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Scott finished filling out the admittance form for the baby rabbits that had just been brought in, then filed away the pink copy. Picking up the white and yellow copies, he headed back into the treatment room where one of the volunteers was busy working on the babies, trying to re-hydrate them and patch them up from their run-in with a cat, while at the same time not kill them. Baby rabbits were notorious for simply dying in your hands. Unable to handle the shock, their little bodies just gave out.
Shaking his head at the whole mess, Scott clipped the paperwork onto the board for the treatment room and headed down the hallway to Isolation Room 6, where the mammals were kept. He'd been waiting for just such a moment all day. Normally up to their asses in injured animals this time of year, it had been an unusually light day ever since the fox had been brought in, although that could and probably would change at any moment. The injury to the creature came from a run in with a car. The driver had left the fox lying on the side of the road with its leg broken. If the state trooper hadn't been passing by, and hadn't attended a lecture Scott gave on rehabbing injured wildlife, the fox might not have made it through the night.
Scott gritted his teeth, irritated by having to wait for a moment alone with the injured animal. As much as he loved his job, being a mentor was frustrating when another shifter came in. He couldn't risk anyone finding out his secret, or worse, thinking him insane and firing him.
So, he had to be very careful how he handled certain cases.
As he pulled the door closed behind him, he paused a moment to look out the window to make sure no one else had finished up and was heading his way. Satisfied that he was safe for the moment, he crouched down in front of the cage. The fox stared at him, almost listless from dehydration. Already twice today he had had a tube pushed down into his stomach to get water and nutrients back into his system.
"I know you're probably too out of it to understand me, but I'm going to get you out of here as soon as I can. I leave in a few hours, and since I am set up for rehab at home, I can take you with me. I just need you to hang in there a little bit longer."
Opening the cage door, Scott curled his fingers around the other shifter's head and gently scratched, letting the animal get a good whiff of his scent and testing the man's control over the beast. Shifters were always their most dangerous when injured in animal form. Instinct took center stage, and accidents can and did happen.
The last shifter he had treated was a perfect example. Two days passed before Scott found out about him, and by then the wolf had been too far gone. His human half completely surrendered to its beast after being shot, operated on, then locked in a cage. The wolf had gone insane, and Scott had to contact the nearby council to come and take him.
This time, though, he wasn't about to let that happen. This creature was one of his kind, and he wasn't about to lose the man inside to the fox. “Can do you do that for me? Hang in there?"
In response the fox shivered slightly, tipping his head into the scratching. Scott stayed with him longer than he should have, rubbing his hand over slightly bristly fur, knowing the other shifter needed touch to keep him from feeling isolated and drowning in hopelessness.
"I have to go, fella, but I will be back in just a little while. Remember, hang in there."
With a last scratch, Scott pulled his hand out of the cage and closed the door just in time. Glancing up as a shadow crossed over him, he met the gaze of one of the volunteers. He could hear her voice through the door as she called out, “Scott, I'm all done with the mice cages. Anything else you need me to do?"
Growling softly at the interruption, he spared one last glance at the now sleeping fox and then climbed to his feet to finish out his day.
Almost six hours later, he had completed the paperwork to take the fox home with him. It was frowned upon to take recently admitted animals home so soon, but with the cages quickly filling, the nature center relied on home rehabbers on more and more to juggle the overflow. Given that the fox sustained no internal injuries, and simply suffered dehydration, some bumps and bruises, and a broken leg, he was a lower priority for constant care.
Which was actually more of a blessing than normal. Not only was he not too badly injured, but the sooner Scott could get the other shifter to his place and settled in, the better all around. With space, and the comfort of another of his kind, the fox should heal quickly and be able to shift back within a few days.
With Scott being a staff member and a frequent rehabber, there really wasn't a big issue made over his taking the poor guy home with him. It also helped that Scott didn't have to be back in for another four days, thanks to the cutback in funds.
