doesn't like me anymore? Maybe I scared him and Mira is too much and he just wants to be normal and find a better girl who doesn't also have a girlfriend.*



Through the gap in the chain-link where generations of kids had bent it back. The playground opened up, empty, the equipment casting long shadows in the early light.



*Maybe he knows I'm pregnant and wants to leave.* Her ears tucked back. *I'd probably leave.* She shook her head.



Danny was already on the merry-go-round. Jacket over a plain white tee, sleeves pushed up, his tail hanging through the gap in the platform. He'd been picking at the same paint flake he had worried at last time, peeling further each visit revealing rust and erosion beneath.



His ears tracked her before his eyes did. When he looked up his tail gave one cautious wag.



"Hey."



"Hey." She climbed on, settling across from him on the rusty round platform.



He didn't speak right away. The swings creaked in a breeze neither of them felt. A bird landed on the chain-link and watched them with professional disinterest.



"You said you loved Mira last night." He said it to the paint flake, not to her. "In the chat. Before you deleted everything. You said it to her, and then I said it to you, and..." He peeled the flake loose. Studied it. "You didn't say it back."



Her stomach dropped. She'd been rushing to clear the messages before Mom came downstairs. She hadn't even noticed the gap. But Danny had been lying in the dark staring at his phone and counting who said what to whom.



"It's nothing, Danny. We were deleting messages, I was rushing. I already told you at the pet store, remember?"



He nodded. Set the paint flake on the platform between them. Didn't push it.



Her mouth opened. Closed.



*Say it you dumb bunny. He's sitting right there. It'll make him happy.*



But her stomach was full of stones and it felt wrong.



At the pet store, leather and metal collar in hand, Danny with his card. The wrong sound from the machine, the jingle of change and the crumple of a dollar bill to fill the gap. All because he saw her longing for something that made her smile and those bills and loose change were what he had to give. *That* had made her chest tight. She'd squeezed his paw three times and meant it.



*But was that love? Or just...*



Juniper frowned. *He is really, -really- nice.*



He was so nice it ached. Shouldn't nice become the other thing, the thing that fell out of her mouth for Mira without thinking? With Danny she had to *reach* for it, and reaching wasn't the same. She wanted it, but her arms were shorter than the distance.



*We'll get there, I like him. I really like him.* But there was no reaching with Mira, there was *caught.* With Silas there was *held.* With Bear there was *taken.* What was the word with Danny? Something stronger than *nice* and stronger than *here* but she didn't know.



Her paw found the D-ring. She held it instead of his paw.



"I couldn't sleep last night." He peeled the paint flake free. Flicked it. "After I turned my phone off and it was just me in the dark, I kept... replaying it. Art class. The whole thing."



"Yeah?"



"It felt amazing. While it was happening, it felt like—I don't know. Electric. You and Mira and all of us just *going* for it and nobody catching on." He found another flake. Worked the edge with his claw. "But then I'm lying in bed and the buzz wears off and I just felt... weird. Not bad exactly. Just." He turned the flake over. "Like something was off and I couldn't find it."



She waited.



"Most kids aren't doing what we did yesterday." He said it to the paint, not to her. "Like—I know that. I'm not dumb. Twelve-year-olds don't get handjobs in art class. That's not—that's not what sixth grade is."



"Do you wish we hadn't?"



"No. And that's the part I kept thinking about." His ears pressed flat. "I liked it. I liked *all* of it. The game, the way you two set it up, Mira's paw on me—" He stopped. Started over, the way he did. "Actually—that's the other thing. Mira."



Juni's ear twitched.



"She touched me yesterday. Like, a lot. And it was—I'm not complaining about it, I'm really not, but..." He rubbed the back of his neck. "She wasn't doing it because she wanted me. She was doing it because you were *there* and she wanted to make it good for you." He looked up. "Right?"



Juni held his gaze.



"Yeah," she said. "Probably."



He nodded. Slow. Like the answer was something he'd already swallowed and was just confirming the taste. "I figured. Her paws were on me but her eyes were on you the whole time. I could feel her watching your face while she—" He waved vaguely. "She was using my body to play you like an instrument. And the messed-up part is it still felt really good, so I just let her, and now I don't know what that makes me."



"Danny..."



"I'm not angry. I'm just trying to figure out if I'm, like—" He scratched behind his ear, hard. "A prop? In your thing with her? Because sometimes it feels like that. Like I'm the piece she moves around the board to make you react."



The merry-go-round drifted. His foot had pushed off, barely, just enough to start a lazy rotation. Trees, fence, swings, trees.



"She's trying," Juni said. "She promised to be nice to you and she's doing it in her own way."



"She's only doing it because she promised you." Danny let his footpaw kick a rock as they rotated.



"Probably, but she's still trying—"



"By jerking me off in art class to turn you on."



Juni's ears pulled back and she was quiet for three lazy rotations, kicking gently to keep the momentum while she thought.



She held a paw down, stopping the rotation, lifted his chin, and caught his eyes. "By including you. In something she's been sharing privately with me." Juni pulled her ears through her paws, a slow drag while choosing her words. "Yesterday was her version of saying you belong with us."



"It'd be simpler if she just said it."



"Probably. Nobody's perfect. Do you think her accepting you in my life was simple?"



He was quiet for a while. The merry-go-round completed its rotation and the bird on the chain-link had moved to the top bar of the swings.



"Is what we're doing wrong?" He asked it flat, the way you ask about weather. "At our age. Like, actually wrong."



"I don't know."



"Because it doesn't feel wrong in the moment. None of it does. But after—in the dark, when it's just me—I keep thinking about how if anyone found out..." He trailed off. His claws found the bare metal where paint had been. Rust rustled under his pawpad leaving iron residue. "My mom works two jobs, Juni. If someone called her, if a teacher figured out what we did under that table and she had to sit in the principal's office..."



His tail curled tight against the platform.



"She wouldn't yell. That's the thing. She'd go quiet. And the quiet is worse. And if I got pulled out of school, like really pulled out. What would happen to us? Neither of our parents has enough time to home-school. It could really fuck us up."



Juni felt it land in her chest. His version of caught: a phone call, an office, his mother's silence. Homeschooling. She could see the room he was afraid of. Could see the size of it, the walls, the door.



Her version didn't have walls. Her version was a building falling to a wrecking ball. Silas in handcuffs. Mira in a stranger's car. Bear taken somewhere. The family not existing anymore, and Juni back in a house where nobody noticed she did art. Mira's baby, her baby, no mothers. Taken away.



*I don't think I'd want to even be alive in that world.*



Life or empty, quiet, peaceful... darkness.



But she couldn't tell him any of that.



"We'll be more careful," she said. The words felt like swallowing a stone. Tummy already felt full of them, what was one more?



"Will we though?" Not angry. Tired. "Because every time, it's bigger than the last time. And I keep saying yes because—" He stopped himself from whatever came next. His jaw worked. "What if someone else makes us stop? Not us deciding. Someone finding out and just... ending it."



"Danny. Nobody's going to—"



"You don't know that." His ears were forward now. Locked. "Chen was three feet away. If she'd looked under the apron, if that kid across from us had dropped a pencil and ducked under the table..."



The merry-go-round creaked to a stop. Neither of them pushed it again.



"I'm not saying I want to quit." He picked at the bare metal. The scratch of claw on rust. "I'm saying I'm scared of what we're doing. Because it feels too good to stop and too risky to keep going and I don't know what the right answer is and I don't think you do either."



She didn't. *He's right.*



"I just want us to be okay," he said. Quieter. "You and me and Mira and all of it. I don't want to lose this. But I also don't want to be the kid who ruined everything because he couldn't keep his paws to himself in a room full of people."



The sun was past the rooftops now. A garage door opening down the block. Somewhere distant, the yellow of a school bus making its first stop.



"We should go," she said. "Bus in ten."



He nodded but didn't move. Just sat there, jacket sharp in the early light, his tail still curled tight.



"Juni?"



"Yeah?"



"Whatever happens." He looked at the swings, not at her. "I'm still gonna be here. Even if it gets weird or hard." A beat. "That's the only thing I'm actually sure about. I really do love you."



She wanted to touch his paw. Wanted to give him something back for everything he kept handing her, all these small brave sentences he built out of nervousness and honesty and not-enough-sleep. But her fingers found the D-ring at her throat instead, and she held it, and the gap between what he was afraid of and what she was hiding sat between them on the rusty platform like a third person neither of them could see.



She took Mira's plush out of her backpack and clipped it to her D-ring like a pendant. Then she reached out her paw. "Come on, wolf." She hopped off the merry-go-round. "We'll be late."



He followed. Their fingers laced in the way they'd learned. She let him hold on. The collar warm at her throat, the fox plush bumping her collarbone.



Her paw found her belly through the bunnyhug, she pressed and squeezed Danny's hand harder.



They walked to the bus in silence.



 ——————— 

Staying

* Chapter 17: Staying *


Thursday Lunch (Continued)


Danny watched Mira reach for a second salt pack at lunch.



An ordinary gesture. But her sweater lifted at the hem as she stretched and for half a second the fabric pulled taut over the shape underneath. A curve below her navel, low and gentle, almost invisible unless you were already looking.



He leaned in and cocked his head, breathed deep, catching that growing scent underneath her usual sharpness.



The warm undertone bloomed, thick enough to taste behind his tongue, the same thing he caught on Juni but pitched to a different key. His eyes found the outline. His nose confirmed it.



It couldn't be. He shook his head, ears flicking loosely. Could it? Juni would have said *something* and he was always so careful. Mira didn't have a boyfriend, it didn't make sense. It couldn't be anyway.



Girls were so weird anyway. But Mira's heat was weeks ago. *I guess we're all just growing up different—*



Mira caught his gaze. "You okay?"



"Yeah, just had a weird thought. I... it's nothing."



Juni squeezed his paw under the table and he focused on his sandwich, picking it up one-handed. He bit into the deli-style sub his mom made for him that morning, salami and pepper jack with the spicy pickles she knew he liked. He squeezed back.



 ——————— 


After school, the three of them stood at the pickup. Juni's bus was settling in front of them, the doors folded open. Mira was waiting for Silas, scrolling her phone, one paw flat against Juni's lower back. Danny had his bike key in his pocket and nowhere to be.



Juni's ears swiveled as the doors finished sliding, but she didn't hurry on.



"I should get on." She turned to Mira first. Her paws found Mira's face, thumbs at her muzzle, and she kissed her. Deep. Her tongue found Mira's and Mira's tail swished once and Danny stood there with his paws in his jacket pockets. Kicked a stone, but watched. *They're so pretty.*



Juni pulled back. Turned to Danny. Rose on her toes, her long ears brushing his chin, and kissed his cheek. Warm. Quick.



"See you both! Tomorrow."



"Yeah." His voice came out rougher than he meant. "Tomorrow."



She squeezed his paw once tight. Then Mira's, lingering, thrice, and she was gone, backpack bouncing, cotton tail disappearing up the bus steps.



Danny and Mira stood at the curb. The bus pulled away.



"Summer plans?" Mira asked. Not looking up from her phone.



*She cares?* "Biking... might have a sleepover with Theo, he's been asking if I want to try rolling a character with him for Castles and Dragons Online since we've been exiled from the lake trip by Sage's mom."



"You salty about it? I'd have invited you."



"Naw, just how most parents are about boys and girls. Your Dad's super cool, but... uncommon."



"He's perfect. Anyway... Castles and Dragons? I'm more into games you can play on the couch. More fun in the same room."



"Yeah, Mom said I can borrow her laptop though, so we'll be in the same room at least." Danny shifted his weight. "So, biking... there's a trail through the woods between my neighborhood and yours. I want to learn a few routes so I can ride over faster. I keep turning onto the roads, but there's a few more direct routes the trail branches on I haven't checked."



"Careful when it's wet, those trails have enough exposed roots they're better for walking." Mira still didn't look up. "And there's a muddy dip past the bridge just before the final bit if you take it. You'll wreck if you hit it with any speed."



Danny blinked. "Thanks... you've checked it out already?"



"Juni told me your route, so I took Bear on a walk the other week. Was curious."



*She walked my bike route with her dog?*



"Stick with the roads when it rains. Avoid the muddy dip. Got it."



Mira's ear twitched.



Danny's tail swished. "Can I ask you something? About art class."



Mira's ear tilted toward him. She kept scrolling.



"When you put my paw on her. And then the other stuff." He rubbed the back of his neck. "I talked to Juni about it. After."



"I know. She texted me everything."



Danny stared. Juni told Mira *everything?* He felt his fur prickle. It wasn't a secret exactly, but he didn't expect that. "Did she tell you I felt like a 'prop'?"



Mira pocketed her phone. Looked at him properly. Quiet. "...of course she told me. We're lovers, Danny."



*Yeah, everything.* Danny brushed his arm, tail tucked back.



"Juni's my girlfriend. I like making her squirm, it's hot." Mira's ears had softened. "Teasing you to tease her was... natural?"



"Yeah, but... what am I to you? Did you touch me because you actually cared, or was it something else?"



A group of kids ran past. Mira waited for them to clear.



"Danny, I like you. As a friend. And we both have the same girlfriend." She held his gaze. "Don't make it weird."



"You pawed me off with Juni in a classroom. We're past weird, Mira."



Her ears flicked, she narrowed her eyes at him before softening.



"Fine. We're past weird." She crossed her arms. "What are you getting at?"



"Exactly what I'm asking, what am I to you?"



"You're a friend. Who I also made cum in art class." She said it flat. Her tail swished and she looked down and to the side, breaking eye contact and frowning. "And maybe I also kind of think you're... useful? In making my girlfriend happy?"



She caught herself. Caught his gaze again. Her ears pressed forward, *sharp.*



"And that sounds terrible—but I don't feel *bad* about it because the cost of saying 'yes, lets include Danny' is something I keep paying to make Juni smile. And I think you *like* being included, so what's even the harm? I'm the one paying."



"Mira, I didn't ask you to—"



"Juni asked my permission before she started dating you." Quieter now. "Did you know that?"



*She... never told me that.*



"She asked, and I said yes, and it wasn't easy. I was jealous. Really jealous. And, I tried not to be." Her ears pressed back. "I'm still figuring out what you are to me. Right now it's who you are for Juni... I like you, Danny. I like what you give her." A pause. Her tail swished once, low, and stilled. "That's the best I've got right now."



"I... okay. I mean, I just asked Juni out and she said yes and I had no idea. I really didn't know about you Mira, so I'm trying too..."



"I know. So... this is what I feel. Every nice thing I do for you costs, Danny." Quiet. Her claws found her own forearm and held. "She *was* just mine, simple and good. Then I told her she could take you out for ice cream... and now I feel like my heart is poison and I can't love her without hurting you. Like, loving her is malice towards *you,* but I never *asked* for you. She did... and being selfish is wrong, but being generous makes me smaller and smaller."



He closed his mouth. His ears settled flat and stayed there.



"Oh."



His paw moved toward her shoulder.



"Don't." She stepped back. Half a step. Enough. "Danny, I *like* you and I *want* you to do things for Juni. But just..." Her ears pressed flat and her voice went thin. "Please let me be terrible if I need to be."



He let his paw drop back to his side. Held it there with the other one. Both paws at his sides, claws curling against his own palms.



"Terrible, like... not telling or asking me anything?"



"Yes, Danny. Either be here or don't, but don't blame me for including you."



His tail twitched once. He felt the vibration of his teeth gritting and forced himself to relax. His shoulders dropped, tail swayed slow. *Presence is better than absence.*



"Maybe I can work with that." He scuffed the concrete with his shoe. "Juni means the world to me, and I came in second. Just tell me how to be useful and I'll be there."



He said it simply and without negotiation. Mira's ears tilted forward a fraction before she caught them. Mira looked confused, but wasn't digging.



"Danny." Her voice dropped. *Low.* "I'm going to warn you once. Maybe right now means 'yes,' and yes means everything. It means access, and love, and me being uncomplicated with you. You can't take it back and there will always be parts of this you don't get to see." Her ears settled forward, steady, certain.



