
Hypotheses
OBLIGATORY CONTENT WARNING: The following story contains EMOTIONAL STRUGGLES and DREAM-SEQUENCE SEX, including CUB/ADULT ANAL SEX. BUT DON’T WORRY IT’S NOT REAL, PUPPY IS SAFE WE PROMISE. Otherwise it’s mostly a very plot heavy story. If that offends you (eww, plot), DO NOT READ ON. By reading beyond this point you accept that there will be lots of words and not a lot of sex. For those who haven’t already clicked off… enjoy!
Isaac’s bed felt empty ever since that conversation with Sarah. Their feelings were complicated, but definitely outside of the realm of romantic, especially on her part. They had agreed to separate beds - the house thankfully had four bedrooms, so the guest bedroom had become hers.
But that left him in an awkward position regarding her son. Sarah had insisted that she wouldn’t remove Chuck from his life, but he wasn’t so sure if that was true. After all, she had vanished once before. Who knows if she might run off again, and rip his son from him.
No, not his son, as he had to keep reminding himself. He’d very much like to adopt the boy, that was true. But it would require her consent, and his, and he felt fairly confident that the boy wouldn’t want that, at least not yet. While therapy was helping with his nightmares and on building their relationship, he could tell that the boy still didn’t trust him. At least he hadn’t made any more unwanted sexual advances.
Ugh, sex. That damned bodily function. While he dared not admit it to Sarah, she was only the second fur he had ever had sex with. The first had been a college girlfriend, and admittedly the sex was… unsatisfying. But had it been any moreso with Sarah? It was hard to tell. The sex with her definitely wasn’t as good as what he experienced with Dan, but there was no way he was into MALES, was there?
Was there?
**********
When he reached the kitchen, Chuck was going for a bowl.
“Hey pup, how do some eggs sound for breakfast?”
The pup squeaked, but his tail wagged. “Umm… m-maybe?”
Isaac chuckled and pulled out a skillet. “I’ll make us some scrambled eggs.” He flicked his ears as he pulled the carton from the fridge, and turned to the pup. “Would you like to help me make them?”
To his surprise, the pup quietly agreed, walking over and working side by side while he cracked eggs. He demonstrated how to properly cook scrambled eggs, and let the pup take over the spatula work. He set to work making some toast while his son minded the eggs. Pride swelled up inside him. He was teaching his son a skill. It occurred to him that it might be dangerous to think of Chuck as his son, but dammit, he couldn’t help how he felt.
He distributed toast among two plates, and helped Chuck portion out eggs for the two of them. When they were finished, he added a bit of salt and pepper to both, then took a bite.
“Mmm… good job, Chuck,” Isaac said. “You did very well.”
“I d-did?” Chuck said. He took a bite himself. “Huh… I d-did…”
Isaac reached over and patted the boy’s arm. “That’s a good boy. Now eat up. Your bus will be here soon.”
They finished their breakfast in relative silence. The pup actually gave him an unprompted hug on his way out the door to the bus. As he got on, Sarah finally came downstairs.
“I’ve got to get going to work,” Isaac said. “There’s scrambled eggs on the stove. Chuck helped make them.”
The female border collie didn’t acknowledge him. She trudged wordlessly into the kitchen and set about to making herself coffee.
**********
Chuck was in the kitchen working on homework. Isaac smiled and took a seat next to him. “Hey, pup.”
The border collie squirmed a little. “H-hi.”
“How was school?” Isaac asked.
He managed to extract a short recap of the pup’s day from him. After Sarah’s reaction, he felt somewhat put out, but he wanted to keep Chuck in his life.
“Hey, pup? How would you feel about… me adopting you?” Isaac asked.
Chuck froze. “I-isn’t that for pups with no parents? Is something gonna happen to Mommy?!”
“No, no, nothing’s happening to your mother,” Isaac said. “Adoptions happen for all sorts of reasons. Remarriage, for example. I just… I’ve grown very fond of you, and I’d like to be your legal father. But I wanted to know if that’s something you’d even want before pursuing it. You don’t have to answer now, and it’s okay to say ‘no,’ but I wanted to just… plant that idea in your head.”
The pup nodded. “I’ll… th-think about it…”
Isaac smiled. “That’s all I can ask. May I give you a hug?”
After a moment’s hesitation, Chuck nodded. The feline grinned and leaned in for a quick one armed hug. “Love you, Chuck.”
**********
“Hey, pup,” Isaac said. “So… why do you want to sleep with me?”
Chuck blushed and squirmed. “S-scared…”
“Of what?” Isaac asked.
The pup was quiet.
“Been having nightmares again?” he asked. The pup nodded. “I noticed you locked the door last night. Would you like me to get a lock for your bedroom door so you can feel safe in there?” Chuck nodded enthusiastically. “Alright. I’ll do that this weekend.”
“C-can I sleep with you u-until then?”
Isaac bit his lip. “I… suppose I can allow it. But same rules apply. No inappropriate touching. Understood?”
Chuck nodded and hugged him. They walked paw in paw down to Isaac’s room, and Isaac shut and locked the door behind him. The two males climbed into bed together. Like last night, Isaac held the pup. It honestly felt nice snuggling with him. He knew he’d have to put a stop to it, for the boy’s mental health. But until then, he’d enjoy the feeling of a bed partner again.
It didn’t take long for Isaac to fall asleep. He hadn’t expected to be that relaxed with Chuck in his bed. But then the odd dreams started.