* * * *
The next few days passed in a blur. Scott fed and cared for the birds in his flight pen and took care of the fox, in addition to his day-off catching up on chores. It never failed to amaze him how much laundry one man could accumulate in just ten days. Although, it probably didn't help that he had work-out clothes, work clothes, and then around the house clothes for every day.
As he was tossing another load of towels in the dryer, he couldn't help but reflect on his newest guest. The injured fox's leg was healing fairly quickly, and he had started to show some signs of spirit by the end of the second day. He even yipped a few times when Scott came into the room and didn't spend several minutes stroking his fur. It was definitely an encouraging sign that he craved the contact. Only time would tell if the human inside would remain trapped, or if he would be able to transform.
Having been there once himself, which had caused him to seek out the opportunity to volunteer at the nature center, he had a fairly good idea of what the other man must be going through. Being trapped in his animal form, unable to allow the animal free reign of the body, had to be complete hell. Injured, possibly frightened, and feeling isolated from anyone and everyone he knew, the man inside the fox had to be going stir crazy.
Only the fact that the fox didn't attack him, and responded to his voice and touch gave Scott any hope of the man's recovery. By now, he should have been up and moving around, testing the limits of his body. Instead he lay still on the bed, almost listless. Scott hoped it was simply boredom, as the man waited on the animal's leg to heal.
Grabbing the freshly laundered sheets, he headed down the hall to change out the bedding on the guest bed. Scott entered his guest room to find a naked man lying on the bed. Curled up on his side, he had his feet tucked against the backs of his legs, his hands folded between his knees. Piercing, golden eyes followed Scott's movements as he crossed the room with the laundry.
Carefully balancing himself, he knelt down beside the bed and met the shifter's gaze head-on.
"Do you remember how you got here?"
With the slightest of movements, the other man nodded. His red hair fell into his eyes with the motion, and very slowly Scott raised his hand and tucked the errant strands behind his ear. Cautious at first, he grabbed hold of the top sheet and tugged it up and over the other shifter, covering him. Although he rather enjoyed the sight of the man's body, it just seemed wrong to ogle him when he was still obviously out of it.
As near as they had been able to tell, he had been lying on the side of the road for two days, unable to get water, and unable to move out of the heat of the summer sun. Just one more day would have done him in.
"I need to take a look at your right leg. Can you extend it?"
In answer, the other shifter slid his leg out from under the sheet and held it still while Scott examined it to make sure it had healed properly. Thankfully, despite the pain he had to have been in, the other shifter had been smart enough not to attempt to shift back to his human form.
The majority of the books got it wrong in that regard. Shifting did not heal injuries. In fact, the realignment of molecules that occurred in going from one form to another could further the damage. The best option was to stay in the same form the injury happened in, and to let his heightened metabolism and immune system respond.
"It looks like everything is good. So, you should be back to normal in a few more days.” Unless, that was, his mind had taken a hike. “Do you remember your name?"
The shifter licked his lips and paused, seeming to search for the information. “Christian. Cris."
Heaving a mental sigh of relief, Scott continued to ask Cris questions, slowly pulling out the information Cris remembered from his injury and the past few days. After several minutes, he called a halt to the conversation.
"Alright then, let's get some food into your system."
Christian tried to move himself upright in the bed, but Scott ended up having to help him. As he pressed against the other man's chest, Scott tried to ignore the rush of arousal that swept over him. The man needed his care, not his lust.
Forcing that thought into the forefront of his mind, he headed to the kitchen to cook up a quick can of soup. Returning as soon as he could, he found Cris leaning back against the wall, his dark lashes shadowing his cheeks as he dozed.
Regretfully, Scott shook him awake, knowing he needed food as much as rest at this point in his recovery. As he settled several pillows behind his patient and sat down on the bed beside him, the tray settled over his lap, he watched Cris—the fluid way he moved his hands despite his exhaustion, the way his throat bobbed with each swallow, the way his lips pursed around the spoon.