The pickup lane was emptying around them. A car door slammed in the pickup loop. His tail had gone still.



"Maybe." He said it quiet. *This is real, I just need to rise to it.* "I just want to be respected. Do you respect me?"



Her claws released her forearm. The marks wouldn't show through fur. She breathed out, long, and her ears eased from sharp to settled. "I want to, and I'm trying."



Her ears lifted. She looked at him carefully and he watched her face squinch and soften. Her expression settled.



"Okay." He breathed deep, chest full, and let himself exhale. "For what it's worth, I'm *not* a prop... and I'm sorry it's a *lot.* I'm a lot. And me costing you something, that's not what I ever wanted. I couldn't even have known."



"Good. Just... don't be passive. I'm not good with passive people. Be a *person* in this relationship. You're not a damn NPC. Don't act like I'm someone over you ruining your life. I don't owe you every thought I have, but if I'm 'including' you and you're not comfy... you have free will, dumbass. Don't make me feel bad for trying to please *my* girlfriend with you present. Just say so if it's too much and we'll deal with it."



"Deal. About *too much,* I have one more thing I need to say. So... you know what I've been building in robotics club? A gripper arm with pressure feedback. You program the servo to close until it hits resistance, then it holds. Doesn't crush what it's gripping. Like a grape or egg." His tail gave a small wag despite everything. "Mr. Reeves said it's the kind of project I can build into a portfolio so later, in highschool, I can try to get early-admit at Duckworth with AP."



"Over my head." Mira's voice was warm. "But I bet you can."



"It's way too early to think about. I know. But I really want it. I want to build things that actually work." He scuffed dust with his shoe.



"That's really great, Danny. And, not trying to be rude or whatever about it, but... what are you getting at exactly? What are you after?" Mira tilted her head curiously matching his gaze.



"I'm... trying to say something about consequence. I think we should be careful. All of us. What we did in art class... everything we've been doing, if your dad caught us, or Ms. Chen, or anyone else in the class. If something goes wrong, if someone finds out, or if... I don't know." His ears pressed back. "I have this thing I'm building toward and I don't want to lose it because we got reckless. And, it's not just me, but *all of us* have our futures ahead of us and I'm worried what we might lose if something goes wrong."



He was quiet for a second. Then, quieter: "And you both smell different lately. You and Juni. Like a current clinging to your fur. Something underneath that wasn't there a couple months ago."



Mira looked at him and softened.



"I'm..." she breathed deep and collected herself. "Sorry." She exhaled, pulled another breath and continued. "For not being more careful. I got caught in the moment. Like tag, but it went further than the button press."



She paused again. Her ears settled flat against her skull and stayed there. He'd never seen her so careful.



"And... the scent thing is just growing up after my first heat, Danny. It adjusts everything. Juniper's similar, ever since you two started doing stuff."



She said it looking at the concrete. Her tail tucked tight against her leg and her shoulders drew in, smaller than he'd ever seen her. Her scent shifted, sharp and subtle. Stress, maybe. Definitely stress.



*Can't really blame her, I'm being too much. Be nicer, Danny, why are you always so damn intense?* But he had questions. His ears softened.



Danny shifted his weight and tried to smile for her. His gums dragged against his teeth, canines catching on his lip. His tail, normally swaying, was dead behind him. *Come on. Just be normal.* He focused on the base, the muscles he never thought about, and managed to sway it once. Stiff. Intentional. *Close enough.*



He exhaled. "Yeah, I guess." He was quiet for a second. "I've just been really careful with her. And with you, even though we don't... you know. Noticing the same pattern on both of you had me questioning things. But you don't even have a boyfriend, so." He shrugged. "I guess that explains it?"



"I don't have a boyfriend." She said it simple.



The sharp thread tugged at him. *Be nice... but just fucking ask.* He worried he may not have another conversation like this. The urgency pressed him forward.



"Am I... the first boy you've touched? Because it feels like, I mean. You're better at touching me than I am at touching myself."



"Yeah, no boys. Like I said, Danny. Stop making it weird."



"I mean, not good that you don't. I mean, your Dad's weirdly cool about me being over—*not* that *we're* a thing... but, do you even want one? You probably could. I mean, not *probably—*I think you're pretty and all—just, I don't know what that would do to us. Juni and me. And ah, I mean yeah *pretty* but don't worry I get we're not like that." He rubbed his neck. "Are you only into girls? Because you don't seem like... I don't know. You seem like you'd want a boy too. But you said your heart belongs to someone... and there's nobody else in our lives, and I know Juni can't... I mean, she doesn't have what I do, so I don't *get* it..." His ears pressed back. "I'm going to shut up now."



Mira's mouth curved, playful and warm. But her tail had gone still. *Those teeth. She really is pretty and I'm a dumbass. Stupid. So stupid.*



"Don't worry about it..." Silas's truck pulled into the loop, engine low. "I'll see you later, wolf. I'm happy with Juni, help me make this work. She likes you."



Danny watched Mira's tail tuck under her as she adjusted her buckle and closed the door, watched the truck pull away. He stood at the curb until it turned the corner. Heart hammering. *She's going to tell Juni. Every word.* His ears flushed and heart hammered harder.



He unlocked his bike from the rack. Rode home the long way.



He pedaled harder. The charcoal jacket caught the wind.



 ——————— 


Friday


Last day of school.



Juniper walked out of Westbrook Elementary with her backpack over one shoulder, the sun warm on her ears. Behind her, the building sat empty and done with her until August. Danny was beside her, his paw finding hers immediately. Mira on her other side, their arms brushing. Sage ahead of them, already planning summer out loud.



"Lake house countdown: three weeks! Juni, Mira, you better not bail on me."



"We won't," Juni called back.



"And tell your dad he's on bonfire and lifeguard duty! Parents want a little extra adult supervision for safety." Sage grinned over her shoulder. "My mom already texted him."



The air smelled like dirt, grasshoppers, and bus exhaust. Juniper felt her collar warm at her throat, felt the fox plush bump against her collarbone with each step. Regular, easy, Friday feeling but amplified by summer freedom.



She felt the baby shift low in her belly when she stretched, or thought she did. Eight weeks along, barely a bean with a heartbeat, but her baby twirled inside her anyway.



Summer. Four weeks of no school, no concealment layers, no sitting through classes while her body changed beneath borrowed sweaters. A whole month of being at Mira's house, at Dad's house, at *their* house, without counting the hours until a bell rang.



Danny squeezed her paw. "What are you thinking?"



"That summer's going to be really good."



"Yeah?" His tail wagged. "What do you want to do first?"



She looked at Mira over his shoulder. Fox eyes caught hers, green and knowing. Mira's paw drifted to her belly, the bump visible even through the oversized sweater if you knew the shape. Juni knew it, carrying it with love herself. Mira's three and a quarter months of growing.



"Everything," Juni said. "I want to do everything."



Danny's tail kept going. "Hey—my mom's covering a shift tonight. My sister's at a friend's. Do you want to come over? Watch a movie or something?"



He glanced at Mira, then back. "I mean—just to hang out."



"Go," Mira said. She gave Juni's paw one squeeze under their linked arms. "I'll tell Dad. Don't just hang out, you two are allowed to love each other. Tell me all about it though. Danny, you better make her feel good." Mira grinned.



"Mira, want to come?" Danny's tail wagged at the idea.



"Not tonight, plans with Bear and Daddy, we've got some movies to catch up on. Don't worry about me. Love you, bun. Make it good for me, wolf, maybe a video call later?"



"Okay..." Juni tilted her chin, baring the collar. The D-ring caught the afternoon light. *Send me off.*



Mira's claw hooked the ring and pulled. The kiss landed before Juni was ready for it, deep and claiming, Mira's tongue pushing past her lips while the collar went taut against the back of her neck. Juni's paws found Mira's waist and held on. Buses idled ten feet away. She didn't care.



Mira's free paw slipped between them, hidden by their pressed bodies, under Juni's skirt band, under the elastic of her panties. One claw tapped her clit. Juni's whole body jolted into the kiss. Then the soft pad of a finger sank inside her, slow, and the claw dragged gently along her wall on the way out. Her body quivered like a bowstring pulled tight and released.



She felt Mira's attention shift. The kiss stayed but the focus moved, and Juni knew without seeing that Mira's eyes had opened and found Danny over her shoulder. She could feel it in the way Mira's grip on the ring tightened, possessive, performing for whoever was watching.



The kiss broke. Mira's paw withdrew from under her skirt, one finger glistening. Juni watched her step past, straight to Danny. He hadn't moved. His ears were rigid, his tail locked straight, the charcoal jacket sharp and still against the afternoon sun.



Mira pressed the wet finger against his lips. Not asking. His nostrils flared at the scent, his mouth opened before his brain caught up, and she slid it in. Held it there. His tongue found the pad, then the claw, and his eyes went wide and glassy.



Mira withdrew the finger. Wiped it dry on his jacket. "Bring her back in one piece, wolf."



"Love you, Mira. So much." Juni's voice wavered. Her skirt had settled back into place, but she could still feel the ghost of that claw. "Danny, listen to Mira, let's have fun."



 ——————— 


Danny's room smelled like him. Her first time here, and it smelled like *wolf.* Wild, honest wolf musk. Different from Mira and Silas. *Different, not quite home.*



Pregnancy had rewired her nose over the past two weeks. Each scent arrived separately instead of blurred together. His laundry basket in the corner, pine soap and that nervous, honest smell. His sheets, which he'd changed before she came over, she could tell, the fabric-softener still sharp over the deeper layer of *Danny* that the wash cycle only covered but couldn't remove. And underneath everything, the smell of a house with no second adult in it. No male bodywash, no empty armchair with sports mags and political articles on a side table in the living room. Just his mother's lavender detergent and his sister's body spray and the scrubbed-clean smell of a home where someone worked very hard to keep things held together.



Somehow emptier and fuller than her own home.



He led her through the rooms that made up his life, she felt distracted. *His home... I wonder how Mira's doing tonight.* She walked through a door to a small room.



She sat on the edge of his bed. He sat beside her, close enough that their knees touched. His new jacket hung on the back of the desk chair, the charcoal fabric sharp against the clutter. The brushstroke tee he was wearing had gone rumpled and scented *worn* from days of wear, the white slash creased at the belly, smelling like *him,* not funky, but this was the last day before the wash. His room was small, smaller than hers, the walls covered in things: a poster of some band she didn't recognize, a corkboard pinned with movie tickets and printouts and one of her drawings he'd asked to keep. His desk was cluttered with school stuff, a half-built robot from the after-school club, and a stack of spiral notebooks with bent covers.



"The jacket looks good. It fits you," she said. "Like it's always been yours."



He glanced at it. "It's the nicest thing I own. By a lot."



Her paw found the collar at her throat. *Danny's gift...* different from when he bought it. Mira's gift on his chair. *Be nice to my wolf...* and Mira gave it to him to make her happy. Everyone kept giving and she just kept receiving.



"I don't have anything to give you," she said. "I never do."



"You're here." He said it like it was currency she was equally reciprocating.



His mom wouldn't be back until nine, the whole reason she came. Covering someone's Friday evening shift at the grocery store, the second job she'd picked up after Danny's dad left and her office dayjob wasn't quite enough. Danny never ever said *left.* Just told her his mom picked up extra hours when she could and his sister watched the house when she did and that was how things were. Her own Dad was on the rigs right now, her sisters at her grandparents. But even Warren was *providing,* sometimes even *home.*



He kissed her. Gentle, nervous, asking permission. His paw found her hip, the other her cheek, and she leaned into the warmth of him. Pine and wolf and a faint tremor in his fingers. *He's still surprised I let him touch me.* Warmth blossomed in her tummy, the little bean being known.



She pulled at the hem of his brushstroke tee, the white slash rumpling as it cleared his ribs. He lifted his arms and she tugged it over his head, his ears folding flat and springing back as the fabric passed. Grey chest fur, lighter at the sternum, lean and warm. She set the shirt on the pillow beside them.



His paws found her bunnyhug's hem. "Can I?"



She nodded. He pulled it up and over, careful of her ears the way Daddy always was, thumbs guiding the neckline past the bases. Her collar stayed. The leather dark against her bare throat, the D-ring catching his desk lamp. Her chest was bare now, the small swells that hadn't been there two months ago, nipples flushed darker than he'd seen them last time. Subtle.



He looked at her. She watched his eyes travel down and let herself be seen. He smiled and settled next to her.



His muzzle found her neck. Nosed along the collar, the leather band he still thought was his necklace. His breath stirred the fur beneath it, warmth puffed against her skin, captured and held close by her fur.



Then he went still.



His nostrils flared. She felt him stiffen. Slow. Deliberate. A full deep inhale with his nose pressed against the hollow of her throat where her pulse pushed against Mira's D-ring. Juniper shivered. The metal that had absorbed Mira's grip, fox musk layered into the leather and steel every time her claw hooked through. He was breathing through a keyhole.



He pulled back. His ears pressed forward and locked.



"Juni."



"Mm?"



"You smell different."



She'd heard him say that before. She'd brushed him off, he'd accepted her excuses about foxes and heat. But his voice was different tonight. *Certain.*



"Different how?"



He paused. His nose pulled air, closer this time, along her bare collarbone, across the soft fur of her chest, and then lower. Puffed in and out against her, tickling, trailing down her belly. He pressed his muzzle against the bare curve she'd been hiding in bunnyhugs all month.



"Warm," he said. "There's something warm. Under your smell. Like... A second—it's a *scent.* Something new that wasn't there before." His ears swiveled, processing. "It's been getting stronger for weeks. I kept telling myself I was imagining it."



His paw found her belly. Pressed. Fur on fur, and the softness was undeniable. The same spot he'd touched before through bunnyhugs, and earlier when it was less present, and accepted her answers about carbs and comfort food.



*He knows.* She sighed. It was time.



"You're... not imagining it," she said. The words fell out before she could catch them.



His paw went still.



"Juni." Very quiet. His brown eyes found hers. "Are you pregnant?"



The bathroom at school, Sage's sharp eyes... that had been about protecting Mira. Protecting Silas. The danger was theirs, she loved them, but it was abstract. The stakes were low-ish. She was just *present.*



This was different. Danny's paw holding her softness. His sharp wolf nose untangled the secret. *I am about to end his childhood.*



Her ears went scalding hot, blood flooding them, radiating heat in a way she'd never felt before. Her chest constricted, breathing shallow and fast, panting through her nose, each exhale a thin hiss she couldn't slow down. Her vision went white and grey, like she'd pressed her eyes or stood up too fast. The collar tightened against her throat, or—no—it didn't fit her anymore. It was suddenly choking her, rubbing uncomfortably against her fur. She tugged at it and it felt like it was shrinking. Her foot thumped once against the bed frame. *Run. Leave. Hide.*



Danny's brown eyes hadn't moved. Patient. Trusting her fully. No net.



She knew the plan. No alternative. *Mira in foster care. Silas in jail. No more family.* Alone. Hated... worse... *ignored.*



"Yes," she whispered.



He froze. She watched his ears cycle. Forward, flat, one up, both flat. His paw stayed on her belly, grip tightening, claws catching fur, then skin, the pressure building past holding into something sharper. She felt each point find purchase—five tiny warnings her body registered as *predator* before her mind could override with *Danny.* For one fraction of a second trust wasn't fast enough. She winced but didn't move.



Blood welled. His eyes watered, mouth quivered. His tail had gone completely rigid behind him, a straight line from his spine to the tip, the wolf equivalent of a system crash. He didn't seem to notice the blood yet.



"The condom," he said. "I wore a condom every time." His throat hissed a low involuntary whine.



"I know you did."



"Every time, Juni. I was careful, I—" His voice hitched. He looked down. At his paw. At the small red beads rising through her fur where his claws had dug in.



"*No—*" He yanked his paw back like he'd touched a stove. Stared at his own claws, the faint pink on the tips. "*Juni, I'm so sorry, I didn't—*"



Her paw went to her belly. Not to the scratches. To *check.* Five punctures in the skin above her baby—Daddy's... *we need it to be Danny's.* She felt herself shrink in on herself. Her collar tighter than ever. Her fingers pressed flat feeling for a baby too small to really feel yet, making sure it was still there.



