
Cold December Rain
CONTENT WARNING: The following story contains UNDERAGE ALCOHOL USE, some VIOLENCE AGAINST A CUB, as well as SEXUAL ACTIVITY between an ADULT and a CUB. Actual content warning in addition to the gay cub/adult sex because this one gets a little darker. So be warned about that going in. Hopefully the sex makes up for it. Anyway, if we haven’t scared you off… happy reading.
Cold rain pounded against the walk as Martin made the mad dash from the curb to his front door. As usual, his parents were far too busy to bother picking him up from sports practice, so it fell to Kendal’s mom to save the day. He waved to the two cheetahs as he opened the front door. Mrs. Jasmin always waited until he was on his way into the house before she drove off. She and Kendal waved to him from the car before it pulled away.
The wolf sighed as he stepped inside and closed the door. Even that short walk was enough to soak him all the way to the skin. He should’ve brought a raincoat, but it didn’t look like it would rain that morning.
“Mom, Dad, I’m home!” Martin called.
“Get your ass in here!” his dad yelled.
Uh oh. That tone meant nothing but trouble. The wolf pup dropped his backpack and gym bag by the door and walked to the kitchen. “Yeah, Dad?”
His parents were both sitting at the table. His mother’s face was inscrutable, but his father’s was contorted in rage. He held up a worksheet from sex ed to the pup. “What the FUCK is this?”
Martin blinked. That was the sheet on sexual orientations. It was supposed to be a reference for the cubs. “Uh… my homework?”
Bruce growled and ripped it up. “What kinda commie bullshit are they teaching you? The fuckin’ nerve of this school, tryin’ to brainwash you with all of this nonesense.” He tossed the papers at him. “You are not allowed to attend that class, you hear me, boy?”
**********
Screw it. He needed out, consequences be damned. Martin crossed the room and locked his bedroom door. He knew it wouldn’t stop his parents if they were determined to get him up in the morning, but they rarely cared enough to do more than knock, anyway. It felt better to at least put that baffle up, anyway.
The wolf took another breath as he walked back to the window. Was he really going to do this? His paws trembled as he reached out toward the window and pushed it open. A cold blast of wind chilled him to the bone. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea…
Martin looked back at his door, then shook his head, his paws balling into fists. No. He NEEDED to get out of this house for an evening. He lifted one leg up and put it out the window. Almost immediately, his pajama pants were soaked through with the cold December rain. He gritted his teeth and climbed the rest of the way out, then lowered his window. No need to let his room flood in the storm.
This was it. He was out on the roof over the front porch. He took a tentative step forward, and yipped as his paw slipped out from under him. The roof was a lot more slippery than he was expecting!
**********
Keith crossed his arms and looked down at the wolf. “Good. Now, care to explain why I found you at my doorstep at quarter past eleven?”
“I…” Martin sighed, and hugged himself a little tighter. “I just…”
The fennec poked his head around the bathroom door. “Got them in the wash,” Teddy said.
Keith put a paw on Martin’s shoulder. “Thanks, Teddy,” he said. His eyes remained focused on the wolf. “Come with me. Let’s sit on the couch.”
The wolf shivered as the adult guided him out of the room. His eyes had finally adjusted to the light, so it wasn’t a shock when one of the adults turned on the lights in the living room. He noted a couple of glasses sitting on the coffee table, both with traces of golden brown liquid inside.
Martin’s brain seemed to thaw as Keith sat him down in the middle of the couch. His shivering subsided as the adult sat down next to him. A fresh tremble ran through his body as the adult tugged him into his lap. “I’m not a baby,” Martin muttered.
“No, but you’re cold,” Keith replied. “Body heat will help you warm up.” The adult pulled a blanket around them. “Alright, pup… talk. Why did you show up at my doorstep?”
**********
“You alright, Marty?” Keith asked.
“How can you DRINK that stuff?!” Martin gasped.
“It’s an acquired taste,” Keith replied.  He rubbed Martin’s back with one paw, his other easing the wolf to sit back.  “If you really wanna have a drink… I could do something a little easier on you.  You like Coke?”
Martin settled back on the couch, then looked at the fox.  “Yeah.”
“Alright, then… I’ll be right back.”
The wolf watched as the fox stood up and walked around the couch to the kitchen.  He returned a minute later with two glasses with ice, a can of Coke, and a bottle of lime juice.
“What’s the lime juice for?” Martin asked.
Keith set the glasses and drinks down on the table.  “Martin, my boy, I’m going to introduce you to my favorite drink when I was your age.”  He walked over to a cabinet in the corner and opened it up.
“Whoa…”
There was so much liquor!  Easily two or three dozen bottles of different shapes and sizes, some with clear liquid, some with ambers and brown, even blue and green!  Keith reached in and pulled out a bottle.
“What’s that?” Martin asked.
**********
“Heh. Snuggly little guy, aren’t you?” Keith whispered. He draped an arm over the wolf and pulled him in close.
“I guess,” Martin said. He nuzzled the adult’s chest, then looked up into his eyes. He trembled as he felt tears welling up in his eyes. “Thanks for letting me stay,” he whispered.
The fox smiled back, and Keith stroked Martin’s ears. He leaned in and planted a kiss on the wolf’s forehead. “No problem. But again, don’t make a habit of this,” he chided. The grin on his face, though, made the wolf feel like he’d be more than welcome if he needed to come back again.
Without even realizing it, Martin rolled his hips against the fox’s side. His erection grew as he snuggled up against the adult. He blushed. Gods, he wanted to ask if the arctic fox wanted to play. Part of him really wanted to just to repay Keith for his kindness. Maybe he would even initiate. After all, there’s no way he didn’t know that the wolf was getting erect.
Keith chuckled. “Feels like someone’s a little horny,” he whispered.
Martin blushed deeper, but grinned up at the fox. He knew he didn’t have to hide from this adult. “Yeah,” Martin whispered.