Working together, they managed to get the warm soup and most of the bread into Cris before he started nodding off. By the time Cris’ soft snores filled the room, Scott was completely under his spell. Adjusting his erect cock to a more comfortable position, he headed out of the room, leaving the door open a crack where he could hear if his patient needed anything during the night.
As he undressed and stepped into the shower, he couldn't help but remember how Cris had looked, his tan skin against the soft cream of the sheets. His lithe body completely uncovered, the golden highlights in his red hair were a perfect match to his fur in animal form.
Sliding a soap-covered hand down his chest, Scott gave in to the urge and stroked his cock, gliding up and down the length as he fantasized about the other shifter. He wasn't sure enough yet what his personality was to determine if he would be dominate or submissive, but Scott hoped Cris was a switch like him, someone who felt comfortable in either role. Unlike the larger predator species, Scott hadn't had to worry too much about controlling himself with human partners, so he had never lacked for companionship, but there was something about being around another fox shifter, especially one as attractive as Cris, that was giving him ideas about the future.
Closing his eyes, he glided his hand up and down his erection, rolling his palm over the tip, then stroking back up. He could feel his balls tight against his body, the need to orgasm riding him hard. Pumping his fist faster, he tightened his grip. Up and down, up and down, blood throbbing in his cock, he jerked himself off until with a soft groan he came. Jets of cum splattered against the shower wall as his orgasm claimed him, almost sending him to his knees. In his mind's eye he could see the redhead kneeling before him, mouth open, eager to drink his cum.
With a soft sigh, he leaned back against the cool shower wall.
* * * *
The next day passed fairly quickly, with Scott finishing up the last of his chores and spending as much time as he could with his house guest between his frequent naps. Although Cris continued to nod off during their conversations, Scott came to know the other shifter, and liked having him around. They shared a lot of the same views on what Scott considered the important topics, and there was certainly a spark of attraction every time they came into contact with each other.
Scott also found that his reaction to the other man was happening on many different levels. Intellectually he found him stimulating. Physically, there was no doubt about his attraction to the other shifter. It was the deeper, instinctive level that bothered him. His inner animal was responding to the other man, clawing and yelping to get out, to rub its fur along Christian's body, to share scents.
He had had lovers before, and while his fox always found the experiences enjoyable, there had never been a battle for supremacy. With Cris, he found it hard to deny his animal equal time. He also couldn't deny the bond that he felt forming between them, driving by an instinct older than time. He was mating, and if he wasn't careful, he would lose a part of himself when he had to let Cris go.
Early the next morning, after another restless night fantasizing about the other man, Scott headed off to work. Before he left he made sure that Cris had everything well within reach, including a phone. Time passed fairly quickly as he hit the ground running—from the time he walked through the doors, until he finished caring for the last animal almost eleven hours later. In between patching up critters, changing and cleaning cages, and feeding a whole passel of babies, he had managed to grab a light lunch around one. During the course of the day he had taken a few breaks to call his home and check on Christian, assuring himself that the other shifter was indeed okay.
Tired, hungry, and completely drained, Scott pulled into his driveway almost twelve hours after he had left it. The sun was setting, and he barely managed to drag his ass out of his car and up the steps. As he put his key in the lock, he debated which take-out place would be healthiest for the recovering fox.
Upon opening the door, the thought fled his mind. The most delicious scents were coming from his kitchen, scents he hadn't ever smelled in his home. As a barely passable cook, he had no use for the dozens of spices his sisters insisted he needed to keep on hand, let alone the raw ingredients needed to make full-on meals.
Most meals he consumed at home consisted of take-out or microwavable food.
As he headed down the hall towards the kitchen, the aroma grew stronger, yet it was mixed with a light scent of strange male. Fairly territorial by nature, his fox yipped at the indignity of someone other than him marking the house, yet it was also aware of the heady scent of male.
Of desirable, unmated male.