She heard him. Distantly. Like sound through water. Her ears had gone muffled, cotton-stuffed, the sharp swivel-and-track she relied on replaced by something thick and dull. Her paws were cold even as her ears burned. Her mouth had gone dry, tongue pasted to the roof. She was watching from somewhere above and to the left, a rabbit on a bed in a wolf's room, and her body was down there holding five scratches while her mind floated at the ceiling with the water stain shaped like a paw print. But her nose still worked. Even from the ceiling she could smell the iron of her own blood and the salt of his tears and something new—his scent shifted subtle under the pine. Fear. Sharp and acrid, a scent she'd never caught on him before because Danny had never been *scared* around her. That new smell reaching her through the fog was the only thing that felt real.



Danny was off the bed. Pacing. His claws clicking on the hardwood the way Bear's did when he was agitated. He stopped at the desk. Stared at his paws. Then raked his own forearm, one sharp drag through grey fur, hard enough that white lines bloomed and flushed red behind them.



She should have said something. *Stop. It's fine. I barely felt it.* The words were right there. She couldn't reach them. Her ears were ringing and the room was very far away and Danny was hurting himself because he'd hurt her and she was sitting in the middle of his bed holding five scratches that didn't matter on a belly full of lies that did.



Damp red fur. *Iron. Pain.*



He came back. Settled on the floor. On his knees, muzzle finding her belly. He licked the scratches. Slow, careful, rough tongue against her soft fur and the wetness of five tiny wounds leaking gently into his mouth. He was whimpering between licks, a thin involuntary sound, his ears flat against his skull. Then he pressed his forehead against her and just breathed, his tears matting her fur.



She couldn't move. Didn't pet his ears. Wouldn't tell him it was okay. Just sat there with his forehead against her belly and the room floating somewhere above her. The pain grounded her, agonizingly reminding her that she was *here* and this was *real.*



*Why am I like this?*



He pulled back. Wiped his face with the back of his paw. Stood. Disappeared into the bathroom. She heard the cabinet open, the rattle of a bottle. He came back with rubbing alcohol and a washcloth, his forearm still welted under his fur.



He knelt again. Dabbed the cloth against her belly. The sting cut through the fog and she flinched, and the flinch was the first real thing she'd felt since she said *yes.*



*Good. I deserve to hurt.*



"Sorry." She whispered it to him while they bled. Barely a whisper. He blew on the scratches the way her mom had when she was little. The air stung gently. So careful now. Like his paws were dangerous things he had to watch every second.



He looked at the welts on his own forearm. Didn't clean them. Didn't seem to think he deserved to. She leaned over and licked his wound. *The wound I caused.* Thick, sharp, *wrong.* Rabbits don't drink blood, but she did.



She grabbed the rag he'd dabbed on her, soaked it, and rubbed his arm. He went still and tried to pull back, she held him tighter and pressed the rag deep. He hissed and let her, then pulled away when she was done.



He climbed back onto the bed, further away than before. Sat on his paws, as if he were dangerous. He looked at her belly from a distance, the small scratches already scabbing, and she watched his eyes glaze, close, and then he shook his head.



He fell back on his bed and wept. "I'm a fucking animal." He whined, "I hurt you."



"No." She said it simply. Her throat seized.



"I ruined your future." He wailed. "I didn't stop, we had sex and... I ruined us. I should have said no, held you, kissed you. They warned us... said abstinence is the only sure..." His eyes found the nightstand, the box of condoms he had sitting on it they had been planning on using... "You don't even like me like you like *Mira* and I *claimed* you and now you're stuck with *me.* I'm your *second* choice and I got you pregnant."



"I... I said yes. Second—I don't—does—is it important? I chose you both."



"I'm responsible."



She was quiet. *No. I was.* But she said nothing. She cried instead and held her breath.



"So it just... didn't work. One of the times." He wasn't asking her. He was telling himself. He held back, unable to touch her after the blood, unable to turn away. Shivering. Weeping. "How long?"



"About a month and a half. Give or take."



He nodded slowly.



Then his ears lifted, swiveled toward her face. Toward *her.*



"A month and a half," he said. Quiet. "You've been carrying this the whole time. Scared. By yourself." His throat worked. "And I've been sitting here bleeding on you, stressing out, crying. He pressed the heel of his paw hard against one eye. "Here I am self centered and worried about my future, and I—I did this to *you.* It's your body. You're the one who has to—and I made you take care of *me.*"



"Danny, it's—"



"You must be so scared." The words ran together, catching. "You must be *so* scared, and I'm just—freaking out, hurting us both, and—I'm sorry. I'm so sorry, Juni. I am *so* *SO* sorry. I'll do better. I swear. I love you."



He pressed his own claws into his pad, hard, until the point pricked through. Held there. Then the fist eased. He breathed in slow, breathed out, and the worst of the shaking went out of him.



He reached for her paws and gathered them into his. Both of them. Gentle. Delicate. She felt the points of his claws touch the backs of her paws and ease away. *Nervous, careful.*



Then he squeezed. Measured. One. Two. Three.



She pressed her face into his chest. Pine, iron, nerves, and honest wolf. Squeezed back. One. Two.



Her fingers went still.



"I really, really like you, Danny."



His paws stayed closed around hers. Held a fraction longer than the squeeze needed, the way you hold a door for someone who might still be coming through. Giving her time.



*He believes the lie.* Her heart hammered, the collar got tighter. She couldn't move. Her paws went slack. *I'm going to suffocate.*



His fingers closed around the gap and held on anyway.



*Two.*



Then he pulled her closer. Slow.



His chest against her cheek. His chin between her ears. His whole body shaking, but his grip iron.



"Okay," he said against her headfur. "Okay."



"Danny—"



"I'm not going anywhere." The words came fast, tangled with his breathing. "I need you to know that first. Before anything else. I'm not going anywhere."



His voice cracked on *anywhere* and she felt it through his ribs. His arms tightened. His tail had wrapped against his own leg, tight.



"My dad left."



She closed her eyes.



"I was seven," he said. "I remember what he smelled like. Fox Spice and motor oil and this cheap beer, Timber Ale, the brown bottles. I used to find the caps in the couch cushions."



His voice kept going. She could feel it through his chest. But the room had gone far away again. His voice was a river under a bridge, and she caught fragments the way you catch music through a wall—the rhythm and the key but not the words. Something about a weekend. Something about his sister crying. The word *breakfast* landing clear in the current before the rest blurred past.



She heard *breakfast* and tried to hold it but her fingers were numb, unable to grip anything.



*Two.*



It slipped downstream with the rest. His voice had gone raw in a way she'd never heard from him, scraped out, the voice under the voice, and she was *missing it.* She could feel how important it was from the vibration in his ribs, the way his breathing changed around certain words, the catch and release of syllables that cost him something to push out. His chin pressed harder between her ears when the hard parts came.



She reached for the current. Grabbed at a phrase—*he promised he'd*—and it dissolved against her palm. Another—*my sister found the*—gone before the sentence finished. She was drowning in shallow water, three inches deep, Danny's voice right there against her skull and she couldn't *hear* him.



*I'm ruining his life.*



Every truth she'd swallowed pooling in her ears, filling them with static. She felt Danny's chest shudder. Felt teardrops landing between her ears as the words came out in shuddering waves—



"I promise, Juni..." His arms held her tighter. She felt that. Whatever he'd said, his body braced around her. His heartbeat jumped under her cheek, pulse racing, and she thought, *that was the worst part. What did he say?* She felt her own cheeks dampen. *I don't deserve him.*



"—and the *while* just kept going until it wasn't a while anymore."



She came back midsentence. The fog thinned. His voice was real again, close and rough, and she realized her paws had been gripping his chest fur the whole time, tugging with small balled up fists. She loosened her grip and felt the impressions of matted fur slowly settling back.



She'd missed the middle. She couldn't ask him to tell it again because asking would mean admitting she'd left, and admitting she'd left would mean explaining where she'd gone.



She pressed closer, his chest fur damp with her tears.



"I don't know how to be a dad." The words were barely air. "I don't even know what it looks like. The only thing I know is what it looks like when someone *doesn't* do it."



"I'm not him." He said it like he was asking himself a question. Seeing if it held weight. "I don't know what I am, but I know I'm not *HIM.* I'm not—I don't just *leave.* That's not me."



"I know you're not."



"How? You've known me for like two months."



"Because your card declined at the pet store and you paid in change." Her voice was muffled against his chest. "Because you carried my backpack for a week when I said I was sore. Because you made me a rabbit with your mom's sewing machine. Because even though I'm nobody special... you asked me out. And even with Mira, you stayed."



He breathed wet with tears and phlegm. A laugh or a sob. Somewhere between, caught in his throat, too big.



"I'm going to throw up," he said.



"Please don't. Breathe."



He breathed. Long and ragged, his ribs expanding against her cheek. She could feel him pulling himself together by force, the trembling settling into a managed steadiness.



"Does Mira know?"



"Yes."



"Does her dad know?"



"Yes."



"Does anyone else know?"



"Sage." She hesitated. "Sage figured it out. She's... helping."



"Sage knows before me." His voice wasn't angry.



"I was scared, Danny. I didn't know how to... I was scared..."



*I was scared of lying to you. I was scared of this.* She could barely breathe even now. She felt herself quivering.



"I'd leave?" He said it quiet.



His arms tightened and he kissed her between the ears.



"It's okay, Juni, you don't have to be scared. I'm not going anywhere," he said again. Firmer this time. His tail stayed tucked against his leg.



They sat like that for a time. His paw never left her belly. His chin never left the space between her ears. She could feel his heartbeat slowing by degrees, the wolf's body learning to hold the new weight.



She pressed her face into his chest and breathed him in. The warmth of him.



"My mom is going to literally, actually, truly kill me," he said eventually.



*He learned it from her. Being present. Because someone else wasn't.*



Juni looked up at him, catching his eyes. "I know."



"She has a ten-year plan. *Ten years.* With color coding. I've seen it. There's a column for my college applications and I'm *twelve.*"



"We don't have to tell her yet."



"Yeah... maybe not yet, but there's a countdown. What are you going to do about everything? Your own parents?"



"Not yet. It's too big. I'm not ready just yet."



"You're right, I'm sorry. Besides, it isn't *you* I should have said *we*." He laughed. Wet and thin and real. His tail uncurled from his leg and gave one uncertain wag against the mattress. "I'll step up when it comes and take responsibility like a man, I'll be there when you tell them. I'll hold your paw and it'll be okay."



"I want to feel it," he said. "Can I... just..."



He pulled back, just enough to look at her. His eyes were wet but his ears were forward now. He looked down at her belly, the soft curve he'd been pressing against through tears and apologies without really *seeing* it. His palm found her again. Deliberate this time. Warm against warm.



"I can't feel anything," he said. "Is that normal?"



"It's too early. It's barely there."



"But it's there." He flattened his palm. Spread his fingers wider. "It's actually there. Inside you. A baby."



"Yeah, Danny. A baby."



"My baby." He looked at her, expression soft, ears relaxed, tail wagging. Expecting.



Her foot thumped once against the bed frame. Her paw found the D-ring at her throat. Tight again. Tighter than anything. She wished Mira were here to hook her claw around it and tug her safely to a quiet place where she didn't have to think, or do anything, or be Juniper. A place where she didn't have to respond in this moment.



*Just a dumb bunny.* The thought was warm and the collar loosened a moment before she felt Danny's paw follow hers. She shook her head of the fog.



His fingers reaching for the ring, for her. He saw his girlfriend touch her necklace and wanted to be close to whatever she was holding onto.



She guided his paw down gently, firmly. Away from the ring. Back to the sheets between them.



He let her. His fingers curled where she'd placed them. He didn't ask why.



She turned her head away from him. One breath. Two. The ring still warm from her grip. She hooked her claw through the D-ring and pulled it taut against her throat. Felt the leather bite.



*Mira.*



Then she leaned back into him. Let her shoulder find his chest. Let him wrap his arms around her from behind, his chin settling between her ears, his warmth closing around her while her claw stayed in the ring he'd bought and the name in her head wasn't his.



*My baby.* His words were ringing in her skull.



She felt her tongue position for the first word of the only reply she could say. The *Y* forming against the roof of her mouth, the shape of it sharp and certain. Her jaw clenched tight, hesitating, then released.



"Your baby," she said, and her teeth closed on the inside of her cheek mid-word biting through flesh, the *r* in *your* still buzzing against the bite.



Blood pooled against her tongue. She swallowed and more came. A thin line escaped the corner of her muzzle, dark against cream fur, tracing down her chin.



Danny's nose caught the iron. "Juni... you're hurt."



"It's nothing." Blood bubbled out of her mouth. and down her chin, staining cream fur. Danny grabbed the rag and dabbed her chin. His eyes were wet and wide.



"I... are... that's real bad, Juni? Do you need to go to the hospital?



"I'll be okay, it's worse—not as bad as it looks." A little more flowed.



The blood flowed and he closed his eyes, breathed deep, and licked it instead. Teeth pulled back as his whiskers flicked a moment longer as his breath pulled rabbit and iron.



He recoiled. Spine against the headboard, paws clamping over his muzzle. Her blood on his lips. Whatever he'd tasted written in the horror of his ears.



"I—" Muffled. "I didn't mean to—"



"It's nothing." She wiped her chin. The smear darkened her cream fur. "I did it to myself—"



"You're *bleeding.*" His voice cracked. He grabbed the washcloth again and pressed it against her chin. Too much force for a bitten cheek, but everything was blood tonight.



She let him hold it there.



"I just drank your blood." He pulled the washcloth back. Pink on white. "Wolves eat rabbits, Juni."



"Danny—"



"I scratched you open and then I *licked it.* Like it was—like you were—" He couldn't finish. His ears pressed so flat they vanished. "I'm bad for you and I don't think you understand how bad. I'm dangerous."



"You're not—"



"I am *exactly* what they make warnings about." He held up his paw. Claws out. "These don't retract. I can't make them safe. I can't make *me* safe." His voice dropped. "What if next time I don't stop?"



She took his paw. Pressed it flat against her belly, claws and all. Held it there.



"Just an accident. You stopped tonight." The blood didn't though, it was dripping on her chin. "You'll be a good father Danny."



His whole body was trembling. She could feel his claws dimpling her fur, feel the restraint it cost him to keep them light against her skin instead of curling.



"Stay," she said. "Please. I'll file your nails like I do with Mira."



His forehead dropped against her belly. "Juni, I'm scared." She felt his breath hit her fur in warm puffs. His ears went flat. His paw stayed spread wide, as if he could hold the whole impossible future in his palm. "But I'm going to figure this out," he said against her skin. "I don't know how, but I'm going to figure it out."



"We will." She grabbed some tissue from the nightstand and balled it up, putting it in her mouth. Blood slowed. "And really, I'm fine. See?"



"No. I mean—" He lifted his head. His eyes were fierce now, the wet still there but the fear behind it focused into purpose. "I mean I'm going to be there. For everything. Doctor stuff, whatever pregnant people need, books probably, I'll read books, my mom has books about everything." His tail was going. Not the frantic wag of excitement. The steady metronome of a wolf who'd found a scent trail and committed to it. "I'll get a job. There's that grocery store on Fifth, the one Mom works at for extra hours sometimes, they hire at fourteen but maybe they'd let me stock shelves earlier if—"



"Danny."



"—and my sister has baby clothes in a box in the garage from when she was little, some of them are probably still—"



"*Danny.*"



He stopped. Panting. His ears at full attention, his body leaned forward like he might start running and not stop until he'd built a nursery with his bare paws.



"Slow down." She caught his face in both her paws. "We have months. You don't have to solve everything tonight."



His shoulders dropped. The manic energy drained out of him and left a twelve-year-old sitting on his bed. His whole life rearranging itself around a fact he'd known for less than an hour.



"Right." He exhaled. "Months. Okay."



