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A cold wind cut through the air, biting Robbie’s cheeks through his fur. November days could be warm or cold, and today was decidedly cold. He shoved his paws deep into his coat pockets as he followed his parents towards the soccer field.
A mass of parents were standing around the sides of the field, mixed with cubs of all ages, and in between, milling about the benches, were the two teams. He growled as his breath fogged his glasses, impeding his attempt to pick his boyfriend out of the crowd.
Luckily, he didn’t have to look hard. Martin found him.
The wolf ran up to him. If the cold was bothering him at all, he didn’t show it. And Robbie had to admit, he liked the way Martin looked in his soccer uniform.
“Dude, you came!” Martin said. He looked around quickly, then snuck a quick hug. “Glad you’re here, Robs.”
“Well, I told you I’d come to one of your games this year,” Robbie replied. He secretly hated that he made that promise, and wished he’d picked a game earlier in the year instead of the last game of the season to uphold it, but he’d suffer through for his boyfriend. Love is a powerful thing, as his mother kept reminding him.
“Just you watch, I’m gonna score a goal just for you!” Martin said. He grinned. “Maybe even two.”
Terry laughed. “Well, someone’s confident,” she said.
“Of course I am! I’m awesome!” Martin said. The wolf beat his chest with a fist.
“Yeah you are,” Robbie said. He smiled, and even though his glasses were still fogged, he could see the joy on Martin’s face.
**********
Martin perked up when he saw the fox approach. “Hey Robs. Did you see me out there?”
“You kidding? You were the only player I was watching,” Robbie said. “Too bad you guys didn’t win.”
Martin shrugged. “We did our best. They were just a little bit better. We’ll beat ‘em next year.” He looked around. “Huh… I don’t see my parents…”
The fox blushed and started scanning the crowd himself. They wouldn’t have just left him, would they?
“Well,” Robbie said. “They did sorta talk to my parents before the game…”
The wolf groaned. “Oh boy.”
As the crowd thinned, it became increasingly clear that the Beckets were nowhere among them. Most the spectators and the team had gone home by the time it truly sank in.
**********
When they got to Robbie’s house, they went right for his room. The wolf paused after throwing his sport bag and backpack down by the door.
“Hey, mind if I grab a shower before we hang?” Martin asked.
Robbie smirked. “You don’t shower in the locker room?”
“No way!” Martin said. “I’d wanna stare at all the other boys’ junk, and you know what’d happen if I did that.”
The fox lowered his ears. “Right. Well, you know where everything is. I’ll be right here.”
The wolf clapped his boyfriend on the shoulder. “What, don’t wanna shower with me?”
That got him to perk up. “Oh. Sure.”
Robbie grinned as he followed his boyfriend to the bathroom. They shed their clothes in a rush, so quickly that Robbie almost lost his glasses in the shuffle. As they stepped into the tub, Martin pulled the fox in for a kiss.
“Hey Robs, did you know that I love you?” Martin whispered.
The fox grinned. “I did. Did you know that I love you?”
Martin gasped. “No waaaay!”
They both laughed. It was nice to get to hang out like this. Robbie certainly didn’t miss the days when they’d sometimes hang out at Martin’s house. They’d never be able to be themselves together there.
**********
“Oh. Yeah, I guess it would be,” Robbie said. He popped open the medicine cabinet as thoughts of his boyfriend’s footpaws started dancing in his head. Martin had incredible footwork in that soccer game. Funnily enough, that got his erection throbbing, just thinking about Martin’s footpaws. What was this feeling?
He put that thought aside as he grabbed down the bottle of lotion that he occasionally used on his own footpaws. “Hope this is okay,” Robbie said as he offered the bottle to Martin.
“It’ll do,” Martin said. He took the bottle and sat down on the edge of the tub, then lifted a footpaw and started working lotion into his pawpads.
Robbie found himself staring at the wolf’s footpaws as he lotioned up. Something about them felt… especially appealing. Maybe he’d have to pay more attention to caring for his own pawpads. His paw wandered to his penis, the fox idly stroking himself while his boyfriend cared for his footpaws.
“Heh… whatcha starin’ at, hm?” Martin said.
The fox gasped. Apparently he’d been staring a little TOO intently. “Oh, uh, I, uh, well…” Robbie stammered.
He watched in awe as his boyfriend grabbed onto the side of the tub and lifted both of his footpaws and wiggled his toes at the fox. “See something you like?”
Oh, he was seeing something he liked, alright. He could feel his face flush as he stared at the wolf’s wiggling toes. “Umm… m-m-maybe?”
Martin laughed. “But my dick’s up here!” he said as he laid his footpaws back down and flicked his erect penis.
Robbie bit his lip. “I-I know, I-I just… w-well… your footpaws look… r-r-really nice, is all…”
The wolf stood up and kissed Robbie, then leaned in and whispered, “Well, why don’t we go back to your room and you can have a nice, close look and feel of ‘em?”
“Yes please!” Robbie said, probably far too quickly.
His boyfriend smirked. “You got it, Robbie.”
**********
“Oh boys,” came Dan’s voice from the hall.
Robbie squeaked. For some reason this felt like something he didn’t want to be caught in the middle of, but he couldn’t stop himself, either.
His father poked his head in. “I just wanted to check in about di- oh. Oh my.” The adult fox paused to take in the scene before him, then chuckled. “Well well. Like father like son, huh?”
Martin laughed. “Oh, do you like footpaws too, Mr. Langley?”
Dan blushed a little himself. “I do. Sorry to interrupt, but Terry and I were looking at what to make for dinner, and-“
He was cut off by Martin. “Do you wanna join us? Maybe you can show us some tricks!”
“O-oh!” Dan said. He seemed momentarily stunned. “I wouldn’t want to interrupt you boys…”