Cris himself had confirmed the fact, when he had asked if there was someone that needed to be called. As he reached the doorway, an off-key rendition of I Can't Dance greeted his ears. Leaning against the doorway, he watched as Cris moved, the borrowed jeans hanging low on his hips, his bare back undulating as he shimmied around the room in time to Genesis.
Holding up a spatula, he sang into it as he worked his way to the sink, where he dipped it into the waiting water. With smooth motions, he scrubbed the plastic, then rinsed it off before repeating his motions another time. Finally satisfied, he set it into the drainer and spun on his heel.
As he swung around, his gaze landed on Scott.
It was almost comical, the way his eyes widened, the slight curl of his lips, and the blush that stained his skin from his forehead down into his chest. Redheads really couldn't hide embarrassment.
"I was mmmmaking you dinnnnner,” Cris stammered out.
"So I see.” Scott couldn't help but reflect on how amazing it was. Just moments before, he had been dragging his ass just to get this far, but at the sight of Cris’ bare chest—the faint red hairs curling around his nipples and dusting his stomach, blazing a trail down to the waistband of the jeans—and he was wide awake More than, really. If his cock was anything to judge from by, he could go all night and into the next day without pause.
"I really appreciate it. I was just debating which delivery place to call for dinner."
"Not while I'm here.” If anything, Cris’ blush deepened. He really was charming, and the idea of keeping him was incredibly tempting.
Raised with four sisters, Scott couldn't resist teasing, especially given his own discomfort with the topic. “Oh, really now? Staking your claim, are we?” As Cris’ face flamed fire engine red, Scott wondered if he had gone too far. Likely the other shifter hadn't been the butt of two older sisters’ jokes and the bane of two younger ones. More than likely he also wasn't feeling the irresistible pull of a mating bond.
"I didn't mean ... I wasn't trying to ..."
Pushing off from the wood frame, Scott moved towards the other shifter and rested his hand lightly on his shoulder. “I know that. Sometimes, my inner devil overrides the better angels, and you see what results.” He resisted the urge to stroke his hand up and down Cris’ arm.
"Um, good. I wouldn't want you to think that I was... I mean, I don't want to make it seem like ... I do find you attractive, but I know that you might not ... Oh hell, dinner's almost ready."
Before he could second guess himself, Scott allowed his inner beast to take over. He stepped closer to the other shifter, just enough to brush lightly against him. Tipping his head down, he moved slow enough so the other man had more than enough time to pull away before their lips met. At the heat of contact, Scott slid his hand down from Cris’ shoulder along the lines of his arm and cupped his elbow.
Pulling him closer still, he nudged his tongue against the opening of Cris’ mouth until he was granted entrance.
A rush of pleasure swept over him, beginning at his lips but swirling down his body until his cock strained against the zipper of his jeans. The smell of desire rapidly filled the room as the two battled for control of the kiss, their mouths mashed together, teeth clicking as their tongues rubbed together, thrusting and parrying.
Breathless and a bit lightheaded, Scott finally broke the kiss and moved back. Looking at the other shifter, he could see Cris was just as affected. His cheeks were flushed, but not with embarrassment. His eyes had a faint glazed look, and his cock strained against the fly of his borrowed jeans.
For a brief moment, Scott wished the jeans were just a bit looser, so that the head of the other man's cock could nudge its way free. As it was, he had to fight the urge to unzip the denim, sink to his knees, and suck him off.
Clearing his throat, he tried to put some distance between them before he said to hell with dinner, lifted Cris onto the dining room table, and feasted on him instead. “Do I have time take a quick shower?"
"Barely."
As he stepped under the warm spray a few minutes later, Scott couldn't help remembering his shower from the night before. If he closed his eyes, he knew he could easily imagine the redhead's hands touching him, stroking the soap over his body. But, with a hot meal on the table, one that was home-cooked and didn't require him to make it, a quick orgasm was going to have to wait.
Although, if he played his cards right, the night might end with one.