"Okay."



He kissed her belly. Just once. Quick, almost embarrassed, his ears hot. Then he pulled her close again and they sat there, foreheads touching, breathing.



"Can I stay like this for a while?" he asked. "Just... close."



"As long as you want. Just refresh my tissue first."



 ——————— 


Juni checked Danny's alarm clock. 8:37. His mom's shift ended at nine.



"I should go." She didn't want to. His arms were warm and the room still smelled like tears and iron. "Before your mom gets back."



He nodded. "I should really do laundry before she gets home, clean scents." His arms loosened but didn't let go right away.



They dressed in silence. She pulled the bunnyhug back over her head, her ears threading through the hood slits, the fabric settling over the belly he'd just been pressing his forehead against. He reached for the brushstroke tee on the pillow, then hesitated. Tossed it in the hamper and grabbed a fresh plain black shirt to pull on instead.



She texted Silas from the bed.



    Juniper: Can you pick me up? Danny's house.

    Silas: On my way.



At the front door, Danny stood with his paws shoved deep in his pockets, ears flat, tail curled against his ankle. He looked smaller without the jacket.



The porch light hummed. A moth circled it, throwing small shadows across his face. Neither of them moved.



Her left paw found the D-ring at her throat. Held there. The metal was warm, worn to the temperature of her own pulse. She felt herself breathe clear, the collar fitting again.



She wiped the back of her other paw across her mouth. It came away dark where the bitten cheek had leaked. She looked at it instead of at him.



"Sorry." Barely there. "I shouldn't have said yes. I didn't know the cost."



Danny's ears went back.



"No, don't—" He stopped. Tried again. "I'll. See you later this week. We have time off, let's make it better next time." A breath. "Love you."



"Yeah."



She stepped off the porch. Silas's truck was at the curb, headlights low. She climbed in without looking back.



The cab smelled like cedar and coffee. *Daddy.*



"You okay, baby bunny? I smell blood."



"Just bit my cheek. Take me home, I need to be home."



Silas nodded. He pulled away from the curb. She watched Danny's house shrink in the side mirror until they pulled onto the main street.



She pressed her forehead against the cold window. The streetlights slid across the glass, each one catching the D-ring at her throat. Flash. Flash. Flash. Like a signal nobody was receiving.



 ——————— 


In the doorway, Danny watched the taillights reach the corner and turn. The moth still circled the porch light above him.



He brought his paws together. One. Two. Three.



He sighed deeply, shoulders slumped under the weight, and went in to clean up.



 ——————— 


His mom came home at nine-fifteen. Keys rattling into the bowl by the door. Grocery bags in both paws.



"Danny, help me with these?"



He helped without being asked, putting things where they went. Practiced efficiency of a kid who'd been the man of the house since he was young.



"Roast chicken was on sale today, fresh too. Want some?"



"Sure, Mom, maybe in a bit. I'm a little tired though. I might go to bed once the laundry's done."



"You okay, sweetie?" She reached for a bag and her paw found his forearm instead. Stilled. Her fingers pressed the fur flat where the welts ran, three raised lines he couldn't easily hide.



"Danny." Her voice changed. "What happened to your arm?"



"Caught it on the bike rack after school." He pulled the arm back, tucked it against his side. "It's nothing."



She held his gaze. Her nose twitched once. Twice. Her mouth opened. Closed. She pulled him close and kissed between his ears, holding there longer than a goodnight needed.



She smelled like the store. Cold cases and cardboard and the industrial soap by the breakroom sink. And underneath all of that, the same lavender detergent he'd been breathing his whole life, the scent that meant *home.*



"We'll put something on it before bed," she said. Not a question. She went to check on his sister.



 ——————— 


He locked his door at ten-thirty.



He sat at his desk. His desk lamp cast lonely shadows behind him. The half-built robot. Homework neglected tonight. The spiral notebook with the bent cover, third from the top. He reached for the notebook.



He opened it. Past pages of crossed-out lines and false starts and doodles in the margins. To the first blank page.



His pencil found the paper.



He stared at the blank page for a while. Then wrote fast, before thinking could ruin it.



*My dad smelled like beer and leaving.*



*I don't remember much else.*



*He let me ride on his shoulders once when I was little.*



*He was at dinner and then he wasn't at breakfast*



*and that's kind of the whole story I guess.*



*Juni's having a baby.*



*~~mine~~*



*Which is crazy because I'm twelve*



*and I don't have a job or a car*



*and I'm too young and not enough*



*and I don't even know what I want to do with my life*



*and I've ruined the future my mom thought I had.*



*But none of that matters.*



*I got the girl I love pregnant*



*so I'll be there*



*because absence is worse than failing*



*and being present is the only thing*



*I'm actually good at.*



He read it back. Looked at the crossed-out word sitting alone between stanzas. Wrote it again below the last line, pressing harder.



*mine*



Crossed it out again.



Wrote *ours.*



He tore the page free, folded it once, and slid it under his mattress with the others.



His phone buzzed on the nightstand.



    Tyler: You good? You've been quiet today in the group chat, missed our gaming session.

    Danny: Yeah. Big day.

    Tyler: Girl stuff?

    Danny: Kind of.

    Tyler: You need anything?

    Danny: I think everything's about to change.

    Tyler: You okay?

    Danny: No, I don't think so. But I'll figure it out.

    Tyler: Sorry buddy, always here.

    Danny: Yeah, thanks. Really. I'm going to get some sleep.

    Tyler: Tomorrow's a new day, still here if you need me tomorrow though. Night!



He set the phone down. Pulled the blanket up.



The room was dark. The house was quiet, everyone asleep. The hum of the fridge and the tick of the furnace.



He turned on his side. Closed his eyes. He didn't sleep for a long time, but he didn't get up either. Just lay there, holding still, being present in a dark room.



*She must be so scared.* Danny grabbed his phone and messaged Juni.



    Danny: Night, Juni. I love you.

    Juniper: Night, Danny, sorry for everything. <3

    Danny: We'll be okay.

    Juniper: <3



He set his phone back on his nightstand.



In the morning, he'd figure out the next part.



 ——————— 


Summer

* Chapter 18: Summer *


Week Sixteen


Saturday


The sting of mouthwash hit her suddenly.



She spat pink in the bathroom sink.



Tears stung her eyes and she rubbed her cheek. A little swollen. The inside slightly puckered around the wound. The blood had mostly stopped.



She'd been stuffing tissue into her mouth since Silas dropped her off at home yesterday. By the time she fell asleep it had mostly stopped. Just something she swallowed.



She opened her mouth, staring into the mirror. Buck teeth mostly in the way, but it didn't look too bad.



*Better.*



*It's done. Now just live with it.* She paused a moment and thought about "done." *Maybe... started?* Frowned and shook her head. *It'll be fine, we're all safe now. He'll be happy. I can make him happy.*



Her tummy fluttered. *Baby.* She smiled at her reflection and pressed a hand to her belly.



*I hope Danny's okay. Last night was a lot.*



Juniper took a deep breath and stood tall, but her ears didn't follow. *Do I like him? Is it more?*



*I liked his text last night...*



She took a deep breath and grabbed her phone from the sink counter. Typed *I* *L* and then set it down. She took a breath and grabbed it, sitting on the closed toilet lid. Backspaced. Then started over.



    Juniper: Morning, wolf!!!! <3

    Danny: Morning, bun! <3

    Juniper: Thank you.

    Danny: ?

    Juniper: For everything. =:3

    Danny: Ah, no problem? Want to hang out?

    Juniper: Let's do something this week, I promised Mira we could do something today since she let us do our... thing last night.

    Danny: Yeah. It wasn't as 'fun' as I'd like, but yeah. Sorry.

    Juniper: Don't. You're perfect. Just wanted to say good morning and let you know I'm happy you're in my life.

    Danny: Really?

    Juniper: Yeah. Really. <3



Her eyes lingered on her phone after the last message. Looked at the texts the way she had examined her inner cheek earlier.



*Better.*



 ——————— 


The rumble of Silas's truck outside caught her attention and she grabbed her bag and waved to her sisters as she passed the living room on her way out.



"Mira's again?" Rose shouted from the living room.



"Yeah, see you! Going to stay till Sunday."



Lily kept reading, earbuds firmly in place.



"Bye!" Juni shouldered her overnight sack she'd been carrying.



Long ears flowed behind her as she gathered speed towards the door, grabbing her set of keys on the way out. Seeing Daddy in the driveway she grinned and almost forgot to close the door. Corrected after a few steps, turning to make sure it was locked, then scrambled down the driveway and into the passenger side seat.



"You look excited, baby bunny." Silas ruffled her headfur, and leaned in to kiss her on the cheek. *Warm.*



She grabbed his cheeks and pulled him in for a proper kiss, tongue finding his.



Silas pulled back after a moment, slow. "Still tastes a little like blood, cub. We'll run a salt rinse after each meal." His tail was still, ears soft with concern.



"Yeah." She said it small. "I shouldn't have done that."



"It's okay, just be careful not to bite it again when you chew."



"I'll be careful."



He pulled out of the driveway, truck rumbling gently under her as she tucked her seatbelt around her shoulder.



"Daddy?"



"Yes, bun?"



"I told him it was his."



Silence.



"Let's get some ice cream on the way, it'll help the swelling. You can get any flavor you like, we'll grab something for Mira too."



"Okay... I'd like that."



The truck rolled through familiar streets. She leaned her cheek against the cold window, her ears bobbing with each gentle turn, sensitive tips pressing cool glass then drifting free to the gentle rhythm of missed potholes. Her claw tapped the window idly. Houses rolled by.



"Juni?"



She turned to look at him. *Daddy. Mine, and...* then held her belly.



"Yeah?"



He reached across the center console and gripped her leg, firm, warm. Those hands could hold her, had held her. Had done all sorts of things to and for her.



He smiled, voice low. "I love you."



Her heart beat faster. Warmth radiated from her chest and tummy. Her whole body melted into his touch.



"I love you too." She put her paw on his and they both squeezed together three times, him against her thigh, her against the back of his paw. "I want strawberry cheesecake."



"It's a date!" He squeezed her thigh one more time, paw drifting towards her bare pussy under her skirt. *No panties. For Daddy.* Pawpad pressing her wet entrance and slipping in. She was already slick with anticipation. "Good girl. Just a cute tube top and skirt, perfect."



She smiled. "Of course, Daddy."



The truck rolled. Ice cream, then *home.*



 ——————— 


Mira lay on her bed, belly out, tossing a squishy stress ball at the wall below the otter print.



Caught it. Tossed it again. *Soon!* But soon wasn't now and her mind wandered. Small but visible roundness forming. She caught it again, looked at the fur of her tummy. Easy enough for a bunnyhug to hide, but not for long.



*Maybe one week after summer, just to keep Juni company and I'll have Dad pull me out. Later problem.*



Now was summer, and she couldn't wait to see her bunny. Permission to spend days together any time, Sage's lake house, fun with Danny, Theo, and Sage. Four weeks of freedom.



She tossed the stress ball again, then heard the familiar truck rumble into the driveway.



*Juni! Daddy!*



The stress ball hit her in the nose. She threw herself off the bed before it landed on the floor, grinning, fox tail flowing behind her as she flew down the stairs, pawpads skipping two at a time. Through the hall, past the living room, into the kitchen where Bear had already beaten her to the door.



She scratched behind his ears. *Excited.* "Me too, Bear!"



The door cracked open and Juni grinned, a smear of cheesecake ice cream matted in the fur of her cheek. Mira laughed and pulled her into a hug before she could even unstrap her sandals. Lifted, twirled. The bunny giggled in her arms, warm and light. She set her down and licked her cheek, catching the fur and smoothing it less sticky. *Strawberry cheesecake.* "Tasting good, Juni!"



"Ah, your tongue is rough." But she was smiling. Mira gentled her fur with her claws, watching Juni's ears fold back in lazy pleasure. Her foot thumped as Mira scratched gently between her ears.



Dad entered through the open door and pressed it closed with his foot. He held out a tray with two cones. Rainbow and Cookies and Cream. "Your choice, cub!"



"Oh, my favorite two!"



"I know we are, but which ice cream flavor do you want?"



"Daaaaad." But she chittered and her tail swished, ears forward. "Seriously, though. You didn't make this easy on me." She stepped forward on tiptoes and gave him a kiss on the snout. "Thank you." She grabbed the rainbow. He took the last one and sat down at the kitchen table before it melted any further. The napkin around the cone already had a few drips, but it was mostly intact.



Mira joined him and Juni sat in the middle, grabbing a cookie from the center dish. Dad had made them the night before. "Careful chewing, Juni," he said. She nodded and took a bite.



"Careful chewing?" Mira cocked her head.



"Bwit muh cheek." Juni muffled between bites. Swallowed. "I... it was an accident."



"Obviously, nobody does that on purpose."



Juni looked down, ears going limp. "Yeah, obviously."



Dad cleared his throat. "Danny knows about the baby. *His* baby. It was a hard night for her."



*Oh.*



"Okay. You're okay, Juni?"



"Yeah. I'll be okay. We're safe." She smiled weakly.



"He okay?"



Juni shrunk. Tears welled up. She sobbed and her tiny frame shuddered.



*Stupid. So stupid.* Mira breathed deep, settled her nearly finished cone on the wood. She got up next to where her rabbit was sitting and kissed the top of Juni's head. "Hey, hey, it's okay. Shh, there there." She gathered the little rabbit against her soft tummy. "You did good, bun, so good. Listen close."



The sobs slowed. Juni pressed her cheek into Mira's belly.



"She's in there, Juni. Growing. Her heartbeat's getting stronger every day. Maybe you can hear her, bun." She stroked Juni's ears flat. "Her sister's in *you.*"



Juni nodded against her tummy and pulled back. Her smile grew more certain. They locked eyes and Mira held calm and warmth in her gaze. *Certainty.*



"For Luna and her sister. For me. For Daddy. For all of us living together. Even for Danny. You did good, bun."



"I just feel a little nauseous." She sniffled, rubbed pink on the back of her paw.



"Let's get that salt rinse." Dad moved to the stove. Warm water, salt, stirring.



Mira caught Juni's drifting gaze. "Oh, hey, it's summer! Let's play some Wacky Wheels! Or want to play catch or something, that might be more fun."



Dad grinned. "Let's do it! We should enjoy the sun while it's daylight. Time for video games later. Just let me finish this, two minutes."



Juni smiled and Mira felt relief.



The bunny stood and headed to the sink. Swish, spit. Nearly clear.



Mira led them outside, Bear following, and they played catch in the easy silence of summer.



 ——————— 


That evening Juni took the collar from her backpack.



She'd worn it to school all week, but she hadn't put it on here yet. Hadn't shown Daddy. She had been waiting for this moment. She shivered, closed her eyes, and held it to her blunt snout, breathing in.



Leather. Mira's. *Owned.*



Juni smiled, holding it up in the mirror against her throat, but didn't buckle it yet. That was her fox's job.



She held it delicately and headed out of Mira's room. Down the stairs.



Mira was on the couch when Juni entered the living room. Their eyes met. Mira's gaze dropped to the collar in Juni's paws, then back up. One ear communicated, *now?*



Juni nodded.



Mira flashed her canines. She rose from the couch, took the collar from Juni's paws, and buckled it around her thin rabbit throat. Juni lifted her chin, baring her throat, giving access. Slow. Firm. Mira's thumb traced the D-ring once it was seated, checking the fit with two fingers between leather and bunny fur. Then fox claw hooked through the ring and tugged Juni toward the kitchen.



Juni's ears bobbed happily as she followed.



Silas was at the counter, wiping down after dinner. He looked up when they entered—Mira first, Juni half a step behind on the leash, the leather taut between Mira's claw and the rabbit's throat.



His paws went still on the countertop. She watched his eyes move. Leather, painted carrots, then the D-ring where Mira's claw hooked through it. His gaze settled there, on the pulse pushing against the leather.



"Interesting necklace." His voice was warm and even.



He leaned in instead of reaching for it. Close to Juni's throat, breathing her scent. A long slow inhale that pulled the collar's full story through his nose. Juni shivered.



His ears pressed forward and held.



"Danny bought it," Juni said. "For me. Because I asked... it was for Bear. But too small."



"She fixed it up for herself," Mira added. Her claw stayed in the ring. "See? New holes and sewed the hem. I didn't know until she wore it to school last Monday." Pride underneath the flat delivery. "I've been leading her by it all week, Daddy."



Silas's nostrils flared once more against the leather. He straightened. His amber eyes found Mira's, not Juni's.



"You've been busy with our bunny."



"She's mine to be busy with." Mira tugged the ring, just barely, and Juni's breath caught. "But I'm yours." She held his gaze. "Want a turn? Share her with me."



His tail gave one low sweep as he turned full towards her. *He's so tall.*



He looked at Juni. His eyes settled on her throat where the leather pressed against her pulse, and she felt herself go still under the attention.



"If you're into this tonight, bunny," he said, "we might have some fun. The three of us."



"God... *yes.*" Juni's voice came out breathless. "Both of you. I belong to both of you. I've been hoping since I put it on."



Silas went to the front door a few steps away, gestured at the leashes dangling from the wall hook. "Mira, do you think our bunny needs a pendant?"



Mira nodded. "Yes, Daddy. The thin leather one from when he was small." Juni's legs wobbled and she sat on a chair, Mira's finger still hooked in her ring. Mira leaned so close Juni felt fox snout inside her ear. "*We'll get you one with carrots later.*" The whisper caught the fine fur inside her ear and her whole body hummed.



Daddy unhooked it from the hanger and crossed the remaining distance. His right paw found the D-ring—not taking it from Mira, his claw threading the loop alongside hers, both of them hooked into the same silver circle. "Here, little one. Take this. She's your bunny to be busy with, after all." He released the ring and offered the leash to Mira.



She took it, and clasped it on the ring. Juni felt her whole body tingling as if she'd been zapped with light static all over. She closed her eyes and felt the vibration of metal on metal, a gentle tug lifted her to her feet, jelly legs and floaty head. She felt her mouth pressed open by a fox tongue, rainbow flavored, small and hungry, lapping under her teeth to meet her. She met it with a lazy warmth and felt herself disappearing into the sensation. Then another, cookies and cream, light coffee blended comfortably, thick and rougher. Firm and gentle despite. *Both of them.* Two tongues pressing against her own, one on each side of her buck teeth, pressing deep, brushing the roof of her mouth. She breathed deep. Fox musk, blended and heady, cedar, spice, and ice cream.



Eyes still closed, she felt a paw at her scruff. Large and certain in the loose fur above the collar. Gripped. Held by nothing, her feet dangled and her mind floated and buzzed like a speaker on a deep frequency that she felt pulsing through her body. She felt smaller paws under her skirt find her sopping wet pussy and press inside. Warm and seeking. She could hardly think, but clenched in greeting as she kissed them both back in a fog.



Tongues withdrew. The grip on her scruff slackened, eased, and her pawpads found cold tile. The kitchen floor pressed up through the pads of her feet, solid and real. Her knees bent, but she was still held from below and inside.



Mira's fingers still hooked inside her, steadying her by her core as she found her footing. Juni opened her eyes in a haze, lashes parting and vision blurring into focus. She wobbled and then stood, leash dangling between her and Mira. The shape of it. The perspective of the thin line attached under her chin, in first person, tethered to *her* fox. A direction to follow. *Oh.*



She felt Daddy's arm around her. His paw petting between her shoulder blades. Her cotton tail pressed flat, ears flopped lazily. "Welcome back, baby bunny."



She blinked. Tilted her chin up, eyes locking his. *Handsome.*



He kissed her alone this time. Deep, unhurried, his muzzle finding the angle against her blunt rabbit mouth, his tongue pressing past her front teeth. She tasted the cookies, cream, and coffee. *Daddy.* Her paws found his chest and gripped the fur there because her legs kept forgetting their job.



He broke the kiss. Turned her face toward Mira gently with his thumb pad and forefinger.



"Girls." He smiled.



Mira pulled the leash smoothly and she followed. Juni leaned in and draped her arms around Mira. Daddy's paw firmly on her back, encouraging, supporting. Their muzzles met at the angle they'd practiced, fox snout tilting right while rabbit muzzle came in from the left. Tongues entwining again, cheesecake and rainbows as they breathed against each other's fur, rippling in turn on each deep pull.



When they parted, a strand of shared saliva caught between their muzzles and broke. Silas's thumb wiped it from Juni's chin. Brought it to his own mouth. Eyes closed as he lapped it from his thumbpad. Then, eyes open. Ears forward.



His grip shifted. Leash firmly in Mira's paw, Daddy gripped his little fox by her scruff, firm and ready to lead.



"Bedroom."



He walked them through the quiet house—Mira by the scruff, Juni by Mira's leash. Juni could feel the tug at her throat and hear the soft sound of Mira's breathing beside her, both of them aimed the same direction by a chain of belonging.



Bear lifted his head in the hallway. Watched them pass. Settled back down.



In the bedroom, Silas released Mira's scruff and her fur resettled. They stood side by side at the foot of the bed, barefoot, waiting.



"Mira." His paw found the nightstand drawer, pulled it open. "First or second?"



"First." No hesitation. Mira was already pulling her shirt over her head, ears catching on the neckline before springing free. "Take me first, Daddy. I want my slick on you when you fill our pet bunny."



Juni whimpered. "Please, yes... pet?"



Mira climbed onto the bed, settled on her back, and pulled him down by the waistband while he took off his shirt, fox fur laid bare.



"Of course, Juni. You're our beautiful little pet." Mira grinned. "I know you want that. Be good and sit near me." She pulled the leash and pat the bed next to her. Mira pushed out of her own cargo shorts and lay back.



*Safe. Kept. Loved.* Juni shivered again happily and found her place close enough to watch. She couldn't help herself, her little scut flipped back and forth on the sheets *wagging.*



Mira drew her claws lightly through her bunny's fur a moment, then turned to Daddy.



His mouth found Mira's nipple and drew, slow. Juni watched, leashed at the collar to her fox as Mira leaned her head back and sighed, content, feeding Daddy. She could see the pull in his throat, the swallow, the way her sister's back arched off the sheets chasing the suction. Each draw tugged the leash through Mira's grip and the collar tightened a fraction against Juni's pulse. Loosened. Tightened again. The rhythm of nursing translated through leather into her throat with a jingle.



Mira's free paw found Juni's ear and stroked, base to tip by feel idly and without looking. Juni felt her mind light up as she watched her fox being tended. Juni's foot thumped once against the mattress and she pressed closer, her bare thigh finding Mira's hip, warm fur against warm fur.



When he shifted lower, settling between Mira's thighs, Juni felt the leash go slack. Mira's grip had moved to the sheets, both paws fisting cotton as his cock found her entrance. Juni watched the tip press, nestling against her sister's pussy. Daddy guided it with one paw, swirling his tapered tip around the inner triangle of her canine folds, gathering the glistening slick that would lubricate him entering his little girl. He angled his cock in the center, pressed in a quarter inch and pulled out, one more swirl of wet tip against tiny fox folds to get her ready, and then centered again with real intent. She watched her sister's body open around him, parting. The shaft sank into her tiny pussy inch by inch until his growing knot met her puffy pussy lips and Mira's breath punched out of her in a sound that vibrated through the mattress into Juni's knees.



"Watch, little bunny." Thick. Mira's eyes found hers past Daddy's shoulder. Mira hooked both arms around the back of his neck and kissed him deep while his hips moved.



"Hungry girl, Daddy's got you." He spoke, equally thick after pulling air. He looked, piercing and warm directly at Juni. "Pet, make sure we're sealed proper when I cum in my little girl. No spilling on the sheets, I just washed them."



"Oh... yes. No messes tonight?"



"Try your best, bun."



Juni pulled her skirt off and tossed it over the side of the bed. Bare now except the collar, leash, and her tight black tube top. She crawled closer, Mira's pussy was puckering in with each thrust, and gripping on each exit. Daddy's knot kept kissing her entrance on each downthrust. She lay behind them, leash tugged rhythmically by Mira with each thrust, but enough slack that she could position right below his fuzzy orbs swaying with each thrust. Close enough to feel the heat radiating from where they joined, close enough to smell them mixing. Fox musk sharpening, Mira's arousal going thick, and underneath it the familiar salt of Daddy's pre leaking into her sister with each stroke.



She pressed her cheek against the bed, getting low, making sure to get her muzzle as close as she could, a tentative lick as she felt the friction of his cock pass along her tongue and deep into her sister. The spicy flavor of her girlfriend coated his shaft and she swallowed thickly, collar jingling. The leash went taut in a direction she hadn't expected, the leather pulling from somewhere above and beneath his pelvis. He'd taken it. She felt it threading under him, the tension changing angle, and then his voice from above: "Have her back. Keep her close." The leather transferred, the pull shifted to Mira's grip, and *tugged.* Her face mashed into Mira's folds and Daddy's balls clapped against her cheek.



"Lick. Massage him while he fucks me." The command was simple, the scent was overpowering, her whole muzzle was suddenly wet with sex, the scent of foxes, her tongue too small to keep up, but she tried.



"*You feel so good, cub.*" His voice was low and strained, floating down from above and vibrating through his thighs into Juni's ears. Mira answered with her hips, rolling up to meet him, and Juni felt the motion press against her twitching nose. She slipped her tongue in between the tie.



"You... you have to knot her, or it'll make a mess." Juni protested quietly, but she saw the expanding knot sliding past her cheek begin to press deeper with each thrust. Juni reached her right paw up and grasped his swinging balls, felt them contracting lightly with each movement, and gently massaged them. "Like this? Daddy?"



"*Yes. That's it, pet.*" He grunted as his knot swelled inside his daughter and Juni kept licking to keep his pre from dripping onto the covers.



"Bun, want to make him really blow? Put two fingers between his cheeks and push inside, hook down. He'll fill me with every drop. Like the plugs for us, but for him."



"Uhh?" That sounded so weird, but Mira had a breathy confidence.



"Trust me, pet. Just do it. Spit first."



*So weird.*



"*Ah, girls, I'm close.*"



Juni gritted her teeth, determined. Between licking and gently massaging Daddy's balls, she flipped onto her back to see better. As he pulled back her paw was there. She found the familiar pucker, the same hole he had used on her and Mira for months, stretching and preparing. She pulled her paw back and spat on her fingers, wet them with the dripping sex from the penetration directly over her short snout, then reached up again and eased three fingers in while he worked his daughter's pussy with his cock.



"*Ah, Juni!*" His hips kept thrusting. He slowed a moment and pressed deeper, his knot lodging inside his little girl directly above Juni's eyes. She watched it seat and felt him clench around her paw.



"*Fuck, yes.*" Mira moaned, "Juni, pressure inside him, now. He's filling me."



She worked her small bunny fingers down and applied pressure. The firmness shuddered against her pawpads, spasmed and jumped at the touch, quivering. He clenched so hard her fingers mashed together.



"*Unnngh. Fuck, cub. Holy shit.*" She felt his balls tense and pull against his body, wrinkled fur tugging away from her paw. She followed them up and kept working. The flood was immediate and thicker than she'd ever seen, squeezing past the seal and pouring over her face. She opened her mouth and caught as much as she could, but it was everywhere, dripping down her cheeks and leaking into her ears. The leash tugged her up and in, fingers going deeper, tongue directly against the seal, she drank until her mouth was full.



His cum was thick and salt-rich. The musk of him sat heavy on her tongue with Mira's sharper sweetness threaded through it. She swallowed and the sticky warmth slid down her throat, coating it, the taste settling at the back of her palate. More poured in and she drank again, the scent flooding her nostrils from below, cedar and iron and the deep animal funk of fox cum that her rabbit nose would have flinched from three months ago. Now she breathed it in and pulled for more.



She felt his balls jump, once, twice, then a series of shivering motions as the stream filled her mouth one last time and she swallowed again, cum dripping into her nostrils, she opened her mouth again, leaking less, but present. Mouth open to catch what she could as it dripped on her tongue. She felt him unclench and eased her fingers free as he pushed forward.



Daddy worked Mira's pussy himself while her mouth was open. "I fed her last time, it's your turn to feed our pet, cub." He said it even as thinner sprays of his continued knotting continued to fill and leak into her mouth.



Juni moaned softly up to them. "Mmm, waiting, Mira." Then opened her mouth again, tongue out and ready, catching more steady drips around the mating seal.



She could see Daddy's thumb circling Mira's clit, slow and deliberate while he was still tied inside her. Mira's hips rolled. Her fox tail, wet with cum, was pinned under Juni's head. It wrapped around her chest.



She could see her fox's hips begin to squirm. Juni breathed out, blowing a bubble of cum out of the way of her snout, then moaned up in a sweet voice. "Don't worry, I'll catch it, like Daddy said, no messy sheets. Feed your bunny." She opened her mouth one more time, tongue back out and ready.



Mira's hips shook, her legs pressed tight against Juni's sides as her pelvis lifted up and her whole body shivered as a stream of sex drizzled onto her face, mixing with Daddy's seed. Juni kept her mouth open and tasted fox. *Mine.* Her leash was pulled and she found her snout perfectly angled to catch a stream of cum and arousal leaking around the seal perfectly in her mouth. *Full again.* She swallowed with a gulp, then coughed, cum sprayed out of her nose.



She coughed again and rolled out from under them, the leash held, then Daddy unclasped it for her. "There you go, baby bunny. Good girl. Good bun."



She coughed again then caught her breath. Cum matted her more than she'd ever had before. Not even when bear pulled out over her. She tilted her head and tapped it with the heel of her paw, a glob rolled down her shoulder.



"Well, I'm a mess." She looked down at herself, her tube top was completely soaked in matted dark white-tinged stains. She pulled it off, wrestling the wet fabric over her ears. Mira and Daddy were tied thoroughly, but he rolled over onto his back with Mira on top, and she felt both foxes watching as she wrung out the ruined top and settled beside them on the bed.



"Cuter that way, bun." Mira's eyes were warm on her when she stilled. She pointed at the sheets next to them where they had just been before Silas rolled over. "Bed's a mess too. So much for clean sheets! You did great, though, Juni!"



"You two tasted so..." She wiggled, unable to finish. The flavor still sat thick on her tongue, layered and warm.



"There's your salt rinse I guess." Mira giggled, and Juni couldn't help but join in.



Silas lay, head back, panting, non-verbal. She could see his balls still contracting, each clench pumping another pulse into Mira where they were locked together. Mira grinned and wiggled her hips, teasing him. "Want to go again, Daddy?"



"*Ughhh.* A minute first." He breathed deep, chest rising and falling. "*Fuck.* Baby bunny, cub, hardest I've ever cum. You two are *perfect.*"



Mira looked at Juni, cracked a fox smile, canines glinting. Juni smiled back felt her buck teeth peeking at her fox. They both burst into laughter. "We maybe broke him." Juni grinned, and wiped cum from her eyes, squeezed excess off her ears with thumb and forefinger, wiped it on Silas's leg.



"We can let him rest a minute." She turned and kissed Daddy on the snout as he panted, still pulling deep contented breaths. "But Juni needs you after."



"It's okay, Mira, I've never seen Daddy finish so hard before." Juni glanced toward the corner where Bear had lifted his head, he wandered into the room earlier and now was laying in his doggy bed in the corner ears pricked, nose working at the scent flooding the room. "Maybe Bear is feeling left out?" She looked back at her foxes, still tied, still tangled. "But... can you read to us, Daddy? I just want to be full and read to."



Silas breathed deep, chest rising, his cock still pulsing gently inside Mira. "Call him in, baby bunny. Hand me the book." His eyes found the nightstand where *Fairy Tails* sat, spine cracked and familiar. "And make sure to put the large plug in first. Pretend it's me."



Juni's ears pressed back. "I haven't taken the large yet."



"You can do it, pet." His voice was steady, warm. "Plenty of wetness to ease it in."