Shaking the thought away as soon as he had it, Scott focused on two words. Patient. Houseguest. He kept repeating them in his head as he climbed out of the shower, dressed, and headed back into the kitchen. It didn't matter how much his cock ached to sink into the redhead's ass, or how much his own ass begged to be plundered. Cris was his houseguest, his patient, and he had no clue what the other shifter had planned beyond recovering. He certainly had no right to ask him to stay, nor did he want Cris to out of a sense of obligation. If they mated, it was going to be at Cris’ initiative, not his.
While he had been in the shower, Cris finished up dinner and managed to set the table that sat in the corner of the room, a homey little breakfast nook area. Settling himself into his normal seat, he waited while the redhead settled himself across from him before he picked up the salad tongs and dished himself a small portion before handing the bowl over and repeating the process with the spaghetti. Reaching for the warm and golden Italian bread that smelled so fantastic, Scott tore off a small corner and chewed slowly, savoring the flaring of taste on his tongue.
It had been a long time since he enjoyed fresh baked bread. Scott was rather intrigued that Cris managed to put such a meal together from just the stuff in his pantry and freezer. Scott's sisters insisted on keeping his stocked up with options, but most of the space was filled with quick fix meals.
"So, how was work today?” At Cris’ innocent question Scott almost choked on his dinner. For a brief moment he allowed himself to imagine how it could be, coming home to the svelte redhead each night. It was an altogether too tempting fantasy.
As soon as he got his coughing under control, his eyes still watering, Scott managed a “fine."
A soft chuckle greeted his response and he looked into Cris’ golden eyes to see them twinkling with devilish glee. In response Scott threw the rest of his bread at him, then immediately wished he hadn't. As the other shifter fished the flaky treat out of his lap, Scott snatched it back and took a bite, which earned him another chuckle.
Not that he minded. He could grow used to Cris’ soft laugh.
Shaking his head at his fanciful notions, he tried to tame his body's response to the soft sounds. All too easily he could hear what other sounds the slender man would make as Scott pounded his ass. If he closed his eyes, Scott knew not only would he hear the slurping moan of a mouth around his cock, but he would also be able to feel the phantom sensations.
"What about you?” Scott cleared his throat and tried again when his voice came out raspy and hoarse. “How was your day?"
"Lonely, but relaxing. I changed the sheets on my bed and finished up the laundry you had left over. I hope you don't mind.” Christian tipped his head slightly as he spoke, sending a cascade of red locks down to his cheeks.
Scott curled his hands into fists on his thighs, resisting the urge to reach out and brush the soft hair back so that he could see the other shifters face. Watching Cris’ facial expressions became was becoming almost an obsession with him. “Mind? Hell, I certainly don't. Feel free to do whatever around here, just don't tax yourself. You're supposed to be healing, not housecleaning for me."
Cris nodded and flashed him a quick smile before returning to his dinner. The rest of the meal passed mostly in nonsense talk as they discussed some of the things Scott did with his job and the home rehab. Cris, he found out, was wrapping up his college degree. Temporarily out of school for spring break, he had decided to go camping and let his animal roam for a few days. He was expected back on campus in two days.
As soon as that registered, Scott lost his appetite. Settling back in chair with a sigh, he pushed his plate away and tried not to mourn the loss of something he never truly had. “Where did you leave all of your gear?"
When Christian named the little state park about forty miles away, Scott offered to take him there as soon as he was done with dinner.
"If it's okay with you, I'd actually like to stay tonight and head there tomorrow.” As the other shifter stood up and came around to stand behind him, Scott held his breath. A soft kiss pressed against his neck, then the soft glide of a hand ran down his arm. Closing his eyes, he allowed himself a brief moment of fantasy before he had to face the reality that, at best, he could have one night with Cris. One night with someone he could easily picture spending a lifetime with. Because, as soft spoken as the other man was, he possessed a core of steel, evident by the fact he had survived two days alone on the side of the road, dying, and still remained sane. He was a man Scott could easily be proud to call his mate.
Scott could see where Cris would want to have sex, to reaffirm to himself that he was indeed alive. He'd be a shit to take advantage.