The large plug sat on the nightstand beside the book. Juni handed the book over to Daddy first, then picked up the plug, felt the weight of it, the widest point thicker than anything she'd seated before. But her body was loose and pussy dripping, her face and chest coated in everything her foxes had given her. She spat on it, then coated it liberally in Daddy's cum and Mira's arousal. Slicked the plug with what was already on her paws and wiped some excess from her cheeks on it. Positioned it behind her against her tail hole, and pressed with gravity, sitting on it.



The stretch burned bright for one held breath. She bore down the way they'd taught her and the widest point pressed past her rim and seated deep. She gasped, her whole body clenching around the intrusion, her paws gripping the sheets.



"*Oh.*" She panted. "That's... a lot."



"There you go." Silas's voice floated from behind Mira's shoulder. "Perfect, bunny."



She stretched forward on all fours, then slapped her own ass once, firm, the loud pat against short fur sounded through the quiet room. Her cotton tail lifted high. "Bear! Come!"



Bear didn't need to be told twice. He was off the floor and on the bed in one fluid motion, his weight hitting the mattress hard enough to bounce everyone. His nose found her immediately, one deep inhale against her raised pussy, and then he mounted.



His forepaws clamped around her waist. The first thrust punched the wind from her lungs. She grabbed his front paws where they gripped her hips and held on, her small fingers lacing through his thick toes, feeling the blunt nails press warm against her pawpads. His cock found her on the second jab and drove deep, the familiar frantic rhythm hammering into her while the large plug pressed against the thin wall from the other side. Both holes full. The plug and the cock separated by almost nothing, each thrust grinding them together through her.



"*Ah—*" She pressed her face into the pillow. Bear's weight settled heavy on her back, his panting hot against her neck. Her paws stayed locked around his, holding his grip against her like an embrace. *Like holding hands.* The thought arrived absurd and tender and she didn't push it away.



"Good girl." Daddy's voice, low, from across the bed. She heard the creak of the book's spine opening. Mira shifted against him, still tied, settling in to listen. "Everyone comfortable?"



Juni laughed into the pillow, breathless, Bear still pistoning into her. "*Define.*" Her breath puffed on impact as the knot pressed against her slit. "*Comfortable."



"Close enough." She heard him turn to a page. Clear his throat.



Bear's knot continued to swell. She could feel it bumping her entrance, growing with each thrust, and she bore down into the pressure the way her body had learned. The knot stretched her wide, caught, and locked. Bear's hips stilled. The first hot pulse of his cum hit her cervix and she sighed into the fullness, her whole body going slack beneath his weight. Both holes plugged. Sealed, mostly. Cum spattered on the sheets, but he held his hips steady as hot jets warmed her core. Her paws still holding his, Bear's light content panting in her long ear. She pet his foreleg idly. *Lover.*



Silas began to read.



"In a forest where the trees were old enough to have names, there lived a fox who ate what the forest gave him. Mice when they were careless. Berries when they were ripe. He was not ashamed of his teeth. Every fox has teeth, and every fox is hungry, and the honest ones don't pretend otherwise."



Bear's cock pulsed inside her. Slow, steady, the thin cum pooling deep. His breathing had settled to a heavy rhythm against her back, his chin resting on her shoulder. She could feel his heartbeat through the knot, through the wall that separated it from the plug, through her whole body like a second pulse running alongside her own.



"The fox had friends in the forest. A rabbit who lived beneath his roots. A wolf who walked the border each evening and pretended he wasn't guarding anything."



Juni's ear twitched at *wolf.* At *rabbit.*



"He kept them close because the forest was large and not everything in it was honest. The fox had lived long enough to know that there were two kinds of hunger. The first kind came and went like weather. You were empty, and then you ate, and then you were full, and that was the way of it. The second kind never went full. It ate and ate and the eating only made it hungrier, and the forest grew quieter around it by degrees, one small voice at a time."



The room was quiet except for Bear's breathing and the slow creak of the bed. Mira shifted against Daddy's chest. Juni watched them both. Her fox's ears had gone still. Not the soft droop of being read to. *Listening.*



"'How do you know which kind you are?' asked the rabbit.



"'By whether you stop,' said the fox."



Juni felt the words settle somewhere behind her ribs. Bear shifted inside her, the knot rotating, and she gripped his paws tighter.



"The rabbit thought about this. She had seen the fox eat. She had seen his teeth close on small things, and she had never been afraid, because when he was full he would lie beside her and his teeth were just teeth again.



"'What about the other kind?' she asked. 'The hunger that doesn't stop. What does it look like?'



"'That's what makes it dangerous,' said the fox. 'It looks like the first kind. It walks familiar paths and sleeps in familiar clearings and smells like the trees it lives among. The friends of the forest offer it their trust because it wears a shape they recognize.'"



Mira's paw had found Luna without looking.



"'And then?'



"'And then there is a kind of darkness that is just the absence of light,' said the fox. 'Night. You can fix night with a lamp left burning, and morning always comes. But the other kind *eats* light. It dims even the lanterns left out for finding, so slowly that by the time anyone notices what is missing, they have forgotten it was ever there, or that anyone cared to light them. That is what the second hunger does to a forest. A *sneaking.* A *dimming.* Until the friends who remain cannot remember what it sounded like when everyone still sang.'"



Juni's paws tightened around Bear's.



"The rabbit shivered. 'Is there something like that in our forest?'



"The fox was quiet for a while. 'There is something like that in every forest,' he said. 'It is only a question of when it arrives and whether you can see it before the dimming starts.'



"'Can you?'"



"His teeth showed in the dark. 'None of us can.'"



A pause. Silas turned the page. His voice softened.



"The rabbit pressed against his side. She could feel his heartbeat through his fur, steady and slow. The teeth didn't scare her. She had lived beneath them her whole life and they had never once closed on anything she loved.



"'Stay awake for me,' she whispered.



"'Always,' said the fox. And meant it."



Silence. The page rustled as Silas closed the book.



Mira's paw found Juni's across the sheets. Squeezed. Three times.



Juni squeezed back. Her body full, her collar warm, Bear's weight steady and grounding, Daddy's voice resonating in her mind, Mira's fingers laced through hers. They held paws like that while knotted, resting. Silas clicked off the lamp.



She closed her eyes. Bear's cock softened after a time and released her onto the bed with a spatter.



Sleep came.



She dreamed of roots woven together underground and of hunger so fierce it dimmed the lanterns left out in the forest.



 ——————— 


Tuesday


Juniper lay flopped onto her tummy on her bed, a little extra pressure, but not uncomfortable yet. She was doodling in a brand new sketchbook Silas had picked up for her on the drive home on Sunday.



The doorbell rang, her ears stood straight and she hopped out of bed, sketchbook abandoned.



*Danny!*



Juniper opened the door and there he was on the porch, panting, small droplets from his tongue landing on the front step. His bike leaned against the railing, still ticking from the cross-town ride.



His tail started going before the rest of him caught up.



"Hey." He rubbed his thighs with both paws. "Ready?"



"Sure, but have some water first!" She grabbed a cup and filled it. Shouted over her shoulder, "aren't you going to come in?"



He closed the door behind him. Rose shouted from the other room, "a boy?"



Juni hissed back at her sister. "He's my friend, don't tell Mom, we're going for a bike ride okay?"



"Fine, but you owe me a chocolate!"



Juni rolled her eyes and handed Danny the water. He gulped it down in seconds.



"Alright, ready now! I just need a bike." She was already heading through the house toward the door to the garage, pulling him by his paw behind her. She slapped the garage door opener and it ground mechanically and pulled light into the dusty space.



Lily's teal ten-speed leaned against the garage wall beside Rose's pink training wheels and the cobwebbed exercise bike Mom had used twice. "Lily's probably in her room with her headphones on. She won't even know I borrowed it."



The seat was too high. Her toes just brushed the ground when she straddled it, the frame towering between her legs. She pushed off from the garage floor and her legs had to stretch for each pedal stroke, her whole body reaching.



"That's too big for you," Danny said over his shoulder as he made his way out front to gather his own bike.



"It's *fine.*" She wobbled past him and her paw caught his shoulder for balance. His tail went faster. She found the rhythm, stretch and press, stretch and press, Lily's bike carrying her in long loping strokes that weren't quite comfortable and weren't quite not.



"Danny, hit the garage for me. Code's 1122."



He did while she made one lazy wobbling circle around the street in front of her home waiting for him.



They rode together through the quiet streets. Danny beside her, matching her pace, still cooling down from the ride over. The morning was warm and easy, sprinklers catching the light on lawns, empty sidewalks, every kid either still asleep or already somewhere else.



"Your ears bob funny when you pedal," he said.



"They do not, I'm *listening.* It's very serious."



"They *absolutely* do. Up, down, up, down. Like little antennae."



"Shut up, Danny."



"It's cute!"



She aimed for a puddle to splash him. Missed. The front wheel caught the curb instead and she had to hop off entirely, both paws flat on the pavement, she stumbled one step, two, then teetered and fell. The frame toppled in a clatter behind her.



Danny circled back on his mountain bike. "You okay?"



"Yeah, just bruised my butt."



"Need a boost back up?"



"I need a shorter bike." She climbed back on, stretching. "Let's get Mira."



 ——————— 


The crunch of tires on the driveway pulled Mira off the couch.



She padded to the window in the kitchen and pressed her nose against the glass beside Bear's. Two bikes in the driveway. Danny's black mountain bike with the scratched frame, Danny still straddling it, panting from the cross-town ride. And Juni on something teal and too tall for her, her toes just catching the ground at the stop, one long ear flopped over the handlebars.



Mira's phone buzzed.



    Juniper: We're here! Get a bike!! =:3



She stared at the text. *A bike.* She had a bike. Somewhere in the garage behind the lawn mower and the boxes of Mama's things Dad hadn't moved yet.



She went to the garage entrance through the laundry room and hit the opener. Danny and Juni waved as the door eased open.



"Hey! I... haven't really ridden in a while. Let me dig it out."



Mira found it leaning against the far wall under a layer of dust and a cobweb that broke across her wrist and stuck to her fur. She flicked it off her wrist and it stuck to her fingers, then fluttered her paw wildly back and forth until it floated off. Turned back to the bike and pulled it free. The tires were soft under her thumbs, the chain stiff. She wheeled it into the driveway and the sunlight hit the purple frame and the dust looked worse.



Dad called from the door into the garage. "Needs to be looked at first." Hand pump and bike chain lubricant in each paw. "Here cub, I've got it."



He crouched beside the rear wheel, fitting the nozzle. The pump hissed with each stroke. She watched his paws work, powerful thrusts of the pump bringing new life to the tire.



"When'd you last ride, Mira?" Danny asked from the driveway.



"Spring, maybe?" Before the bump. Before the bunnyhugs.



*Before outside stopped being somewhere I go.*



He moved to the front tire, filled it. Danny and Juni were deciding which direction to ride, but Mira was watching her Dad with fascination.



He quickly applied one drop of oil for each link of the chain. He waited, lifted the back tire and gave the bike pedals a few spins, the chain clicking smooth. Wiped it quick with a rag. "There. Should be good."



She looked at Juni, teetering on Lily's teal ten-speed, toes barely reaching the ground.



"Trade me." Mira wheeled the purple bike toward her. "This one's shorter. It'll fit you better."



"But it's yours—"



"And you're going to crack your skull on Lily's. Take it."



Juni hopped off the teal frame, walking it up into the garage to trade, then straddled the purple one. Her paws found the handlebars and her feet found the ground, still on toes but not just barely. Her ears perked. "Oh. *Oh,* this is so much better."



Mira swung a leg over Lily's ten-speed. The seat was higher than her own, her legs stretching for the pedals. But the real problem was the balance. Her weight sat lower now, shifted forward, and her first pedal stroke sent a lurch through her belly that made her grip the brakes.



"You okay to ride?" Danny asked as she wobbled past.



"Fine." She eased off the brakes. Found the balance point, lower than before, and pushed off. The tires crunched over tiny stones and the driveway fell behind her and the wind hit her face and her ears and her throat and she breathed for what felt like the first time in weeks.



"Have fun, cubs." Dad's voice from behind her.



"Bye Daddy!" Over her shoulder.



She focused forward and let Danny and Juni catch her.



 ——————— 


Danny rode beside Mira on the flats. She could smell him, pine soap and wolf musk. He'd biked across town in July. His tail caught the breeze behind him.



"Juni looks good on your bike," he said. "Purple suits her."



"Better than wobbling on Lily's." Mira adjusted her grip on the teal handlebars. The reach was longer than she was used to, the frame stiffer, and every bump traveled straight through the seat. She stood on the pedals for the worst of them, hovering, the vibration traveling through the frame into her arms instead of her belly.



The neighborhood rolled past. Sprinklers catching rainbows. Kids shrieking in a backyard pool. Everyone was out enjoying the day. Juni was ahead of them on the purple bike, her long ears streaming, slight figure matching the frame beneath her.



The wind was good. The wind was *so* good. On her cheeks, through the short fur of her arms, finding the gap at the collar of her bunnyhug where the fabric never quite sealed. She pulled alongside Danny and matched his pace, and for three blocks she lived in her nose without thinking, the scents of summer inhaled and consumed. *Perfect.* Wind blew past her ears.



"Race you to the bridge!" Juni called from ahead, ears flat with speed.



"She's going to die," Danny said.



"She'll be fine. Rabbits bounce."



Mira stood on her pedals and chased.



 ——————— 


The path wound through dappled shade. The creek ran shallow beside them over smooth stones, the water catching the light in shifting coins. She could smell it before she saw it, wet earth and algae and the cool breath of water moving slow.



They stopped at the wooden bridge. Mira and Danny were both panting hard, tongues out, sides heaving, the ride catching up in the still air. They splashed creek water on their arms and necks, the cold hitting fur and evaporating almost immediately, but the few seconds of cool were worth the reach. Danny dunked his whole forearm and shook it off. Mira cupped a pawful and pressed it against her cheeks, then the back of her neck under the bunnyhug, gasping at the shock.



Juni hopped off the purple bike barely winded. She crouched at the bank, cupped creek water in both paws, and dabbed it along the tips of her ears, careful to keep the water on the outside, away from the canal. The wet fur darkened at the edges and she flicked the excess off her claws. Mira was staring. Juni shrugged. "Ears do the cooling. The wind helped on the ride, water on my ears helps a lot though."



They left the bikes against the bridge railing and picked their way down the bank to the patch of dirt and grass underneath, where the shade was deepest and the water ran cool around the stones. Mira sat with her feet in the water, the cold finding her pawpads and climbing her ankles. The trapped heat under the bunnyhug broke slowly, the shade doing what the air couldn't.



Danny dropped beside her and sank his feet in too, leaning back on his paws, the current pulling gently at his fur. "How are you not dying in that sweater? It's like eighty-five degrees."



"I like it. It's cozy."



"It's *July.*"



"Cozy transcends seasons, Danny."



She wiggled her toes in the creek and tried not to think about how right he was. The bunnyhug was built for hiding, not for July. The fabric held heat against her belly like a blanket she couldn't kick off.



Juni had wandered downstream. Mira could see her grey-brown shape picking along the bank in her sandals, ears pricked forward at something in the shallows.



Danny was quiet for a bit. His toes worked the creek bed, finding smooth stones and letting them go.



"So... now we both know. About Juni. Our baby." He glanced downstream where her ears bobbed above the reeds. "I just found out."



"I know. She told me."



"Yeah." He tossed a pebble. It skipped once and sank. He was quiet for a while, toes working the creek bed.



"I didn't mean to, Mira. Get her pregnant. We were careful every time, I swear. Even the few times you weren't there." He picked up another pebble. Held it as if he were lining it up, but didn't throw. Let it settle. "I know what it costs you. I know you might worry about the baby changing something between us."



Her ears tilted toward him.



"I'm not going to let the baby change things between you two." He turned the pebble. "I want you to be part of our baby's life too. Just as much as ever. The four of us... if that's what you want." His tail swished once in the current, low. "I don't want to make you feel smaller."