"I uh, have no problem with you staying another night, but you don't have to do anything you don't want to, Cris.” It took everything he had to get the words out, and still he felt they weren't enough. Scott almost fell out of his chair as it was suddenly jerked back from the table. Without any warning the lithe form of the other shifter straddled him and dropped into his lap, his warm svelte body sending shivers of awareness and need throughout Scott's body.
"I know. I want this."
Before Scott could caution him again, the other shifter wrapped a hand around the back of his neck and held him still as he plundered his mouth. Moaning at the intimate touch of another man's tongue rubbing against his, Scott gave himself up to the sensations. He had fought his attraction to the other man since day one. His inner fox had scratched at his insides, wanting to get out and curl around the injured shifter, offering the comfort of warmth.
Now that the man was seated on his lap, grinding so deliciously against his erect cock, Scott couldn't hold to what he should do, which was to get up and walk out of the room, leaving temptation behind. He might be a shit for it, but he surrendered to his need and the other's shifter's desire and wrapped his arms around Cris’ back and pulled him tighter against his body.
They kissed for what seemed an eternity, each struggling to give and receive the pleasure of two men discovering each other. Their hands roamed as they wished, stroking over arms and chests, along backs and thighs. It was a heady sensation to learn just where to touch the other shifter and to have him discover where Scott liked to be stroked.
The teasing and foreplay slowly drove Scott out of his mind. His cock was so hard he felt like he would burst with need, but he enjoyed Christian's touch too much to move things any further. He was also determined that if they were going to go any further, it would be at the other man's coaxing.
Relaxing into his chair, he rocked his hips slightly, rubbing his denim covered cock against the cleft of Cris’ ass, savoring the delicious friction. It didn't help to control his raging needs, but he was too far gone for that. If he didn't come soon he was going to lose his mind.
As suddenly as Cris had sat down, he broke the kiss and stood. His body was surrounded by the light coming through the window from the setting sun, and Scott shuddered at how it wrapped him in red warmth, glistening almost like fur. When Christian's hands went to the waist of his jeans and started pulling his shirt free, Scott's breath held. He watched, savoring the sight of his lover stripping for him, hurriedly removing one of the layers that stood between their naked bodies rubbing together, joining together.
He could handle whatever Cris wanted to do: blowjobs, hand-jobs, getting his ass fucked or doing the ass fucking. It didn't matter. What mattered was the slender yet masculine body that was now standing before him completely nude as Cris unzipped his pants and let them slide to the floor. Cris’ cock was hard and flushed with need, the crown blood red and weeping, drops of pre-cum glistening on the tip.
Scott licked his lips in anticipation of sucking the other man's cock into his mouth, and tasting the tangy sweetness than would be unique to the other shifter. Carefully he stood, aware that his pulse was racing. He was just about to pull his own shift free when Cris stepped against him, his slender yet firm hands covering Scott's. “Let me,” he whispered, and Scott could deny him nothing.
Standing there passively, he allowed the other shifter to slowly peel his shirt over his head. He couldn't hold back a soft moan as Cris tossed his shirt aside and knelt in front of him, carefully helping him out of his shoes and socks before turning his attention his belt. Still kneeling, his face on crotch level, Cris slowly unbuckled the belt and slid it free from the loops while Scott watched, mesmerized. Christian slowly licked his lips, his golden eyes alight with anticipation and desire.
As his pants were unzipped and his cock broke free from restraint, Scott wanted to pull the other man to his feet and pound into him, but he waited in breathless anticipation to see what the other shifter would do. As warm lips parted and wrapped around his erection, Scott's knees buckled. Grabbing onto the table beside him with one hand and his lover's shoulder with the other, he held himself upright while Cris licked and sucked on his cock, learning his taste.
Standing there in his kitchen in broad daylight, getting the blowjob of his life, Scott didn't think he could feel any happier or sadder at the same time. It was going to rip him apart to let the other man go, but he knew he had to. Cris had a life to return to, and he had no claim on him.
Shaking his head at himself, he pushed the thoughts of tomorrow aside and focused on building the memories of today that would sustain him. He could feel his balls tightening, heralding his orgasm. Groaning at the loss, he pushed Cris back, determined that he wasn't going to orgasm in his lover's mouth. There was time enough to that throughout the night. This first time, he wanted to be buried balls deep in the other man's ass.
Almost like he was reading his mind, Cris gracefully got to his feet. Unable to hold back, Scott grasped the other man and pulled him close for a kiss. Desperation laced his motions as he took possession of Cris’ mouth, giving no quarter. He was determined to mark the other man, to lay some claim that he would feel even after they parted.
Soft moans and growls filled the room as their inner foxes pushed close to the surface, thrilling in the animalistic mating they had moved into. This was no longer the civilized learning and exploring of two men, it had transformed into the heated battle between two shifters, each vying for domination even as they thrilled in their forced submission. Finally winning the battle of wills, Scott broke the kiss and turned Cris in his arms, pressing him against the table.
Without coaxing, Christian grasped the edge of the table firmly and arched backwards, rubbing the smoothness of his ass against Scott's cock. Leaning his face into the curve of Cris’ shoulder, Scott bit down slightly, holding the tender flesh between his teeth as he guided his cock into the waiting, and welcoming, ass of his lover. His cock was well lubricated by saliva and his own pre-cum, and glided in easily, pressing forward firmly and hard. Rather than pull away, Cris arched his back, shifting his hips just enough to force Scott's cock all the way in.
Both men were panting with need by with time Scott was balls deep, his cock throbbing. Reaching around Cris’ waist, he grabbed the other shifter's cock in one hand while he used the other to hold him steady. Stroking up and down the other shifter's erection, he timed it to his own strokes, driving them both wide with need.
Alternating soft nips and kisses against Cris’ neck, shoulder, and back, he claimed the other man, his cock thrusting and withdrawing in an increasing pace until they were both almost mindless with the need to climax. Grinding his hips and pounding deep, Scott continued to work the other man's cock in his hand, holding on somehow until he felt the other shifter's cock jerk. A warm spurt of cum landed on the table, followed by another and another as he milked Cris’ cock with his hand.
While his lover still trembled with the quakes of his orgasm, his ass muscles fluttering and clenching tight, Scott allowed his head to drop to rest against Cris’ shoulder as he pounded harder and faster, his thrusts growing shallower as he embraced the fury of his own orgasm. Growling at the molten sensations flooding from his cock, Scott kept pumping his hips, allowing Cris to milk the last drops of his cum from him.
Weak and completely sated, he slipped free from Cris’ ass and dropped into his chair. With a small smile curling his lips, Scott watched as his lover slowly pushed himself up from where he was resting, almost boneless, against the table. Cris managed to turn and somehow straddle him again, his now limp cock brushing against Scott's stomach, leaving a faint trail of his cum.
Scott wanted to rub it into his skin, forever marking his body with Cris’ scent, but restrained the urge. Tonight was all he could have, and he was determined to enjoy it without forcing any kind of a bond between them, no matter how much his inner fox was biting and clawing for him to do so.
It took some doing, but he managed some time later to stand, with Cris wrapped around him, and carried the other shifter to the bedroom where he proceeded to spend most of the night creating memories. At some point, he even allowed his fox to indulge, and shifted form, rubbing his sleek body along Christian's until the other shifter indulged him and shifted, too, provoking a bout of wrestling and playing that ended with them shifting back to their human forms and finishing what their teasing had started.
When the next day dawned bright and clear, Scott woke to the delicious sensations of warmth around his cock. Fluttering his eyes open, he found Cris straddling his body, his back turned towards him, slowly rocking in his lap, teasing his ass-ring with the head of Scott's cock. Without missing a beat, Scott grabbed the phone off the nightstand and called in to work. It was hell trying to keep his voice steady as Cris grasped his cock and guided it to where it wanted to be and started bouncing on him, with the delicious sounds of their flesh slapping together echoing in the still room.