*He's sweet. He really does care.*



"Thanks... I'll be a big part of it."



"Good... I'll need your help." He tossed the pebble and it skipped against the other side of the narrow creek and skittered on the other bank. "I'm scared, Mira."



The water ran over their feet. She didn't answer right away.



"You'll be okay, Danny." Quieter than she expected. "Be good for her, and her baby. I'll help out."



"Deal." He almost smiled.



They sat with their feet in the creek. Downstream, Juni's ears had gone rigid, locked on something in the shallows.



A shriek.



Her ears snapped toward it. Danny was already on his feet, his whole body aimed at the sound before she'd registered it as *Juni* and not *danger.* Mira began to rise, curious about the noise and flurry of motion, but unhurried.



Juni was sprinting toward them. Full-speed bunny sprint up the bank, mud flying from her sandals, ears pinned, both paws cupped in front of her chest.



"*LOOK WHAT I FOUND!*"



She skidded to a stop in front of Danny and thrust her cupped paws at his face. Between the small fingers, something green and wet blinked.



Danny *yelped.*



He scrambled backward, feet splashing through the shallows, and sat down hard in the creek. Water soaked his shorts and his tail submerged and he didn't care because the frog was still *right there.*



Mira watched him go down and her knees turned to jelly. *Oh my god.* She bubbled over with laughter from deep in her chest. The sound Danny had just made, the soggy tail, eighty-five pounds of wolf sitting in a creek demolished by a frog in a rabbit's paws.



"He was just sitting in the mud!" Juni's ears were tall, her whole body vibrating. "He's so fat and cool. Look at his little eyes."



"Get it—get it *away—*" Danny had his paws up, scooting further back through the water.



The frog puffed its throat once. Danny flinched.



She hit the grass wheezing, knees first, then her side, then flat on her back under the bridge, the laughter pulling her down in stages. She couldn't breathe. Her tail thumped the dirt and her paws pressed against her belly and every attempt to stop just made it worse because Juni was advancing and Danny was crab-walking backward through the creek, losing ground with every step she took.



"His name is Gerald," Juni announced.



"Juni, I am *begging—*"



"He wants to be friends."



"I don't want to be friends with Gerald!"



"That's really hurtful to Gerald."



Juni waded in to her thighs and shoved the frog directly against Danny's nose.



"*JUNI!*"



Cold wet kicking against wolf muzzle, a smear of creek mud, Danny splashing backward through the shallows. Mira's ribs hurt. Her cheeks were soaked. She was making sounds she couldn't hear because the blood was rushing in her ears from laughing too hard on her back with her legs in the air.



Juni pulled Gerald back to her chest. Cradled him. "Say bye to Gerald." She waded back to the bank and crouched, setting him gently in a puddle at the water's edge. Gerald sat for a moment. Puffed his throat. *Ribbet.* Hopped once and swam off downstream.



"Bye, Gerald," Juni said softly, waving with just her fingertips.



Danny wiped his nose with the back of his paw. "He was *disgusting.*"



"You're a *wolf.* You're supposed to eat things like that."



"Wolves don't eat random creek frogs."



"Gerald wasn't random. Gerald was *special.*"



"We don't eat special frogs either." He pushed himself up.



"I thought you'd like the gift."



"Thanks, Juni." He muttered and wrung out his tail. But he was smiling now that the amphibian was gone.



They made their way back to the shade of the trees to dry off.



 ——————— 


The grass under the oaks was cool and soft and she didn't want to get up.



She was on her back, arms out, the shade heavy above her, the creek murmuring below. Danny had his shirt off, wiping frog residue from his muzzle. Juni sat cross-legged beside her, pulling grass blades and dropping them on Mira's stomach one at a time.



The bunnyhug was killing her. The creek helped, but here, even in the shade, heat was creeping back in. The fabric plastered against her belly, heat trapped between cotton and fur. Her body wanted air the way it wanted water. She tugged the hem up to her ribs and the breeze found her and she sighed from somewhere below her lungs.



*Better.*



She closed her eyes. Leaf-shadows moved across her lids, gold and green, the sun warm on her bare belly through the gaps in the canopy. She could feel Luna low and settled, the weight of her familiar now, comforting instead of strange. Her paws rested on the grass beside her hips. Her tail lay still.



Juni's claw traced up her side.



She flinched. "Don't—"



Juni did it again. Both paws found her ribs and Mira's body jackknifed, the ticklish spot under her left arm firing, and she twisted but Juni was faster, small swift rabbit paws finding every gap. The bunnyhug bunched higher. Mira's paws grabbed at Juni's wrists and missed and her belly was shaking with laughter and the breeze was on all of it, the bump catching the dappled light, rising and falling with each helpless gasp.



"*Juni—stop—I can't—I'm gonna pee—ahaha—*"



She couldn't. Her body was curling and uncurling on its own. *I gotta get her.* She grinned back fierce, catching Juni's eyes. *Beautiful.* But then she felt fingers wiggling in her armpits and she aimed for Juni's to get her back. She couldn't help but giggle, it was unbearable.



Juni relented after Mira found her armpits and the bunny started giggling uncontrollably, tears in her eyes. She flopped back beside Mira, panting, satisfied.



Mira lay there. Arms spread. Breathing hard. The bunnyhug bunched under her chest, her whole torso bare, the curve of Luna smooth and cream-furred in the shifting light. Sun filtered through the trees and warmed her unevenly, but it felt good with the breeze against bare fur. Her eyes were closed and the shade was moving across her and she felt held by the ground itself.



Minutes passed. Maybe five or more. Just breathing. The creek and the leaves and Juni's warmth beside her. Peaceful breeze tousling her fur.



She opened her eyes.



Danny was propped on his elbow, looking at her.



*My belly!* Mira's eyes shot wide.



His head tilted slightly, his expression open, his nose pulling once in the warm air between them. His gaze rested on the curve of her belly.



Her ears went hot. She rolled sideways and grabbed the bunnyhug's hem. Tugged. The fabric caught on the bump, stretching taut across the shape for one visible second before pulling free and settling over her. She smoothed it down with both paws.



Danny blinked.



"You look really healthy, Mira." His tail gave a small wag. "Like you've been eating really well."



Her stomach dropped through the grass.



"You don't comment on a girl's weight, Danny." Juni's voice was tight.



"That's—I didn't mean like—I meant she looks *good,* like *healthy* good, not—" His ears couldn't find a position. Then his mouth closed. He rubbed his temple with the heel of his paw. His nose pulled once, slow, and his eyes closed.



"Wait." His eyes opened and settled on at her belly. At Juni. Back at her. "It's been here the whole time... It's the same, on both of you." He rubbed his temple again. "Just deflection... it's the same, though." His voice softened. "You don't have to hide it."



Juni's foot thumped nervous against the ground.



"Mira." Quiet. "Are you? I'm not going to tell."



She was so tired.



It had nothing to do with the heat. She was tired of the facade in front of a wolf who already knew half of it. Danny was on the grass, with frog mud still on his nose, looking at her with brown eyes and no agenda. *What is the point in lying?*



"Yes, Danny. I am."



His mouth opened. Closed. His tail went rigid behind him.



"But you said—no boys. And there's no boyfriend—and we were—the three of us—" His ears pressed flat. "My—it pressed against you. Just for a second, before your tail pushed me back. And we were careful, but what if the condom didn't—I mean, it was *right there,* Mira, and what if—"



"It's not yours, Danny."



The air went out of him. His whole body loosened, his paws uncurling from the grass, his tail unwinding from where it had wrapped against his ankle.



"Oh, thank *god.*" His paw pressed against his own chest. "My pawpads are sweating. I don't—it's not that I wouldn't care—I just don't know how I'd handle being a dad to *two* babies at twelve. One is already..." He waved a paw in the air as he ran out of words. "I'll be there, but one is a lot!"



Then his ears flattened.



"Wait. Are you okay?" He sat up straighter. "I should have asked that first. That should have been the first thing I said. Are you *okay?*"



Her mouth twitched hinting a smile despite everything. "I'm okay."



"How long?"



"Four months. Before you. Before any of us."



"Four—who?"



"At my grandparents'. Spring break... I don't want to talk about him." She pulled a blade of grass. Split it between her claws. She didn't say anything else, letting the silence hang.



Danny was quiet. She could hear his breathing, steady and wolfish, his nose pulling air in those small draws she recognized as Danny *processing.* The scent he'd been tracking for months settling into partial understanding.



"That's what I've been smelling on you," he said. "Since school."



"Yeah."



"I kept telling myself it was just growing up."



"I nudged you to think that... it is growing up. Just faster than expected."



He picked at the grass. Pulled a blade. Let it go.



"Sage knows? Like with Juni?"



"Sage knows."



"Any adults?"



"No, I've been really careful. I just want to be a kid a little longer." Mira sighed and looked at the grass away from them both. Juni's paw found her knee and held her. "Danny, you know how you said you're scared?"



Danny reached over and guided her chin up. Their eyes met. Danny's eyes were watering, his face uncertain, ears back. He leaned over and gave her a damp hug, smelling like wet wolf. Mira gasped as the air punched out of her and then, slowly, raised her arms and wrapped them around him. Hugged him back hard. Juni wrapped around both of them.



"We'll figure it out, Mira."



She breathed deep, rabbit, wolf, and frog.



Danny pulled back and settled leaving Juni wrapped around Mira in the warm breeze.



"Luna," Mira said. She didn't know why she offered it. He hadn't asked for a name. But it came out anyway, the way things came out around Danny, because he made spaces where truth could sit without being pushed.



"What?"



"Her name. Luna." She held his gaze.



His ears went soft.



"That's really pretty."



Her throat closed. She found a second blade of grass and tore it very carefully in half.



"Don't tell anyone. Please."



"Okay."



The creek filled the silence. A dragonfly cut across the water, caught the light, was gone.



"Both of you," Danny said after a while. "At the same time."



"Nearly. I'm ahead."



"And you're both just... walking around. Riding bikes. With babies inside you."



"That's generally how it works, Danny."



She gave him the minute. Juni leaned against her shoulder and she felt her weight, the small rabbit warmth, the collar's D-ring pressing against her shoulder through the bunnyhug. The canopy shifted, the breeze picked up, rustling the leaves overhead. Mira reached up and gripped Juni's collar idly.



Danny lifted his head. Ears forward.



"Can I feel it? Luna?"



She looked at his paw. Open. Extended. Not reaching for her.



She pulled the bunnyhug up. Just the hem, just enough to show the curve. His paw found her belly. Warm, gentle, the pads pressing through her fur.



"I can't feel anything," he said.



"Too small still. She won't be kicking for a while. But she's there."



"Yeah." His paw stayed. His tail wagged once. "She is."



 ——————— 


The ride home was slower. The heat had climbed past comfortable into the heavy, still part of the afternoon where even the shade felt warm. She stood on her pedals for the uphills, panting, the teal ten-speed creaking under her, the too-tall frame making every hill a stretch.



Her body ached. Not unbearably. Just the ache of muscles being used after weeks of couch and bed, the stretch in her thighs, the burn in her calves. Her belly sat low and heavy as she pedaled. She could feel Luna's weight shifting with each pedal stroke, the gentle pull of gravity through turns.



At her house, they all collapsed under the shade of the stoop. Silas greeted them with three glasses of water before ducking back inside, Mira gulped hers down almost as fast as Danny. Juni sipped hers steadily until her cup emptied. Mira sat quietly enjoying the hydration and the quiet company.



Danny broke the silence.



"I should go before my mom reports me missing. Saturday?" He was swinging a leg over the frame.



"Saturday. We'll invite Sage and Theo. Let's get ice cream."



"Deal." He looked at her. Longer than usual. Not the confused look, the one that was always reaching for something he couldn't see. Quieter than that. "Take care of Luna."



Her ears softened before she could catch them. "Thanks, wolf."



He pedaled off. The charcoal jacket, now dry and tied around his waist, flapped in the afternoon light as he turned off the block.



Juni was beside her on the porch, the purple bike leaning against the railing.



"He took it well," Juni said.



"Yeah. One less stress, really. He's a good wolf." Her paw found her belly through the bunnyhug. "That's what also makes it hard."



Juni leaned into her shoulder. Mira's arm came around her.



"It was a fun day, though. Gerald was really cute." Juni said.



"Gerald was a *weapon.* You almost took both of us out, I nearly suffocated with laughter and Danny nearly drowned!"



"It felt good watching you laugh. I needed that today." Juni tilted her chin up and kissed Mira tenderly. Mira breathed deep into the kiss and enjoyed the ease of it. She breathed steady, last traces of creekwater evaporating in the warm afternoon breeze.



They sat there for a while. Bear's nose pressed against the glass window in the kitchen, Mira smiled at him over her shoulder, his whole body wiggling. The sprinklers across the street caught the low sun and threw little rainbows that died as fast as they formed.



Four weeks of summer, of bike rides and creek mud and sleeping in. Then August. But not now. No science lessons or substitute teachers right now.



The sprinklers shut off. The rainbows vanished.



"We should go in," Mira said. "Dad's making dinner."



"Yeah, let me text mom quick, I'll ask if I can stay tonight."



They went inside and enjoyed the cool air.



 ——————— 


Wednesday


Wednesday morning, Dad sat Mira down at the kitchen table before Juniper was awake.



"I called your Aunt Summer the other day." His voice was steady, but his coffee sat untouched. "She's coming at noon."



Mira's stomach dropped. "Wait, you *told* her?"



"A version. She knows you're pregnant. She doesn't know how."



The kitchen was very quiet. Bear's tags jingled somewhere in the back of the house. Mira stared at the table grain, her claws finding the edge and gripping.



"Why? I thought this was a secret. Totally secret."



"It has been. But, we can't just keep our baby inside hidden from the world. She needs to go to school. She needs friends, a normal life." Dad's ears set forward, his brows came together and his tail moved slow.



"I want that for her. She needs that, Daddy. But won't we get in trouble? I don't want anyone taking her from us." Mira felt herself frowning, her fur prickled at *trouble.*



"That's just it, cub. We need to get her registered, she needs to *exist* legally. She needs a birth certificate." His breath came out heavy. "And... I *can't* be the father. If we try a hospital, they *will* do a paternity test and it would be *bad.*"



"Okay, so Summer can help?"



"Only if we can convince her to pretend *she's* the mother. Do the paperwork for us."



Mira felt her tummy roll, she felt sick. "Wait. What? How?" Mira's head felt wrong, like she was spinning. "What does she think happened? What am I supposed to *say* to her?"



"That's what we need to get right, cub." His paw found hers across the table. "Our story. It's got to be simple and it's got to be *real* to her." He paused. "Like a school play, but just for her."



"We need to lie." Flat.



"Yes, cub. We need to lie." His ears pressed back and stayed there.



"Okay, it's important for Luna. What 'happened?'" Mira felt her lip quiver, but she held her father's gaze with clear determination. *I'll make it safe for Luna to have friends. Anything is worth that.*



"You visited my parents over spring break. There was a boy. Some kid from the neighborhood, you don't remember his last name. He pushed you into something you didn't understand. You were too scared to tell anyone, and by the time I figured it out, it was too late for other options. Sort of what we already talked about."



"Fine. I already told Danny something similar." She exhaled through her nose. *Why is everything so complicated?* "But I get to name him. Jake."



"Jake works." Dad nodded. "Fourteen. Visiting his own grandparents, you aren't sure who they were. Gone before anyone realized."



"And she's going to believe that?"



"She's going to believe a scared little girl who can barely look at her." His thumb traced her knuckles. "Which means you have to be that girl, cub. Scared. Sorry. The kid who made a mistake she can't undo. Let Summer scold you. She'll need to, it's how she processes. Then let her help."



Mira's jaw tightened. "I hate this, Daddy. Luna isn't a *mistake.*"



"I know." He pulled her close, let her press her face against his chest. "We'll both have to sell this. Cry when it comes. But we'll be doing it together." His chin settled between her ears. "And after she leaves, it's just us again. I'll hold you until all the pretending washes off."