Finishing the call as quickly as he could, Scott disconnected and tossed the phone aside, then spent the majority of the day mating and sleeping with his lover.
He was certain of it, in a way he had always longed for, but now he almost wished he had never experienced this—Christian was his mate, and destined to rip his heart out. Determined that the other shifter never know, Scott poured all of his heartache and passion into claiming his mate's body, silently offering all he had to give.
When evening dawned, he forced himself to remain calm and steady as he helped Christian dress again in borrowed clothes and drove him to his campsite.
"You're always welcome to visit, you know."
Scott nodded, unable to vocalize his needs. He wouldn't put Cris in the position of having to chose, no matter his body was demanding. The mate bond was so strong; he could feel his heart ripping in two with every breath he took.
"I'm going to miss you,” he finally settled on, knowing it was only a drop in the bucket of his feelings, yet was a safe statement. “And my home is always open to you. Should you wish to come back ...” Scott's voice trailed off as his throat tightened.
Cris nodded and stepped into his arms, his warmth and affection almost enough to help Scott bring himself back under control. His fox was clawing at his insides, demanding he convince Cris to stay.
With a bittersweet kiss, Scott pulled away and said goodbye. Without looking back, he climbed back into his truck. The other shifter had promised he would come back to visit as he cuddled against Scott's chest, but Scott didn't allow himself to hope that Cris actually would.
* * * *
It was heading into early June when a volunteer came hurrying into the center, jabbering about someone really needing to see Scott. Heaving a soft sigh, he wearily turned from where he was examining a hawk with a broken wing, gave instructions to the volunteer working with him to finish up, then headed out of the room. Pinching the bridge of his nose, Scott tried to summon an urge to give a shit about whatever it was someone needed to see him about. The last two months he hadn't slept well, and had even less interest in eating.
May had come and gone, the school semester had ended, and still his mate hadn't come back. Despite knowing it happened that way sometimes, that one mate would feel the bond stronger and long before the other, it nonetheless tore him in two thinking about Cris, wondering if he had found someone else. If he would ever come back.
As he stepped out into the lobby, Scott came to an abrupt stop. Silhouetted against the setting sun stood a familiar form. Blinking rapidly to push away the tears that sprung to his eyes, he tried to force his mind to quit playing tricks on him. The other man may have a similar shape as Cris, but it wasn't him.
As the other man moved towards him, Scott's heart skipped a beat. Soft knuckles brushed against his cheek, whipping away the tear that had broke free.
"Miss me?” As Cris’ voice broke, Scott grabbed the other shifter and pulled him close, his lips slamming down over him. Uncaring about what his co-workers thought, he laid claim to his mate's mouth, determined that he show Cris just how much he had missed him.
Hands trembling, he cupped Cris’ cheeks and pulled back, staring into his beloved's golden eyes. “Don't leave me again,” he whispered, unable to stop himself. He knew that the other shifter had to see in his eyes just how badly he had hurt.
Christian's half smile melted his heart. “I won't. It tore me up to leave you, but I needed to finish my degree. I couldn't walk away from it, not since I was that close. I figured I had time that I could come back and we could see where things went. I didn't know you had bonded to me, I didn't know until just now."
He wrapped his arms around Scott's waist and pressed his face against his chest. “God, I missed you so much."
At his lover's pain laced words, Scott's arms tightened for a moment, then he forced himself to pull back. Clasping Cris’ hand in his, Scott led him into the back room and away from prying eyes. He needed to finish up, but at the same time he couldn't bear to let the other man out of his sight.
It only took him an hour to wrap up the last minute details, far longer than he would have liked but it was unavoidable. He had responsibilities that he couldn't shirk, something that he knew Cris would understand.
Then, finally, they were able to head home where they spent the night, and every night thereafter, in each other's arms.
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