She breathed him in. Cedar and coffee and the musk underneath that was just *him.*



"Okay." Small. "I'll be ready."



 ——————— 


Summer's car pulled into the driveway just after noon.



Juniper was upstairs in Mira's room, under strict instructions to stay quiet and out of sight. But her long rabbit ears were pressed to the floor vent, catching every word that rose from the living room below.



 ——————— 


Mira watched from the window, her biggest bunnyhug swallowing her frame, arms wrapped around herself. Dad stood beside her, one paw steady on her shoulder. She could feel his pulse through the grip. Fast. Daddy was scared too.



The car door opened and Summer stepped out and Mira's lungs stopped working.



*Mama.*



The same russet fur. Emerald eyes. The same way her ears tilted as she studied the house, reading the front porch the way Mama used to read a room before entering it.



Mira put a paw to the glass. She was six years old. She looked toward the fridge at her old drawing, three stick figures holding hands, Dad, Mira, and *Mama.*



Four years ago Summer had been the younger sister, barely out of her teens, softer and rounder than Autumn. She was twenty-four now. The exact age Mama had been when she died.



Mira's claws dug into her own forearms through the bunnyhug's sleeves.



Dad's paw left her shoulder. She heard him cross the kitchen, the front door opening. Summer's voice, tight and controlled. Dad's low response. Mira kept her eyes on the window glass, watching their reflections in the surface, unable to turn around yet.



Then Summer was in the kitchen. Right there, three steps from the table, close enough that her scent hit Mira before she'd fully turned. Hospital soap and a light tinge of ammonia underneath, masked by clove and honey. The thing that made her paws grip the counter. The same base note that lived in Mama's fur. That lived in Mira's own.



Summer didn't say hello. She stopped in front of Mira and just *looked.* Her nostrils pulled once. Twice. Her ears pressed forward and locked there.



"Show me."



Mira glanced at Dad. He nodded.



She lifted the bunnyhug. Sixteen weeks. The bump was undeniable, a firm round curve that the fabric had been hiding for weeks now but couldn't disguise when lifted. She watched Summer's face and wished she hadn't. Her mouth was tight, eyes narrow, ears forward like a laser.



*Like she knows everything with a single glance.* Mira shivered.



Summer's nostrils flared. Her ears went flat. She turned to Silas.



"How long have you known?"



"A few weeks."



"A few *weeks.*" The word came out serrated. "She's at least four months along, Silas. You've known for *weeks* and you called me *yesterday?*"



"I needed time to—"



"Time to *what?*" Summer's tail lashed once. "She's a *child.* She's Autumn's *child.* You don't get *time.* You get her to a doctor. You get her *help.* You don't sit on this for weeks while she walks around like—" She gestured at the bunnyhug, the oversized fabric, the obvious disguise. "Like you're hiding her."



Dad's ears pressed flat. He didn't answer right away. Mira watched him swallow, his throat working, and the pause was long enough that Summer's eyes narrowed.



"I was scared." His eyes glistened. "I was scared of what happens next. To her. To me. What people would think, what they'd *do.* If anyone finds out an eleven-year-old is pregnant, they don't ask *her* what happened. They come for *me.*"



"You didn't *do* anything."



The sentence sat between them. Mira kept her eyes on the tile.



"No." Dad's voice was steady. "But I'm her only parent and she's pregnant and I didn't catch it for months. That's enough. You know how these things go."



Summer was quiet. Her ears hadn't come back up.



"The boy," she said. "You told me on the phone. At your parents' place."



"Jake." Mira heard her own voice, small and flat. "I don't know his last name."



Summer turned to her. Mama's eyes, sharp and searching, and Mira felt herself shrink under the gaze. *Be the girl. Be scared. Be sorry.*



"Tell me what happened."



"He was visiting his grandparents. He was older, by a little bit." She stared at the tile grout. *Trust the floor. Don't look up.* "He said he liked me. He said I was special. We hung out a few times. And then he..." She let the sentence trail. Her ears pressed back and her tail curled against her leg. None of it was acting.



"Did he force you?"



"I don't—I didn't say no. But I didn't... I froze. I didn't understand until after." Her throat closed. She closed her eyes. *Too close. That's too close to real.* "I was scared to tell anyone." *Luna is loved, this isn't fair.* Tears grew, she felt her eyelashes dampen. "It's my fault... I wanted him to like me and I didn't push him off."



"Why didn't you tell your father?"



Mira opened her eyes, tears welling as she held Summer's gaze. "I thought if I got a bunnyhug I could just go to school and maybe it would go away. I didn't want Dad to be mad at me, he told me I shouldn't date until I'm older." Her voice cracked and a sob shook her frame. "I didn't want to get in trouble."



The words came out true and not true at the same time.



*Luna deserves friends. Luna needs to exist.*



Summer crouched in front of her. Took both her paws. Mama's fingers, shorter than Daddy's, the same fine bone structure, the same way she held her claws careful to make the grip soft.



"Mira. Look at me."



She looked up. Green meeting green, and she was six years old again and Mama was still alive and none of this had happened at all.



"I need to talk to you alone." Summer's voice was gentle but her grip was firm. "Without your father in the room. Is that okay?"



Mira's blood went cold. She felt Dad stiffen behind her. *Danger.* Her mind went sharp, but she closed her eyes and let tears flow as she nodded.



"Summer, I don't think—"



"Silas." Summer didn't turn around. "I love you. But I'm a nurse and she's a child and I need to hear from her without you present. Just a few minutes."



The silence held. Bear's tags jingled in the hallway.



"Of course. Take your time." Dad's voice was measured. He paused at the edge of the kitchen and looked back. "Thank you for coming, Summer. I love you too."



His footsteps retreated down the hall. The office door clicked shut.



Summer's eyes stayed on Mira's. Patient. Waiting.



*She's checking. She's checking if Dad did this. If the story's real. If I'm being coached.* Mira's mind fuzzed. *Even if I am, I chose this.*



"Mira." Her voice was low and soothing, with a serious note. "I'm going to ask you some things and I need you to be completely honest with me. Nobody else can hear us."



"Okay."



"Has your father ever touched you?"



The question landed on her like a dropped anvil. Her vision went bright at the edges. The hallway between her and Daddy felt longer than the house.



"He hugs me. He tucks me in." She let her voice go small. Confused. "He's my dad. Of course he does that. But he's *good* he wouldn't do something *wrong.*"



"I mean, in the way you got pregnant."



"No." Clean. Flat. No hesitation because hesitation was death. "Daddy has never hurt me."



"I'm not asking if he hurt you. I'm asking if he *touched* you like that."



"No, he'd never do what Jake did." Mira felt her self want to recoil inward, but she stayed soft and let herself cry. *Luna.*



Summer searched her face. Mira let her. Her expression loosened at the edges, she let her ears drift sideways, widened her eyes. Her pulse hammered behind her ears but she kept her body slack, her paws still in Summer's grip, her tail still and low.



"Have you ever felt uncomfortable at home? Unsafe?"



"Never. This is the safest place." *True.* The relief of saying something uncomplicated and real loosened her throat. "Daddy's the only person who's been here for me since Mama died. He's worked so hard to make things good even without..." Mira felt herself pout, genuinely, her voice shook. "W—without—Mama. He reads to me and he helps me with homework and—" Another sob.



Summer held her gaze for three more seconds. Then her shoulders dropped. Her ears came forward. The sharpness left her face and what remained was raw and tired.



"Okay, sweetheart." She squeezed Mira's paws. "Okay. I had to ask. I'm so sorry. You understand?"



"I know I did something bad, I'm sorry." Mira's voice wobbled. The adrenaline was crashing and her legs felt like water. "Can Daddy come back now?"



"No, Mira. What's done is done." Summer called him in. Dad appeared in the doorway, his fur flat along his neck, his ears too still, but Summer had already turned back to Mira and didn't catch it.



"The boy," Summer said again. "Jake. What he did... it was done *to* you, not your fault."



"O—okay."



"And you want to keep the baby? You're sure?"



"Yes." No performance on that word. She pressed her paw against her belly. "I know I'm young. I know it's... I know. But she's *mine.* I already named her. Luna."



Summer went still. "Luna? A girl?" Her voice thinned. "How do you know it's a girl?"



"It feels right."



Summer's mouth worked. Her eyes went bright and she turned away, one paw finding the wall. For ten seconds she just breathed. When she turned back, the sharp nurse was gone. Just a twenty-four-year-old woman standing in her dead sister's kitchen with her dead sister's daughter.



"That was Autumn's name." Barely a whisper. "For if she ever had another girl."



"Daddy told me."



Summer's voice cracked completely. "You can't just say *Luna* and expect me to—" She pressed her paw against her mouth.



"I'm sorry."



"Don't be sorry." She wiped her eyes roughly. "God. Okay. Okay, sweetie."



She pulled out a kitchen chair and sat. Her paws gripped the table edge.



"Okay." Summer lifted her head. "If anyone finds out an eleven-year-old is pregnant, there will be questions. Investigations. CPS, probably. They'll want a father. 'Some boy from the neighborhood' might hold if the boy is unfindable, but they'll look at *you* first, Silas, because they always look at the father first. Single dad. Dead mother. Pregnant daughter. The optics alone..."



"I know." Dad sat across from her. "That's why I called you."



"You want me to claim her." Not a question. Summer had already gotten there. "Say she's mine. My pregnancy, my delivery. Father unknown."



"On paper. You'd be listed as the birth mother. I take custody after. Family helping family. No one investigates a twenty-four-year-old having a baby."



"That's *fraud,* Silas. Birth certificate fraud. If anyone ever checks—"



"Who checks? A single aunt has a baby, her brother-in-law takes in the child because she can't handle it alone. It makes sense to anyone."



"And the actual delivery? Where does Mira give birth? Not a hospital. A hospital means records, means a child who clearly did not come out of *me.*"



"I've got an old friend with experience as a midwife who agreed to help. Safe, discreet. At home."



"A *home birth.*" Summer's ears pressed flat. "Silas, she's eleven. If something goes wrong—"



"Then we go to the hospital and the story changes and we deal with the fallout. But if nothing goes wrong, it stays clean. You wouldn't be involved at all if we do that, the registration happens after. Mira's safety comes first."



"*Clean.*" She said the word like it tasted wrong.



The kitchen clock ticked. Bear padded in from the hallway, sniffed Summer's knee, and moved on. Nobody petted him.



Summer rubbed her face. Stood. Sat. Stood again, crossed to the window, stared at the street where her car sat in the July heat.



"Autumn would kill me," she said to the glass. "For all of it. For not being around more. For not seeing this."



"Autumn would want her daughter safe," Dad said quietly. "She'd want Luna."



"Don't use the name." Summer's voice cracked. "Don't use *that name* to make me agree."



"Mira chose it."



Summer pressed her forehead against the glass. Mira could see her reflection in the window, the green eyes squeezed shut. Tail curled around her leg, ears flat.



"I'll need to gain weight, or wear some padding." Summer said. "If I'm going to pass as pregnant for the paperwork. Or at least look like I recently was. Loose clothes, timing, a story for my coworkers."



"You're agreeing?"



She turned from the window. Her ears were flat, her eyes red, her whole body sagging against the counter. "If she needs a hospital, you take her. Non-negotiable."



"Non-negotiable."



"I'll handle the paperwork. Birth certificate. My name. Father unknown." She looked at Silas. "You know this is a crime, right? A felony?"



"I know."



"I'm doing it for Autumn. And for you, Mira." She crossed back to the table, sat, and her paws found her knees. "Silas, get your shit together. You're going to have to be a lot more responsible for Luna's sake."



The kitchen was very quiet.



She stood and pulled Mira into a hug, careful of the bump, her arms trembling. "And I'm doing it for Luna." She held tighter. "Sweetie, we are going to have a *much* longer talk about boys. But maybe you already know. I'm sorry you had to go through that."



Mira pressed her face into Summer's shoulder and the tears came hard because there it was again. Clove and honey under the hospital soap. The same fur against her cheek. *Mama.* She breathed it in and her whole body shook.



*She would hate me if she knew.* She sobbed one more time wet into her Summer's shoulder.



"I'm sorry," Mira whispered. *For everything.*



"I know, honey." Summer kissed the top of her head. Mama's lips. "I know. It'll be okay."



 ——————— 


When her aunt finally left, promising to call, to check in, to handle everything when the time came, Mira collapsed against Dad's chest and let the real tears fall.



"I hate lying to her."



"I know." He stroked her fur. "But it keeps us safe. It keeps Luna safe."



"She thinks I'm some dumb kid who got knocked up by a stranger."



"She thinks you're her niece who made a mistake and needs help." He tilted her chin up. "And she's right about that last part. You do need help. We all do. That's not a lie."



Mira nodded slowly. Her arms still felt the shape of Summer's hug, the careful way her aunt had held her around the bump.



"I wish I could be proud of having *our* baby. Out loud." She wiped her nose with the back of her paw. "What if she finds out?"



"She won't. We're careful. We've always been careful."



"I mean... careful is a strong word."



"Fair, cub. We've had some *adventures.* But we can't leave *this* to chance."



Soft footsteps on the stairs. Juniper appeared in the doorway, her long ears drooping, eyes bright with tears.



"I heard everything," she whispered. "Through the vent."



Mira opened her arms, and Juniper crossed the room in three quick steps, folding herself into the embrace. She felt Dad's arms close around her from behind, his chest warm against her back, his paws finding both of them at once.



"She seems nice," Juniper said finally, her voice muffled against Mira's shoulder. "Your aunt. She really wants to help."



"She does." Mira's throat tightened. "She just doesn't know what she's really helping with."



"That's okay." Juniper pulled back enough to meet her eyes. "I know. I know everything. We have each other."



Dad kissed both their foreheads. "My girls. Both of you. We're going to be okay."



She didn't want to let go. She held Juni against her chest, breathing rabbit fur enjoying the warmth of her sister. She held, nuzzling each other, until her arms ached and her stomach growled loud enough that Dad laughed and went to the kitchen. The smell of butter and melting cheese drifted through the house a few minutes later.



"She asked if Daddy touched me." Mira said quiet between Juni's ears.



"Mhm. I like how he does." Juni nuzzled deeper into her chest.



"Yeah." Mira looked to the kitchen, saw him over the stove. "Me too."



She ate her grilled cheese on the couch with Juni tucked against her side, the cartoon *Whisker Quest* playing in the background, but she hadn't been following the episode.



She ate. Chewing without thinking, tasting comfort food. Luna fluttered once, low, and Mira pressed her palm flat against the spot. Beside her, Juni's paw had drifted to her own belly, resting there the way it often did now.



The light through the windows went gold, then amber. Dad's keys jingled off the hook.



"Time to get our bunny back. Her mom called and wants her home. I'll pack up her bike in the truck." He scooped Juni off the couch, and Mira watched her go, watched the long ears disappear past the doorframe. The front door opened and closed. The truck rumbled to life and pulled away, and the house went quiet around her in a way that felt like exhaling.



 ——————— 


She didn't remember closing her eyes. The couch cushion was warm under her cheek, *Whisker Quest* still murmuring on a different episode, and then the world tilted and she was being carried. His arms under her knees and shoulders, her head finding the hollow of his neck the way it had since she was small enough to need carrying everywhere. The stairs creaked under their combined weight. Bear's claws clicked behind them.



He set her down in his bed. The sheets that smelled like cedar and them. She curled into the warm blankets and pulled the covers up to her chin.



The mattress dipped. His body curved around hers, fur to fur, his arm settling heavy across her waist, his paw finding her belly where Luna slept. His muzzle pressed into the space between her ears.



"I love you, cub," he murmured into her fur. "My brave, beautiful girl."



She pressed back against him. Found the soft warmth of his sheath and rocked until the tapered tip slipped free and nestled against her entrance. *There.* The place it belonged, warm and present, his heartbeat pulsing against her folds.



Outside, the sprinklers came on across the street. The sound reached her through the window, steady and rhythmic.



She pressed his paw flatter against Luna.



*Safe.*



She slept.



 ——————— 

